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REMARKS. 

Tb>  tragedy  of  Othello  has  been  pronounced  the  chtf-^mmrt  ot 
Shakspeare  ;  and,  if  the  display  of  one  master  pa^^on,  wwked  np  to 
a  high  degree  of  intensity,  be  evidence  of  transcendant  genins,  it  ^ 
fally  entitled  to  the  noble  distinction.  Antiqoity  can  prodnce  no 
parallel  to  this  wonderfal  drama ;— amidst  tiie  accamalated  treamrei 
of  ages,  it  stands  forth  in  lonely  grandenr,  unapproachable ;  and,  if 
we  admit  that  in  this  instance  Shakspeare  has  surpassed  eren  his 
own  powers,  we  most  look  to  posterity  alone  to  produce  its  equal. 
[  Nature  is  ever  progresrire,— to  confine  her  powers  within  the  boun- 
I  daries  of  human  probability,  would  be  to  cnain  the  winds,  and  to 
divert  the  tide ;  judging,  however,  firom  past  experience,  we  may 
fairiy  infer,  that  her  operations,  though  sure,  are  nevertheless  tardy. 
The  intervening  space  of  three  thousand  years  has  produeed  but  on« 
bard  worthy  of  ranking  co-equal  with  Uomer ;  and,  thoni^  In  the  II' 
terary  horizon  stars  have  appeared— 

"That  run 
Their  glorious  course  round  Shakspeare's  golden  tun,* 

flieir  light  serves  but  to  contrast  his  brightness.  In  our  own  timet 
dramatic  genius  has  only  made  a  retn^ade  movement.  PhUoso- 
phera  may  ame  tiie  ctmsej  we,  who  are  no  pkUo§oph9rSs  attend 
only  to  tiie  ^eet, 

**  Ask  of  thy  mother  earth,  why  oaks  are  made 
Taller  or  stronger  than  the  weeds  they  shade  f 
Or  ask  of  yonder  argent  fields  above. 
Why  Jove's  $atellite$  are  less  than  Jove  f* 

The  groundwork  of  this  tragedy  is  Jealousy ;  a  passion  which  Dr. 
Tounz  has  well  described  in  "The  Revenge,"  a  work  evidentiy  sug. 
gestra  by  that  of  Shakspeare : — 

"  I  have  tum'd  o'er  the  catalogue  of  woes 
Which  sting  the  heart  of  man,  and  find  none  equal : 
It  is  the  hydra  of  calamities — 
The  seven-fold  death.    The  Jealous  are  the  damn'd.* 

The  plot  is  borrowed  itom  an  Italian  aathor,  Gian  Battista  Oiraldl 
Ciutio,  who  wrote  one  hundred  novels,  entitled  "  Ekatommith^," 
which  are  divided  into  decades.  The  Moor  of  Venice  is  the  seventh 
•f  die  third  decade ;  but  the  character  of  Othello  has  been  almost 
entirely  created  by  the  imagination  of  Shakspeare.  The  unity  of 
•etion,  a  point  so  much  insisted  on  by  severer  critics,  is  complete  in 
this  tragedy :  there  are  no  redundances ;  every  character,  lu>wever 
mbordinate,  is  essential  to  the  action ;  and  the  action  never  pauses, 
the  interest  never  relaxes,  till  they  receive  their  final  consummation 
hi  the  deatii  of  OUiella 

The  character  of  the  Moor  is  that  of  the  plain  blunt  soldier ; 
hasty  and  impetuous  in  his  disposition,  but  open  and  generous. 
Desdemona  is  of  a  nature  so  pure  and  perfect,  so  formed  of  gentie- 
acss  and  oompjusion,  that  her  very  virtues  become  the  instruments 
of  her  ruin.  The  character  of  lago;  is  highly  wrought ;  he  is  of  all 
men  4i«  person  who,  firom  his  plausiblHlir  and  apparent  ftrankness 
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ntiy  be  supposed  to  practise  saccessfally  on  the  credulity  of  hit 
victim : — 

"  This  fellow's  of  exceeding  honesty, 

And  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learned  spirit 

Of  human  dealings." 

Yet  so  great  a  master  is  Shakspeare  of  human  nature, — so  deeply 

has  he  studied  the  remotest  springs  of  action,  that  in  his  two  most 

odious  displays  of  mental  deformity.   Shy  lock  and  lago,  he  has  not 

exhibited  a  pictare  of  gratuitous  villainy  alone ;  but  has  given  them 

one  redeeming  quality,  in  the  provocations  their  savage  natures  had 

received. — Mark  the  many  indignities  wantonly  heaped  upon  the 

Jc^  :— 

"  Signior  Antonio,  many  a  time  and  ofb. 

On  the  Rialto  you  have  rated  nie 

About  mv  moneys  and  my  usances — 
•  *•••• 

You  call  me  misbeliever,  cut  throat  dog. 
And  spit  upon  my  Jewish  gaberdine" — 

and  lago  harboured  a  suspicion  against  Othello,  which,  if  warranted 
or  not,  was    t  least  sufficient  to  kindle  resentment : — 

"  I  hate  the  Moor, 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  sheets 
He  has  done  my  office.     I  know  not  if 't  be  true. 
But,  for  mere  suspicion  in  that  kind. 
Will  do  as  if  for  surety." 

How  beautifully  has  Shakspeare  traced  the  origin  of  Desdemona's 
affection  for  Othello  I  If  it  be  erne  cbat  "  pity  melts  tlie  soul  to 
love,"  we  shall  at  once  cease  to  wonder  that  so  fair  a  being  should 
conceive  a  passion  for  a  lover  of  so  different  a  complexion  to  her 
own,  after  bis  pathetic  detail  of  the  hardships  he  had  endured,  and 
the  dan^^ers  he  had  passed.  Still  less  will  it  be  a  matter  of  surprise, 
that  their  affection  should  become  mutual, — 

"  She  lovM  him  for  the  dangers  he  had  pass'd ; 
And  he  lov'd  her,  that  she  did  pity  them.'* 

But,  as  Othello's  passion  is  ardent  from  temperament,  so  are  his 
suspicions  easily  awakened,  and  his  revenge  most  terrible,  when 
those  suspicions  are  confirmed.  And  here  the  profound  skill  of 
Shakspeare  again  presents  itself:  lago,  in  the  first  instance,  ventures 
upon  no  direct  assertions,  which,  from  their  very  abruptness,  might 
at  once  shock  the  credulity  of  Othello :  his  insinuations  are  uttered 
in  disjointed  and  broken  sentences,  in  dark  innuendoes  bearing  no 

Eositive  meaning,  yet  from  their  mystery  conveying  infinitely  more ; 
e  hints,  disbelieves,  and  returns  to  the  charge,  torturing  his  victim 
with  alternate  doubt  and  despair,  till  he  stings  him  into  madness, 
and  secures  him  in  his  toils.  Unwilling  to  give  ear  to  the  infidelity 
of  Desdemona,  Othello  recurs  to  her  exquisite  beauty  and  innocent 
mind  ;  but  that  reflection,  though  it  for  a  moment  shakes  his  suspi* 
cions,  serves  only  to  heighten  his  anguish,  by  bringing  to  his  remem- 
brance the  treasure  he  had  lost :  he  then  reverts  to  himself,  and 
suggests  the  most  probable  reasons  for  her  change  in  affection  to- 
wards him : — 

"  Haply,  for  I  am  black,  ^ 

And  have  not  those  soft  parts  of  conversation 
That  chamberers  have ;  or  for  I  am  declin'd 
Into  the  vale  of  years ; — yet  that's  not  much." — 
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Till,  at  length.  Ma  impickma  hating  reeeired  their  lut  MtA  cooftr 
manoD,  he  adds,  in  a  tone  of  despair,  mingled  with  rerenge^— 

"  She's  gone  1    I  am  abns'd ;  and  my  relief 
Most  be— to  loathe  her  I"- 

He  then  takes  a  moomfal  retrospect  and  farewell  of  hit  ft>rmer  hap' 
piaess  and  martial  exploits : — 

"  O,  now,  for  ever 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind !— Farewell  content ! 
Farewell  the  plomed  troop  and  big  wars. 
That  make  ambition  virtue^ — O,  farewell  I 
Farewell  I — Othello'fr  occupation's  gone  I" 

The  last  scene  is  inconceivably  grand ;  the  whole  world  of  poetry 
cannot  produce  diviner  inspiration  than  the  opening  soliloqay.  The 
whirlwind  of  passion  is  now  psst— the  storm  that  agitated  his  bosom 
has  subsided,  but  the  calm  is  still  more  awfnl,  foreboding  some  dire 
c^astrophe,  as  yet  imperfectly  revealed.  If  the  thunder  rolls  afar  c€, 
and  the  lightning  but  faintly  gleams,  the  mountains  tremble,  and  the 
earth  yawns  for-  her  prey.  It'is  the  true  poet  who  holds  die  mind 
captive  through  every  scene — who  heightens  the  interest  as  the  action 
proceeds,  and,  by  an  effort  of  consummate  art,  leaves  snch  an  imprea- 
sion  at  the  close  as  shall  not  be  effaced : — 

**  Tu  he  who  gives  my  breast  a  thousand  pains. 
Can  make  me  feel  each  passion  that  he  leigns ; 
BSncage,  compose,  with  more  than  magic  ar^— 
With  pity  and  with  terror  tear  my  heart, 
And  snatch  me  o'er  the  earth,  or  through  (he  air. 
To  Thebes,  to  Athens,  when  he  will,  and  where." 

And  it  is  a  proud  reflection  that  this  island — **  this  precious  gem 
set  in  the  silver  sea,"  after  its  long  night  of  ignorance  and  barbarism, 
should  have  at  once  emerged  into  perfect  day.  In  the  meridian  of 
Shakspeare  I — Shakspeare,  who  takes  his  foremost  stand  amidst  the 
brightest  constellations  of  Oreece  and  Rome,  whose  works  are  for  all 
time,  and  to  whose  genius  succeeding  ages  shall  bow  with  awe  and 
veneration  I  The  period  of  declension  in  other  minds,  was  his  matu- 
rity ;  and,  as  if  some  noblest  effort  were  wanting  to  affix  upon  his 
name  the  seal  of  immortality,  Othello  was  the  latest  tragedy  from  his 
master-hand. 

The  Moor  of  Venice, has  always  been  a  favourite  character  with 
the  actors;  how  admirably  Betterton  played  it,  Cibber,  the  thea* 
trical  historian  of  his  own  time,  has  sufficiently  shown : — **  Fbr, 
though  in  Castalio  (says  he)  he  only  excelled  othert,  in  Othell6  he 
excelled  hkitsetf,'*  Booth  followed  successfully  his  great  master; 
as  did  Qnin,  the  pupil  of  Booth,  and  the  last  of  that  school.  6ar> 
rick  tried  me  part,  but  an  unlucky  simile  *  drove  Roscius  firom  the 
field.  Foote  performed  Othello  (Litton  has  played  Octavian)  to 
Macklin's  lago;  and  Barry,  having  received  the  instructions  of 
Macklint  himself,  finally  triumphed  over  every  competitor.     Its 

•  Qnin's  simile  of  the  black  bap  and  tea-kettle  is  too  generally 
known  for  repetition. 

t  Foote,  in  one  of  his  morning  entertainments,  thus  ridicules 
Macklitt's  teachine  Barry  Othello : — **  SLnow,  sir,  that  when  a  man's 
soul  is  lost,  tossed,  and  crossed,  and  his  entrails  broiling  on  a  grid' 
iriMS,  bring  np  the  dog  with  a  tremendous  grind,  as  Do-o-o-gt  lagoC 
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greatest  representative  In  our  time  was  Kerabla ;  an  actor  born  to 
Illustrate  wiiat  Shakspeare  wrote.  His  noble  presence,  exquisite 
judgment,  and  intense  feeling,  were  never  more  advantageously  difr 
played  than  in  this  character.  The  speaking  terrors  of  his  counte- 
nance were,  indeed,  partially  obscured  in  the  darkened  complexion 
of  the  Moor ;  but  all  the  life,  the  soul,  were  in  his  perforhiance. — 
He  invested  it  with  a  grandeur  that  other  actors  have  not  even  caught 
a  glimpse  of.  His  address  to  the  Senate  was  a  master-piece  of  elo- 
ci;tion  ;  his  plea  was  urged  with  such  modest  dignity,  and  Othello, 
in  his  impersonation,  looked  altogether  so  superior  a  being,  that  the 
rude  exterior  of  the  soldier  was  charmed  away,  and  the  audience  be* 
came  reconciled  to  the  passion  of  Desdemona.  That  trying  scene  in 
the  third  act,  when  Cooke  was  the  lago,  was  wonderfully  eflfective  : 
it  was  a  glorious  contest  for  excellence  between  two  of  the  greatest 
actors  that  ever  trod  the  stage ;  the  insinuating  art  and  cool  hypo- 
crisy of  Cooke  finely  contrasted  with  the  fire,  the  impetuosity,  and 
terrible  energy,  of  Ketnble.  Nor  was  Mr.  Kemble  in  the  last  scene 
less  impressive :  the  glare  that  he  threw  round  the  chamber,  till  it 
fixed  upon  the  conch  of  Desdemona,  his  hurried  step,  his  hollow 
broken  murmurs,  his  convulsed  and  shiverine  frame,  gave  earnest  of 
a  deed  of  dreadful  note.  When  he  drew  back  the  curtain,  and  wildly 
gaeed  upon  his  sleeping  victim,  compassion  seemed  for  a  moment  to 
shake  his  purpose  ;  but  these  compunctions  visitings  of  nature  were 
instantly  lost  in  the  recollection  of  his  dishonour,  and  the  desire  of 
revenge.  Every  particular  of  this  powerful  display  is  distinctly  be- 
fore us ;  it  is  one  of  the  many  triumphs  of  genius,  we  thrill  at  the 
remembrance  of.  To  the  memory  of  Kemble  the  British  nation 
owes  a  debt  of  lasting  gratitude ;  his  ashes,  worthy  of  the  noblest 
mausoleum,  lie  buried  in  a  distant  land :  let  the  sacred  reoosiiorv  of 
berillustrious  dead  no  longer  want  a  memorial  to  his  fame.  Where 
should  the  statue  of  Kemble  find  appropriate  place  but  near  the  shrine 
of  Shakspeare  ? 

The  character  has  been  successively  played  by  Mr.  Yonng,  who  ii 
a  fine  transcript  of  Mr.  Kemble ;  by  Mr.  Kean,  whose  conception 
and  execution,  independent  of  their  merit  of  originality,  are  entitled 
to  very  high  praise;  by  Mr.  Pope,  whose  performance  was  distiu' 
gnished  by  great  feeling  and  power ;  by  Mr.  Macready,  whom  wf 
pronounced  an  actor  of  consummate  ability,  on  the  first  night  of  bit 
representation  of  it  in  London ;  and,  lastly,  by  Mr.  Charles  KembJg 
who,  in  bending  this  bow  of  Ulysses,  has  added  another  laurel  to  hi 
brow. 

We  reniember  some  years  since  to  have  seen  Mr.  Elliston  plan 
Othello.  His  natural  talent,  correct  judgment,  and  professiona 
skill,  will  carry  him  through  almost  every  character  witJi  applause 
But  that  is  not  sufficient :  Mr.  Elliston  can  win  from  the  severei 
critic  unqualified  approbation.  His  Ranger,  Rover,  Mercutio,  an 
Mirabel,  are  all  that  the  heart  can  desire.  How  gratifying  to  th 
lovers  of  true  comedy  to  see  him  restored  to  the  stage,  as  ric 
and  as  vivacious  as  ever  I  We  hear  FaUtaff  whispered  as  one  < 
Ms  forthcoming  performances.  Let  him  make  haste  to  realize  oi 
Joyous  anticipations :  we  augur  abundant  mirth  from  this  mountai 
of  merriment  in  the  hands  of  nich  an  actor. 
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MEMOIR  OF  MR.  YOUNG. 


Mr.  Craelis  Mayne  Young  is  the  son  of  Mr. 
Thomas  Young,  an  eminent  surgeon,  and  was  bom  in 
Fenchnrch  Street,  on  the  10th  of  January,  1777.  He 
received,  under  a  private  tutor,  the  first  mdimentB  of 
his  education,  and  at  the  age  of  nine  years,  with  a  view 
to  hia  professional  improvement,  he  accompanied  a 
Danish  physician,  who  had  resided  some  time  in  this 
country,  to  Copenhagen.  He  returned  to  England  afler 
a  year's  absence,  and  was  then  sent  to  Eton  for  three 
years;  at  the  expiration  of  which  he  completed  his 
education  at  Merchant  Tailors^  School. 

At  the  age  of  eighteen  he  was  placed  la  a  respectable 
counting-house  *,  but  the  allurements  of  the  stage  over- 
came bis  resolution  for  business,  and  he  shortly  after- 
wards quitted  his  situation.^ 

Anxious  to  try  his  talents  in  public,  ne  performed  a 
few  times  at  the  little  theatre  in  Tottenham  Court  Road, 
with  decided  approbation ;  and  in  1708  he  was  engaged 
by  Mr.  Aikin,  the  proprietor  of  the  Liverpool  Theatre, 
where  he  made  his  first  appearance  in  the  character  of 
Douglas,  under  the  assumed  name  of  Green,  which  his 
success  soon  made  him  relinquish  for  his  own.  In  the 
following  year  he  acted  all  the  principal  characters  at 
the  Manchester  Theatre ;  and  in  1800,  1801,  1802,  he 
displayed  his  talents  at  Glasgow,  with  increasing 
approbation. 

On  the  22nd  of  June,  1807,  Mr.  Young  made  his 
first  appearance  in  London,  at  the  Haymarket  Theatre, 
in  Hamlet,  His  performance  stamped  him  as  an  actor 
of  the  first  class;  and  every  succeeding  effort  has  raised 
him  still  higher  in  the  estimation  of  the  public. 


Cojstttme^ 


OTHELLO.— Scarlet  turban,  scarlet  mautle,  white  sarsiiet  robe, 
and  eestus  richly  ornamented,  copper  coloured  pantaloons  and  red 
sandals. 

lAGO. — Light  drab  coloured  Jacket  with  hanging  sleeves,  richly 
embroidered  pantaloons  of  the  same,  blue  silk  sash,  russet  bootSj 
buff  coloured  hat  and  black  plumes. 

CASSIO — ^Black  velvet  hat  and  white  plumes,  fawn  coloured 
Jacket,  scarlet  under  Jacket  embroidered,  blue  silk  sash,  buff  pan- 
taloons, and  russet  boots. 

DUKB.-^oronet,  crimson  velvet  robe  trimmed  with  ermine, 
crimson  jacket,  embroidered — ^trunks  4>uffed  with  scarlet  satin, 
white  silk  pantaloons,  and  white  shoes. 

BRABANTIO.— Brown  velvet  cloak,  trunks  puffed  with  white 
satin  richly  embroidered,  white  silk  pantaloons  and  white  shoes. 

GRATIANO.— -Purple  jacket  and  cloak,  trunks  puffed  with  scar- 
let satin,  white  silk  pantaloons,  and  white  shoes. 

MONTANO.— Black  velvet  hat  and  white  plumes,  light  green 
cloth  Jacket  and  cloak,  trunks  puffed  with  yellow  satin  trimmed 
with  silver,  white  pantaloons  and  white  Khoes. 

RODERIOO.— Black  velvet  hat  and  white  plumes,  brown  cloak, 
Jacket  and  pantaloons  trimmed  with  scarlet,  and  russet  boots. 

ANTONIO. — Black  hat  and  plumes,  blue  jacket,  white  waistcoat 
and  pantaloons  trimmed  with  silver,  russet  boots. 

DESDBMONA.— ;White  satin  trimmed  with  silver,  rich  white 
and  silver  drajpery."  Second  dress. — Muslin  bed  gown. 

IBAIILIA.— Black  dress  trimmed  with  white  lace. 


Persons  represented  in  the  Tragedy  ofOTfJELLOf 
at  the  Theatre'Royali  Drury  Lane, 

Duke  of  Venice. Mr.  King. 

Brabantio Mr.  Powell. 

Oratiano Mr.  Meredith. 

Lodovico Mr.  Tliompson. 

Montana Mr  Mercer. 

Othello Mr.  Kean. 

CmHo Mr.  Cooper, 

Roderigo  .    .    .    r Mr.  Penley. 

laro Mr.  Young. 

Leonardo,    .    .    .    • Mr.  Yardley. 

Julio Mr.  B.  Crooke 

Marco Mr.  Douglas. 

Paulo Mr.  Read. 

Luea Mr.  Tumour. 

Antonio ' Mr.  Coveney. 

Giovanni  .    .    .    .    • Mr.  Honner; 

Messenger i    ,   .  Mr.  WUlmott. 

Desdemona  .        .........  Mrs;  W.  West* 

Emilia     ......        x    .    .    .   .  Mrs;  Glover; 


OTHELLO. 


ACT  I 


SCENE  l.—  yeniec—A  Street. 

Enter  Iago  and  Rodbrioo,  r. 

Rod,  Tush,  De*er  tell  me,  1  take  it  mach  unkindly. 
That  thou,  [agOtT^who  hast  had  my  purse, 
As  if  the  strings  were  thine, — shoald'st  know  of  this. 

loffo.  You  will  not  hear  me  : — 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  suoh  a  matter. 
Abhor  me. 

Bod.  Thou  told'st  me,  thou  didst  hold  him  in  thy  hate. 

logo.  Despise  me,  if  1  do  not.    Three  great  ones  of 
the  city, 
Inpersonal  suit  to  make  me  his  lieutenant. 
Off-capped  to  him  ; — end,  by  the  faith  of  man, 
1  know  my  price,  I  am  wortH  no  worse  a  place :~ 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purposes, 
Erades  them,  with  a  bombast  circumstance, 
Horribly  stufTd  with  epithets  of  war ; 
And,  in  conclusion,  nonsuits 
My  mediators :  For,  eertes,  says  he, 
I  have  already  chosen  my  officer. 
And  what  was  he  ? 
Forsooth,  a  great  arithmetician. 
One  Michael  Cassio,  a  Florentine 
A  fellow 

That  never  set  squadron  in  the  field. 
Nor  the  division  of  a  battle  knows  * 
More  than  a  spinster : — 
He,  in  good  time,  must  his  lieutenant  be, 
And  I,  (heaven  bless  the  mark !)  his  Moorship*s  ancient. 

Bod.  By  heaven,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hang- 
man. 
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logo.  Now,  sir,  be  judge  yourself. 
Whether  1  in  any  just  term  am  aifrn'd 
To  loYe  the  Moor. 

Rod,  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 

logo*  O,  sir,  content  you ; 
I  follow  him,  to  senre  my  turn  upon  hi^ : 
Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  I,  for  lore  and  duty, 
But  seeming  so,  for  my  peculiar  end : 
For  when  my  outward  action  does  demonstrate 
The  native  act  and  figure  of  my  heart 
In  compliment  extern,  *tis  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve 
For  daws  to  peck  at :  I  am  not  what  I  seem. 

Rod,  What  a  full  fortune  does  the  thick-lips  owe. 
If  he  can  carry  it  thus. 

lago.  Call  up  her  father. 
Rouse  him :  make  after  him,  poison  his  delight ; 
Though  that  his  joy  be  joy. 
Yet  throw  such  changes  of  vexation  on't. 
As  it  may  lose  some  colour. 

Rod,  Here  is  her  father's  house ;  I'll  call  aloud. 

logo.  Do  ;  with  like  timorous  accent,  and  dire  yell. 
As  when,  by  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 
Is  spied  in  populous  cities. 

Rod,  What  ho !  Brabantio !  signior  Brabantio,  ho ! 

logo.  Awake !  what  ho !  Brabantio  !  thieves  I  thieves  ! 
thieves ! 
Look  to  your  house,  your  daughter,  and  your  bags ! 
Thieves !  thieves ! 

BRAnANTio,  above,  at  a  window,  l. 

Bra.  What  is  the  reason  of  this  terrible  summons  ? 
What  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Rod,  Signior,  is  all  your  family  within  ? 

logo.  Are  your  doors  lock'd  ? 

Bra,  Why  ?  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

lago,' Sir,  yon  are  robb'd: — for  shame,  arise,  aris6 
Awake  the  snoring  citizens  with  the  bell. 
Or  else  the  devil  will  make  a  grandsire  of  you : 
Arise,  I  say  ! — 

Bra,  What,  have  you  lost  your  wits  ? 

Rod,  Most  reverend  signior,  do  you  know  my  voice  ? 

Bra,  Not  I.    What  are  you  t 

Rod,  My  name  is— Roderigo. 

Bra.  The  worse  welcome : 
I  have  charg'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors  t 
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In  honest  pl&iimesB  thou  hast  heard  me  say. 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee ;  and  now,  in  madness. 
Being  fidl  of  supper,  and  distempering  dranghts. 
Upon  malicious  bravery,  dost  thou  come 
T6  start  my  quiet : — 

Rod,  Sir,  sir,  sir,— 

Bra.  But  thou  must  needs  be  sure. 
My  spirit,  and  my  place,  have  in  them  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod.  Patience,  good  sir. 

Bra,  What  teli^it  thou  me  of  robbing  ?   tnis  is  Ve- 
nice; 
My  house  is  not  a  grange. 

Rod,  Most  grave  Brabantio, 
hi  simple  and  pure  soul  I  come  to  you. 

11^0.  Sir,  you  are  one  of  those,  that  will  not  serve 
Heaven,  If  Uie  devil  bid  you. 

Bra,  What  profane  wretch  art  thou  ? 

logo,  I  am  one,  sir,  that  come  to  tell  you,  your 
daughter  and  the  Moor  are  now  mailing  the  beast  with 
two  backs. 

Bra,  Thou  art  a  villain. 

logo.  You  are— a  senator. 

^u.  This  thou  shalt  answer ;  I  know  thee, 
Roderigo. 

Rod,  Sir,  I  will  answer  any  thing.     But  I  beseech 
you. 
Straight  satisfy  yourself  ; 
If  she  be  in  her  chamber,  or  your  house. 
Let  loose  on  me  the  justice  of  the  state 
Vqt  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  GKve  me  a  taper ;— coll  up  my  people ; — 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dream. 
Belief  of  it  oppresses  me  already  :— 
Light!  I  say,  light!  [Bbabajxtio  retires, 

logo.  Farewell ;  for  I  must  leave  you : 
It  seems  not  meet,  nor  wholesome  to  my  place. 
To  be  produced  (as,  if  I  stay,  I  shall) 
Against  the  Moor :  for  I  do  know,  the  state, 
However  this  may  gall  him  with  some  check, — 
Cannot  with  safety  cast  him ;  for  he's  embark*4 
Witib  such  loud  reason  to  the  Cyprus*  wars, 
(Which  even  now  stand  in  act)  that,  for  their  souls, 
Another  of  his  fathom  they  have  not. 
To  lead  their  business :  in  which  regard. 
Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell's  pains, 
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Yet,  for  necessity  of  present  life, 

I  must  show  out  a  flag  and  sign  of  love, 

Which  is  indeed  but  sign.    That  you  shall  surely  find 

him, 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raised  search  ; 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.    So  farewell,     [foil,  ■• 

Enter  Brabantio  and  Servants,  with  torehea,  from 

the  house,  l. 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil ;  ^one  she  is : 
And  what*s  to  come  of  my  despised  time. 
Is  nought  but  bitterness. — Now,  Roderigo, 
Where  didst  thou  see  her  ?— O  unhappy  girl  !— 
With   the  Moor,     say'st  thou?— Who    would    be   » 

father  ?— 
How  didst  thou  know  *twas  she? — O,  thoudeeelYesloia 
Past  thought!— What    said  she  to  you? — Get  mort 

tapers  ? 
Raise  all  my  kindred. — Are  they  married,  think  yon  ? 

Rod.  Truly,  I  think  they  are. 

Bra.  O  heaven  ! — How  got  she  out  7 — O  treason  of 
my  blood ! — 
Fathers,  from  hence  trust  not  your  daughters*  minds 
By  what  you  see  them  act.— Are  there  not  charms 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  maidhood 
May  be  abused  ?  Have  you  not  read,  Roderigo, 
Of  some  such  thing  ? 

Bod.  Yes,  sir,  I  have  indeed. 

Bra.  Gall  up  my  brother. —  [Exit  a  Servant. 

O,  that  you  had  had  her  I 

Some  one  way,  some  another. —      [Exit  a  Sbrtaitt. 
Do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor  ? 

Rod.  I  think  I  can  discover  him  ;  if  you  .plea  u* 
To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. . 

Bra,  Pray  you  lead  on.    At  every  house  I*ll  call  : 
I  may  command  at  most : — get  weapons,  ho ! 
And  raise  some  special  officers  of  night. — 
On,  good  Roderigo :— 1*11  deserve  your  pains. 

lExeunt  with  Roderigo  ofid  Servants,  r. 


SCENE  U^ymiee.—AAotlier  ilrcH. 

Enter  Or  BE  1.1.0  and  Ugo,  r.  ■ 

loffo.  Though  in  the  trade  cf  war  I  hare  slain  iii«ii,fl 
Kti  do  I  hold  it  yery  atnff  o'Ihe  conaciBnce, 
To  do  a  contriv'd  murder:   1  lach  Iniquity 
Sometimas,  to  do  me  serrioe  :  Nine  or  tec  times 
Ihiri  thoufiht  to  have  yerk'd  him  here  under  the  rlbn. 
Oik.  'Tls  better  as  it  is.  [Crotteita  t. 

/bjw.  Nay,  but  he  prated, 
>iiil  Bpote  such  scurry  and  provoking  terms 
Affsjnal  your  bonour, 
Thil.  vllh  the  Utile  godliness  I  have, 
1  did  full  bard  forbear  him.    But.  1  pray,  sir. 
AKyou  fast  married?  for.  be  sure  of  this — 
naAemagniSeo  is  much  belov'd  ; 
iWbltli.  la  his  eSeot,  a  Toice  potential 
iiJiplUe  Ks  the  Duke's :  he  will  divorce  you  ; 
*"    It  ipoii  you  what  restraint  and  grievance 

I*w  (irith  all  its  might  to  eororce  it  on} 
Wai  gin  him  cable- 

I       OtM.  Let  him  do  his  spite: 

I     Mr  serrices  which  I  have  dune  the  signiory, 

Shill  Dot-tongue  his  complaints.     'Tia  yet  to  know, 

'      Which,  when  I  knoiv  that  boastinfiis  an  honour, 
t  ihall  promalgate)  I  fetch  my  life  and  being 

lUiy  apeak,  unbanneted,  to  as  prond  a  fortune 

Ai  this  tlwt  I  bare  reach'd.     For  know,  lago 

Bit  that  I  lore  the  gentle  Deidemona, 

T'oold  not  my  unhoused  free  condition 

Pit  into  circumscription  and  coafine 

For  tbe  lea'i   worth.      But  look  I    what  lights  come 

hgB.  These  are  the  raised  father,  aod  hU  friends  :— 
Toi  were  best  go  in. 

OU.  Not  I :  I  must  be  foaad ; 
My  part*,  my  title,  and  my  perfect  soul, 
Shfi  manifest  me  rightly. —Is  it  they? 

Imgo.  By  Janua — I  think,  no. 


OU.  [Centrt.]  The  semnti  of  tbe  Dake,  and  m^ 
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The  goodness  of  the  night  upon  you,  friends  i 
What  is  the  news? 

Cas,  (l.)  The  Duke  does  greet  you,  general ; 
And  he  requires  your  haste-post-haste  appearance, 
Eyen  on  the  instant. 

Oth»  What  is  the  matter,  think  you? 

Cas^  Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I  may  divine : 
You  have  been  hotly  caird  for ; 
When,  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found, 
The  senate  sent  about  three  several  quests. 
To  search  you  out. 

0th.  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you. 
I  will  but  spend  a  word  here  in  the  house, 
And  go  with  you.  [Eaitt  i 

Ccu,  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here  ? 

logo,  (r.)  *Faith,  he  to-night  hath  boarded  a  Ian* 
carrack: 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he*s  made  for  ever. 

Ctu.  I  do  not  understand. 

lago.  He*s  married. 

Cat,  To  whom  7 

Re-enter  Othello,  r. 

lago.  Marry,  to— come,  captain,  will  you  go  ? 
0th,  Have  with  yon. 

€<k«.  Here  comes  another  troop  to  seek  for  you. 
lago.  It  is  Brabantio :  general,  be  advis*d  ; 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 
Oth*  Holla!  stand  there! 

Enter  two  ServantSj  i..  wUh  torehes^  preceding  Rob 
Rieo,  Brabantio,  and  ofieere. 

Rod,  Siguier,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra.  Down  with  him,  thief!  [TAey  drai 

lago.  You,  Roderigo  !  come,  sir,  -I  am  for  you. 

0th,  ^Crosses  to  c]  Keep  up  your  bright  swoi^ 
for  the  dew  will  rust  them. — 
Good  Siguier,  you  shall  more  command  with  years. 
Than  with  your  weapons. 

Bra,  O,  thou  foul  thief,  where  hast  thou  stow*d  ^ 
daughter  ? 
Damn*d  as  thou  art,  thou  hast  enchanted  her : 
For,  I'll  refer  me  to  all  things  of  sense. 
If  she  in  chains  of  mag^c  were  not  bound. 
Whether  a  maid — so  tender,  (kir,  and  happy 
So  opposite  to  m»rri«go,  that  she  shoipi'd 
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The  wealthy  ettrlod  darlings  of  otir  tiation,— > 

Would  erer  hare,  to  incur  a  general  mock. 

Ran  from  her  guardage  to  the  sooty  bosom 

Of  such  a  thing  as  thou:  to  fear,  not  to  delight 

i  therefore  apprehend,  and  do  attach  thee, 

For  an  abuser  of  the  world,  a  practiser 

Of  arts  inhibited  and  out  of  warrant: — 

Lay  hold  upon  him ;  if  he  do  resist. 

Subdue  him  at  his  peril.  [They  advance  on  boih  fflitoi. 

0th,  Hold  your  hands. 
Both  yop  of  my  inclining,  and  the  rest : 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  I  should  haye  known  it 
Without  a  prompter. — Where  will  you  that  I  go 
And  answer  this  your  charge  ? 

Bra.  To  prison :  till  fit  time 
Of  law,  and  course  of  direct  session, 
Call  thee,  to  answer. 

0th.  What,  if  I  do  obey? 
How  may  the  Duke  be  therewith  satisfied  ; 
Whose  messengers  are  here  about  my  side, 
Upon  some  present  business  of  the  state. 
To  bring  me  to  him  ? 

Cas.  *Tis  true,  most  worthy  signior, 
The  Duke's  in  council ;  and  your  noble  self, 
1  am  sure,  is  sent  for. 

Bra.  How  !  the  Duke  in  council  I 
In  this  time  of  the  night ! — Bring  him  away : 
Bfine's  not  an  idle  cause :  the  Duke  himself. 
Or  any  of  mv  brothers  of  the  state. 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own ; 
For  if  such  actions  may  have  passage  free. 
Bond  slaves  and  pageants  shall  our  statesmen  be. 

{^Exeunt,  i>. 

SCENE  lil.—Veniee.'-A  Council  Chamber. 

The  Duke,  Gratiano,  Lodoyico,  and  other  Senatora 
seated,  and  Marco,  in  waiting,  discovered, 

Duke.  There  is  no  composition  in  these  news. 
That  gives  them  credit. 

Gra.  (l.)  indeed,  they  are  disproportion'd; 
My  letters  say,  a  hundred  and  seven  gallies 

Duke.  And  mine  a  hundred  and  forty. 

Lod.  (a.)  And  mine,  two  hundred: 
But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  just  account. 
Yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkish  fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprui 

B  2 
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Duke,  Nay,  it  is  possible  enough  to  judgment. 

Enter  Paulo,  l. 

Paul,  A  messenger  from  the  gallies. 
Duke,  Now,  the  business,  ? 

Enter  a  Messbngbr,  l. 

Mess,  The  Ottomites,  reverend  and  gracious. 
Steering  with  due  course  towards  the  isle  of  Rhodes, 
Have  there  enjoined  them  with  an  after-fleet. 

[Gives  letters  to  Marco,  who  delivers  them  to  the 
Duke, 

Lod,  How  many,  as  you  guess  ? 

Mess.  Of  thirty  sail :  and  now  do  they  re-stem 
Their  backward  course  bearing  with  frank  appearance 
Their  purposes   towards    Cyprus. — Signior  Montano, 
Your  trusty  and  most  valiant  servitor,  • 

With  his  free  duty,  recommends  you  thus. 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke,  'Tis  certain,  then,  for  Cyprus. 

Lod,  Here  comes  Brabantio, — and  the  valiant  Moor. 

\^Exit  Messenger,  l. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Othello,  Cassio,  Iago,  Rodbri- 
GO,  Giovanni,  and  Luca,  l. — [Othello  and  Cas- 
sio cross  to  R.] 

Duke,  Valiant  Othello,  we  must  straight  employ  you 
Against  the  general  enemy,  Ottoman. 
I  did  not  see  you  ;  welcome,  gentle  signior;     [To  Bra. 
We  lack'd  your  counsel  and  your  help  to-night. 

Bra.  So  did  I  yours :  good  your  grace  pardop  me ; 
Neither  my  place,  nor  aught  I  heard  of  tne  business. 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  bed ;  nor  doth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  on  me ;  for  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  so  flood-gate  and  o*er-bearing  nature, 
That  it  engluts  and  swallows  other  sorrows. 
And  it  is  still  itself. 

Duke,  Why,  what*s  the  matter  ? 

Bra.  My  daughter !  O  my  daughter !  [  Weeps, 

Duke,  Dead? 

Bra.  Ay,  tome; 
She  is  abus*d,  stoVn  from  me,  and  corrupted 
By  spells  and  med'cines  bought  of  mountebanks : 
For  nature  so  preposterously  to  err, 
Sans  witchcraft,  could  not — 
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Jhtke  Whoe'er  he  be,  that  in  this  foul  proeeefUng 
Hath  thus  beguil'd  year  daughter  of  herself, 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  law 
You  shall  yourself  read  in  the  bitter  letter, 
After  your  own  sense ;  yea,  though  our  proper  son 
Stood  in  your  action. 

Bra,  Humbly  I  thank  your  grace. — 
Here  is  the  matt,  this  Moor :  whom  now,  it  seems 
Your  special  mandate,  for  the  state  affairs. 
Hath  hither  brought. 

Duke.  We  are  very  sorry  for't, — 
What,  in  your  own  part,  can  you  say  to  this  f 

[To  Othbilo. 

Bra.  Nothing,  but  this,  it  is  so. 

OfA.  Most  potent,  grate,  and  reverend  signiors, 
My  very  noble  and  approv'd  good  masters, — 
That  I  have  ta'en  away  this  {3d  man*s  daughter, 
It  is  most  true  ;— true  1  have  married  her  :— 
The  very  head  and  front  of  dvy.  offending 
Hath  this  extent ;  no  more.    Rude  am  I  in  my  speech, 
And  little  bless'd  with  the  set  phrase  of  peace : 
For  since  these  arms  of  mine  had  seven  years'  pith, 
IHI  now,  some  nine  moons  wasted,  they  have  us'd 
Their  dearest  action  in  the  tented  field : 
And  little  of  this  world  can  I  speak. 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle ; 
And  therefore  little  shall  I  grace  my  cause. 
In  speaking  for  myself:  yet  by  your  gracious  patience, 
I  will  a  round  unvarnished  tale  deliTer, 
Of  my  whole  course  of  love ;  what  drugs,  what  charms, 
What  conjurations,  and  what  mighty  magic, 
(For  such  proceeding  am  I  ebarg'd  withal) 
I  won  his  daughter  with. 

.  Bra,  A  maiden  never  bold ; 
Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
BlnsnM  at  herself ;  and  she, — in  spite  of  nature, 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing, — 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  she  fear*d  to  look  on  I 
It  is  a  judgment  ma1m*d  and  most  imperfect. 
That  will  confess— perfection  so  could  err 
Against  all  rules  of  nature ; — 
I  therefore  vouch  again. 

That  with  some  mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  blood,- 
Or,  with  some  dram  conjur'd  to  this  effect. 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Ditke.  To  vouch  this  is  no  proof. 

B  a 
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Othello,  speak ; — 

Did  yoa,  by  indirect  and  forced  courses. 
Subdue  and  poison  this  young  maid's  affections  ? 
Or  came  it  by  request,  and  such  fair  question 
As  soul  to  soul  affordeth  ? 

0th,  I  do  beseech  you, 
Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittary—- 
And  let  her  speak  of  me  before  her  father : 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report. 
The  trust,  the  office,  I  do  hold  of  you, 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  sentence 
Eveii  fall  upon  my  life. 

Duke,  Fetch  Desdemona  hither. 

0th.  Ancient,  conduct  them ;  you  best  know  thepltces 

[Exeunt  Iago,  Rodbrigo,  Luca.,  and  Giotanni,  x. 
And,  till  she  come,  as  truly  as  to  heaven 
I  do  confess  the  Yices  of  my  blood, 
So  justly  to  your  grave  ears  I'll  present 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  lady*s  love. 
And  she  in  mine. 

Duke.  Say  it,  Othello. 

0th.  Her  father  lov'd  me ;  oft  invited  me : 
Still  question'd  me  the  story  of  my  life, 
From  year  to  year ;  the  battles,  sieges,  fortune, 
That  I  l>ave  pass'd. 

I    an  it  through,  even  from  my  boyish  days. 
To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it ; 
Wherein  I  spake  of  most  disastrous  chances, 
Of  moving  accidents,  by  flood  and  field ; 
Of  hair-breadth  'scapes  i'the  imminent  deadly  breach ; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe, 
And  sold  to  slavery  ;  of  my  redemption  thence. 
And  with  it  all  my  travel's  history : 
*'  Wherein  of  antres  vast,  and  desarts  wild,* 
^*  Rough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills  whose  heads   touch 

heaven, 
'*  It  was  my  hint  to  speak, — such  was  my  process,- 
*^  And  of  the  cannibals  that  each  other  eat, 
'*  The  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whose  heads 
*'  Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders."    This  to  liear 
Would  Desdemona  seriously  incline : 
But  still  the  house  affairs  would  draw  her  thence ; 
Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  dispatch, 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 

*  The  pasiage  between  inverted  oommas  is  generally  omitted  by 
Afr.  Kean. 
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DeTour  up  my  discourse :  which  I  obserring. 

Took  once  a  pliant  hour ;  and  found  good  means 

To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earnest  heart, 

That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate. 

Whereof  by  parcels  she  had  something  heard. 

But  not  distinctly.    I  did  consent ; 

And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 

When  I  did  speak  of  some  distressful  stroke 

That  my  youth  suffer'd.    My  story  being  done. 

She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs : 

She  swore,— In   faith,  *twas    strange,   'twas   passing 

strange : 
*Twa8  pitiful,  'twas  wond'rous  pitiful : 
She  wish'd  she  had  not  heard  it ;— yet  she  wish'd 
That  heaven  had  made  her  such  a  man :  she  thank'd  me 
And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov*d  her, 
I  should  but  teach  him  to  tell  my  story. 
And  that  would  woo  her.    Upon  this  hint  1  spake . 
She  loT'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  pass'd ; 

And  I  loy*d  her,  that  she  did  pity  them. 
This  ouly  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  us'd ; — 

Here  comes  the  lady,  let  her  witness  it. 
Duke.  Oood  Brabantio, 

Take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  best : 

Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  use, 

Than  their  bare  hands. 
Bra,  I  pray  you,  hear  her  speak  ; 

If  she  confess  that  she  wa^  half  the  wooer, 

Destruction  light  on  me,  if  my  bad  blame 

Light  on  the  man ! 

Enter  Giovanni,  Iago,  Desdbmona,  Rodbrigo,  and 

Luc  A,     L. 

Come  hither,  gentle  mistress : 

Do  you  perceive,  in  all  this  noble  company, 

Where  most  you  owe  obedience  ? 
Des,  My  noble  father, 

I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty : 

To  you  I  am  bound  for  life,  and  education  ; 

My  life  and  education  both  do  learn  me. 

How  to  respect  you  ;  you  are  the  lord  of  duty, 

1  am  hitherto  your  daughter :  but  here's  my  husband ; 

And  so  much  duty  as  my  mother  show'd 

To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father, 

So  much  I  challenge  that  I  may  profess 

Due  to  the  Moor,  my  lord. 
Bra.  Heaven  be  with  you !— I  have  done : 
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Goine  hither,  Moor ; 

I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart, 
Which,  but  thou  hast  already,  with  all  my  h^art 
I  would  keep  from  thee. — 

[Othello  and  Dbsdemona  retire  to  k» 
1  have  done : — Proceed  to  the  affairs  of  state. 

Duke.  The  Turk  with  a  most  mighty  preparatlmi 
makes  for  Cyprus : — Othello,  the  fortitude  of  the  plaeto 
is  best  known  to  you :  you  must  therefore  be  contmit  tl> 
slubber  the  gloss  of  your  new  fortunes  with  this  m»th 
stubborn  and  boisterous  expedition. 

0th,  The  tyrant  custom,  most  grave  senators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  steel  couch  of  war 
My  thrice  driv*n  bed  of  down :  1  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity, 
I  find  in  hardness  ;  and  do  undertake 
These  present  wars  against  the  Ottomites. 
Most  humbly,  therefore,  bending  to  your  state, 
I  crave  fit  disposition  for  my  wife; 
Due  reverence  of  place  and  exhibition ; 
With  such  accommodation  and  besort, 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 
Duke.  Be*t  at  her  father's. 
Bra,  1*11  not  have  it  so. 
0th.  Nor  I. 

Des,  Nor  I ;  I  would  not  there  reside, 
To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts, 
By  being  in  his  eye. — Mopt  gracious  Duke, 
To  my  unfolding  lend  a  prosperous  ear ; 
And  let  me  find  a  charter  in  your  voice 
To  assist  my  simpleness. 

Duke   What  would  you,  Desdemona  ? 
Des,  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him. 
My  downright  violence  and  storm  of  fortujies 
Ma   trumpet  to  the  world :  my  heart's  subdued 
Even  to  the  very  quality  of  my  lord  ; 
I  saw  Othello*s  visage  in  his  mind ; 
And  to  his  honours  and  his  valiant  parts 
Did  I  my  soul  and  fortunes  consecrate : 
So  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind, 
A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war. 
The  rites,  for  which  I  love  him,  are  bereft  me, 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  shall  support 
By  his  dear  absence :  Let  me  go  with  him. 

0th.  Your  voices,  lords  :-»'beseech  yoo^  let  her  wHl 
Have  a  free  way. 
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Ihike.  Be  it  as  you  shall  privately  oetermlne, 
Either  for  stay,  or  going :  the  aflbirs  ery— haste ! 
Ami  speed  miist  answer ;  you  most  hence  to-night, 

Deg.  To-night,  my  lord  ! 

Duke.  This  night. 

0th.  With  all  my  heart. 

Duke.  At  ten  i'  the  morning  here  we'll  meet  again. 
Othello,  leave  some  officer  behind. 
And  he  shall  our  commission  bring  to  yoa ; 
And  such  things  else  of  quality  and  respect. 
As  doth  concern  you. 

Otk.  Please  your  grace,  my  ancient, 
A  man  he  is  of  honesty  and  trust ; 
To  his  conveyance  I  assign  my  wife, 
With  what  else  needful  your  good  grace  shall  think 
To  be  sent  after  me.  - 

Duke.  Let  it  be  so. — 
Good-night  to  every  one. — And,  noble  signior. 
If  virtue  no  delighted  beaaty  lack. 
Your  son-in  law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

lExeunt  the  Duke,  Lodovico,  the  other  Sena- 
tors, Marco,  Paulo,  Giovanni,  afu/LucA,  r. 

Bra.  Look  to  her.  Moor ;  have  a  quick  eye  to  see  ; 
8he  has  deceived  her  father,  and  may  thee. 

[Exeimt  Brabantio  and  Gratiano, 

0th,  My  life  upon  her  faith. — Honest  lago, 
My  Desdemona  must  I  leave  to  thee : 
1  pr'ythee,  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her  ; 
And  bring  her  after  in  the  best  advantage. — 
Come,  Desdemona ;  I  have  but  an  hour       fa, 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matters  and  direction,    ^ 
To  spend  with  thee :  we  must  obey  the  time. 

{^Exeunt  Othello,  Desdemona,  and  Gassio,  l. 

Rod,  lago, — 

lago.  What  say 'st  thou,  noble  heart? 

Rod,  What  will  I  do,  think*st  thou  ? 

lago.  Why,  go  to  bed  and  sleep. 

Rod,  1  will  incontinently  *  drown  myself. 

lago.  Well,  if  thou  dost,  I  shall  never  love  thee 
after  it.     Why  thou  silly  gentleman  ! 

Rod.  Is  it  silliness  to  live," when  to  live  is  a  torment : 
and  then  have  we  a  prescription  to  die,  when  death  is 
our  physician. 

Tago,  O  villainous !  I  have  look'd  upon  the  world  for 
four  tiroes  seven  years  ;  and  since  I   could  distinguish 

«  Immediately, 
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That  paragons  description,  and  wild  fame ; 
One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blazoning  .pens, 
And,  in  the  essential  yesture  of  creation, 
Does  bear  all  excellency. 

Enter  Julio  and  Antonio,  l. 

Now,  who  has  put  in? 

Jul,  'Tis  one  lago,  ancient  to  the  general. 

Cas,  He  has  had  most  faTourable  and  happy  speed. 
Tempests  themselves,  high  seas,  and  howling  winds, 
As  having  sense  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  common  natures,  letting  go  safely  by 
The  divine  Desdemona. 

Mont.  What  is  she  ? 

Cas   She  that  I  spake  of,  our  great  captain's  captain 
Left  in  the  conduct  of  the  bold  lago. — 

0  behold— [6Voffffe«  to  meet  Desdemona,  l. — Julio 

and  Antonio  cross  to  r.] 
The  riches  of  the  ship  are  come  on  shore  I 

Enter  Ia.oo,  Desdemona,  Roderigo,  Emilia, 
Marco,  and  Paulo,  l. 

Hail  to  thee,  lady  !  and  the  grace  of  Heaven, 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 
Enwheel  thee  round ! 

Des.  I  thank  thee,  valiant  Gassio. 
What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  lord? 

Cas.  He  is  not  yet  arrived  ;~nor  know  I  aught. 
But  that  he's  well,  and  will  be  shortly  here. 

Des,  O,  but  I  fear — How  lost  you  company  ? 

Cas,  The  great  contention  of  the  sea  and  skies 
Parted  our  fellowship :—  [Cannon  Jired,  l» 

[  Without.']  A  sail  i  a  sail ! 

Cas,  But,  hark  !  a  sail : — See  for  the  news. — 

[Exit  Antonio,  l. 
Good  ancient,  you  are  welcome  : — ^Welcome,  mistressk 

{_To  Emilia,  kissing  her. 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  good  lago. 
That  I  extend  my  manners :  'tis  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  show  of  courtesy 

lago.  Sir,  would  she  give  you  so  much  of  her  lips^ 
As  of  her  tongue  she  oft  bestows  on  me, 
You*d  have  enough. 

Des,  Alas,  she  has  no  speech  I 

lago,  I  know,  too  much ; 

1  find  it  still,  when  I  have  list  to  sleep ; 
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Marry,  before  yoor  ladyship,  I  grant, 
She  pats  her  ton^e  a  little  in  ber  heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

EmU.  You  have  little  cause  to  say  so. 

logo.  Gome  on,  come  on ;    you  are  pictnret  ovt  of 
doors. 
Bells  in  your  parlours,  wild  cats  in  your  kitchens. 
Saints  in  your  injuries,  devils  being  offended. 
Players  in  your  housewifery,  and  housewlTes  in  yo«r 
beds. 

Des.  O  fie  upon  thee,  slanderer ! 

logo.  Nay,  it  is  true,  or  else  I  am  a  Turk  : 
ITou  rise  to  play,  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 

EmiL  You  shall  not  write  my  praise. 

logo.  No,  let  me  not. 

De»,  What  wouldst  thou  write  of  me,  if  thou  shouldst 
praise  me  ? 

logo.  O  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to't ; 
For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  critical. 

Des.  Gome  on,  assay  : — There's  one  gone  to  the  har- 
bour ? 

Cas,  Ay,  madam. 

Des.  I  am  not  merry ;  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  seeming  othefwise.— 
Gome,  what  praise  couldst  thou  bestow  on  a  deserving 
woman  indeed ;  one  that.  In  the  authority  of  her  merits, 
did  justly  put  9n  the  vouch  of  very  malice  itself? 

logo.  I  am  about  it :  but  indeed,  my  invention 
Gomes  from  my  pate,  as  birdlime  does  from  frieze. 
It  plucks  out  brain  and  all  :  But  my  muse  labours. 
And  thus  she  is  deliver *d. 
She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  proud  ; 
Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loud ! 
Never  lack'd  gold,  and  yet  went  never  gay ; 
Fled  from  her  wish,  and  yet  said — Now  I  may  I 
She  that,  being  anger'd,  her  revenge  being  nigh. 
Bade  her  wrong  stay,  and  her  displeasure  fly  ; 
She  that  could  think,  and  nj'er  disclose  her  mind. 
See  suitors  following  and  not  look  behind ; 
She  was  a  wight — if  ever  such  wight  were — 

Des.  To  do  what  ? 

lago.  To  suckle  fools,  and  chronicle  small  beer. 

Des.  O  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion  I — Do  not 
learn  of  him,  Emilia,  though  he  be  thy  husband.— How 
say  you,  Cassio  ?  is  he  not  a  most  profane  and  illiberal 
eoonsellor  ? 

C 
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Ctu,  He  speaks  home,  madam  ;   you  may  relisk  him 
more  in  the  soldier,  than  in  the  scholar. 
[Cassio  takes  Desdemona  by  the  hand  to  iiUrodu9§ . 

her  to  the  Gentlemen  qf  Cyprus  ;   he  talks  with  h^ 

during  Iaoo's  speech. 

lago,  [Aside^  l.]  He  takes  her  by  the  palm :  Ay,  well 
said,  whisper  ; — As  little  a  web  as  this  will  ensnare  u 
great  a  fly  as  Cassio  : — Ay,  smile  upon  her,  do  : — I  wHI 
gyve*  thee  in  thine  own  courtship  :— You  say  true ;  *tif  * 
so,  indeed;— If  such  tricks  as  these  strip  you  out  of] 
your  lieutenantry,  it  had  been  better  you  had  not  kiss'd 
your  three  fingers  so  oft. 

[Cannon  fired — Trumpet  sounds,  £• 
The  Moor  :— I  know  his  trumpet. 

Des,  Let's  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 

[Advancing,  u 

Enter  Othello,  Antonio,  Luca,  Giovanni, 
Lorenzo,  and  Gentlemen,  l. 

0th,  O  my  fair  warrior  I 

Des.  My  dear  Othello  I 

0th.  It  gives  me  wonder  great  as  my  content. 
To  see  you  here  before  me. — O  my  souVs  joy ; — 
If  after  every  tempest  come  such  calms. 
May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  wakened  deftth  I 
And  let  the  labouring  bark  climb  hills  of  seas 
Olympus-high  ;  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  hell's  from  heaven.    If  it  were  now  to  die, 
'Twere  now  to  be  most  happy ;  for,  I  fear, 
My  soul  hath  her  content  so  absolute. 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  fate. 

Des.  The  heavens  forbid. 
But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  should  increase. 
Even  as  our  days  do  grow  I 

0th.  Amen  to  that,  sweet  prayer  I — 
And  this,  and  this,  the  greatest  discord  be 

[Embracing, 
That  e'er  our  hearts  shall  make  ! 

lago.  [Aside."]  O,  you  are  well  tuned  now ! 
But  I'll  set  down  the  pegs  that  make  this  music, 
As  honest  as  I  am. 

0th.  Gome  let's  to  the  castle.— 
NewSj  fHends;    our  wars  are  done,    the  Turks  ar* 
drown'd. — 

*  Entangle. 
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How  do  cnir  old  acquaintance  of  the  isle  ? 
"Roaej,  yea  shall  be  well  desired  in  Cyprus  ; 
FfO  found  great  love  amongst  them.    O  my  sweet, 
I  prattle  out  of  fashion,  and  I  dote 
In  mine  own  comforts. — ^I  pr^ythee,  good  lago, 
Qt^  to  the  bay,  and  disembark  my  coffers : 
Bring  thou  the  master  to  the  citadel : 
He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthiness 
Does  challenge  much  respect.    Gome,  Desdemona, 
Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus  !     •  [  Trumpet  sounds. 
[Exuicnt^  B.  all  hut  Iago,  Rodbrigo  last, 

lago.  \_To  Rodbrigo.]  Do  thou  meet  me  presently  at 
the  harbour.  Come  hither:  [Rodbrigo  retumt.'\ — 
list  me. — ^The  lieutenant  to-night  watches  on  the  court 
of  guard  f—  First  I  will  tell  thee  this— Desdemona  is 
directiy  in  love  with  him. 

Rod.  With  him  !— why,  'tis  not  possible. 

liigo.  Lay  thy  finger— thus,  and  let  thy  soul  be  in- 
structed. Mark  me,  with  what  violence  she  first  loved 
the  Moor,  but  for  bragging,  aud  telling  her  fantastical 
lies :  And  will  she  love  him  still  for  prating  ?  Let  not 
thy  discreet  heart  think  it :  her  eye  must  be  fed  ;  and 
what  delight  shall  she  have  to  look  on  the  devil  T 

Rod,  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her :  she  is  full  of  most 
bless'd  condition. 

Itigo.  Bless'd  fig's  end  I  the  wine  she  drinks  is  made 
of  grapes :  if  she  had  been  bless'd,  she  would  never 
have  loved  the  Moor  .  Bless'd  pudding  I  Didst  thou  not 
fee  her  paddle  with  the  palm  of  his  hand  ?  didst  not 
mark  that  ? 

Rod,  Yes ;  but  that  was  but  courtesy. 

Iago.  Lechery,  by  this  hand  ;  an  index  and  obscure 
prologue  to  the  history  of  lust  and  foul  thoughts. — Sir, 
be  you  ruled  by  me  ;  1  have  brought  you  from  Venice  : 
Watch  you  to-night:  for  the  command,  I'll  lay't  upon 
you  :  Cassio  knows  you  not. — I'll  not  be  far  from  you  : 
Do  you  find  some  occasion  to  anger  Cassio,  either  by 
speaking  too  loud,  or  tainting  his  discipline ;  or  from 
what  other  cause  you  please,  which  the  time  shall  more 
favourably  minister. 

Rod.  Well— 

lago.  Sir,  he  is  rash,  and  very  sudden  in  choler  ;  and, 
haply,  may  strike  at  you :' — Provoke  him  that  he  may  ; 
for  even  out  of  that,  will  I  cause  these  of  Cyprus  to 
mutiny ;  whose  qualification  shall  come  into  no  true 
taale  again,  but  by  the  displanting  of  Cassio. 

C3 
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Rod,  I  will  do  this,  if  yoa  can  bring  it  to  any  oppor- 
tunity. 

logo,  I  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  ci- 
tadel :  I  must  fetch  his  necessaries  ashore.  Fare- 
well. 

Rod,  Adieu.  [Exit  Roderigo,  r. 

lago.  That  Gassio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  it ; 
That  she  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  great  credit ; 
The  Moor,-  howbeit  that  1  endure  him  not — 
Is  of  a  constant,  loving,  noble  nature ; 
And,  1  dare  think,  he*ll  prove  to  Desdemona 
A  most  dear  husband.    Now  I  do  love  her  too  ; 
Not  out  of  absolute  lust,  (though  peradventure, 
1  stand  accountant  for  as  great  a  siu,) 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge. 
For  that  1  do  suspect  the  lusty  Moor 
Hath  leapt  into  my  seat :  the  thought  whereof 
Doth,  like  a  poisonous  mineral,  gnaw  flay  inwards  ; 
And  nothing  can  or  shail  content  my  soul, 
Till  1  am  even  with  him,  wife  for  wife  ; 
Or  failing  so,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 
At  least  into  a  jealousy  so  strong 
That  judgment  cannot  cure.    Which  thing  to  do 
If  this  poor  brach*  of  Venice,  whom  I  thrash 
For  his  quick  hunting,  stand  the  putting  oo, 
I'll  have  our  Michael  Cassio  on  the  hip  ; 
Abuse  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  rank  garb — 
For  I  fear  Cassio  with  my  night-cap  too — 
Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me. 
For  making  him  egregiously  an  ass, 
And  practising  on  his  peace  and  quiet. 
Even  to  madness.     'Tis  here,  but  yet  confused  ; 
Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  seen  till  used.      [EjcU^  l. 


SCENE   II.— Cypn««— TTke  guard- House  h^ore  the 

Castle, 


Enter  Othello,  Cassio,  Giovanni.  Luca,  Marco, 

and  Paulo,  r. 

0th.  Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to-night  • 
Let's  teach  ourselves  that  honoi^rable  stop, 
Not  to  out-sport  discretion. 

Cas,  lago  hath  direction  what  to  do ; 

*  M  anting  dog. 
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But,  notwithstanding  with  my  personal  eye 
Will  1  loolK  to't. 

bih,  lago  is  most  honest. — 
Michael,  good-night : — ^To-morrow,  with  your  earliest^ 
Let  me  haye  speech  with  yon : — 
Good-night.— T^ExfUfit  through  the  Quard'Hautef  u.  d. 
aU  but  Cassio. 

Enter  Iago,  l. 

Com.  Welcome,  Tago ;  we  must  to  the  watch, 

Iago.  Not  this  hour,  lieutenant;  it  is  not  yet  ten 
o*clock.  Our  general  cast  us  thus  earljr.  for  the  love  of 
his  D^sdemona ;  whom  let  us  not  therefore  blame :  he 
hath  not  yet  made  wanton  the  night  with  her :  and  she  is 
sport  for  Jove. 

Cos.  She*s  a  most  exquisite  lady. 

Iago,  What  an  eye  she  has  1  methinks  it  sounds  a 
parley  of  provocation. 

Cat,  An  inviting  eye  ;  and  yet,  methinks  right 
modest. 

Iago,  And  when  she  speaks,  'tis  an  alarum  to  love. 

Cas,  She  is,  indeed,  perfection. 

logo.  Well,  happiness  to  their  sheets  I  Come,  lieu- 
tenant, I  have  a  stoup  *  of  wine,  and  here  without  are 
a  brace  of  Cyprus  gallants,  that  would  fain  have  a  mea- 
sure to  the  health  of  the  black  Othello. 

Cas,  Not  to-night,  good  Iago ;  I  have  very  poor 
and  unhappy  brains  for  drinking:  I  could  well  wish 
courtesy  would  invent  some  other  custom  of  entertain- 
ment. 

logo,  O,  they  are  our  friends; — but  one  cup:  I'll 
drink  for  you. 

Cas,  I  have  drank  but  one  cup  to-night,  and  that  was 
craftily  qualified  too ;  and,  behold,  what  innovation  it 
makes  here :  I  am  unfortunate  in  the  infirmity,  and  dare 
not  task  my  weakness  with  any  more. 

logo.  What,  man !  'tis  a  night  of  revels ;  the  gal- 
lants desire  it. 

Cas,  Where  are  they  ? 

Iago,  Here ; — 1  pray  you  call  them  in. 

Cas,  I'll  do't ;  but  it  dislikes  me.  \_Exitf  l. 

Iago,  If  I  can  fasten  but  one  cup  upon  him. 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  already 
Hell  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence 

<*  A  measure. 

c  3 
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As  my  young  mistress's  dog.    Now,    my  sick   foo\, 

Roderigo, 
Whom  love  bath  turnM  almost  the  wrong  side  outward 
To  Desdemona  hath  to-night  caroused 
Potations  pottle-deep  *,  and  he*s  to  watch  : 
Three  lads  of  Cyprus — ^noble,  swelling  spirits. 
That  hold  their  honour  in  a  wary  distance, 
The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  isle — 
Have  I  to-night  flusterM  with  flowing  cups. 
And  they  watch  too. — {Loud  laughing,  l.]— Now, 

Hnongst  this  flock  of  drunkards, 
I  am  to  put  our  Cassio  in  some  action 
That  may  oflfend  the  isle :— [  Vehement  laughter,  l.] 
But  here  they  come : 
If  consequence  do  but  approve  my  dream, 
My  boat  sails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  stream* 

Enter  Gassio,  Montano,  Julio,  Antonio,  Lbo« 
NARDo,  and  a  Servant,  with  Wine,  l. 

Cas.  'Fore  heaven,  t  they  have  given  me  a  rou8« 
already. 

Mont,  Good  faith,  a  little  one ;  not  past  a  pint, 
As  I  am  a  soldier. 

lago   Some  wine,  ho  I 

^  Sings.]  And  let  me  the  canikin  clink,  clink ; 
And  let^e  the  canikin  clink 
A  soldier's  a  man : 
A  life's  but  a  span  ; 
Why  then  let  a  soldier  drink.  i 

Some  wine,  boys  I 

Ca9,  'Fore  Heaven,  as  excellent  song  ! 

logo.  I  leam'd  it  in  England,  where,  indeed,  they  aie 
most  potent  in  potting :  your  Dane,  your  German,  and 
your  swag-bellied  Hollander — Drink,  ho !— <are  nothing 
to  your  English. 

Cas.  Is  your  Englishman  so  expert  in  his  drinking? 

lago.  Why,  he  drinks  yon  with  facility,  your  Dane 
dead  drunk ;  he  sweats  not  to  overthrow  your  Almain ; 
ne  gives  your  Hollander  a  vomit,  ere  the  next  pottle  can 
De  fill'd. 

Cog,  To  the  health  of  our  general. 

Mont.  I  am  for  it,  lieutenant:  and  I'll  do  yon 
justice. 

*  Pottip— «  liquid  meaitire  of  four  pints.  f  By  Heaven. 
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I        logo,  O  sweet  England ! 

f    [Sings,  and  gives  more  mine  to  Cassio.] 

King  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peer, 
His  breeches  cost  him  but  a  crown  ; 

He  held  them  sixpence  all  too  dear, 
With  that  he  call*d  the  tailor-  lown 

Some  wine,  ho ! 

Cas»  'Fore  Heaven,  this  is  a  more  exquisite  song 
than  the  other. 

lago.  Will  you  hear  it  again  ? 

Cat.  No ;  for  I  hold  him  unworthy  of  his  place  that 
does  those  things. — Well — Heaven's  above  all ;  and 
there  be  souls  that  must  be  saved,  and  there  be  souls  that 
must  not  be  saved. 

lago.  It's  true,  good  lieutenant. 

Cag.  For  mine  own  part— no  offence  to  the  general, 
"  nor  any  man  of  quality — 1  hope  to  be  saved. 

lago.  And  so  do  I,  too,  lieutenant. 

Cat.  Ay;  but  by  your  leave,  not  before  me;  the 
Heatenant  is  to  be  saved  before  the  ancient.  Let's  have 
no  more  of  this :  let's  to  our  affairs.  Forgive  us  our 
sins ! — Gentlemen,  let's  look  to  our  business.  Do  not 
think,  gentlemen,  I  am  drunk ;  this  is  my  ancient ; — 
this  is  my  right  hand,  and  this  is  my  left  hand. — 1  am 
not  drunk  now ;  I  can  stand  well  enough,  and  speak 
well  enough. 

All.  Excellent  well. 

Cas,  Very  well  then — you  must  not  think  that  I  am 
drunk. 
^ ^Exeunt  Cassio,   Antonio,  Julio,   and  Leonardo 

lago.  You  see  this  fellow  that  is  gone  before  ; 
He  is  a  soldier  fit  to  stand  by  Cssar 
And  give  direction :  and  do  but  see  his  vice. 
I  fear  the  trust  Othello  puts  him  in. 
On  some  odd  time  of  his  infirmity. 
Will  shake  this  island. 

Mont.  But  is  he  often  thus  ? 

lago.  'Tis  evermore  the  prologue  to  his  sleep 

Mont.  It  were  well 
The  general  were  put  in  mind  of  it  * 
Perhaps  he  sees  it  not ;  or  his  good-nature 
Prizes  the  virtues  that  appear  in  Cassio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils :—  Is  not  this  true  ? 


32  oTHfeLLo.  [act  n 

Enter  Roderioo,  r. 

lago.  How  now,  Roderigo ! 
I  pray  you,  after  the  lieutenant ;  go.    [Aside  to  Rod.] 

[^X/tRoDBRIOO,     L. 

Mont,  And  'tis  great  pity,  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  such  a  place,  as  his  own  second. 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity : 
It  were  an  honest  action  to  say  so 
To  the  Moor. 

lago.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  island : 
I  do  love  Cassio  well :  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  evil. 

Rod.  [Without]  Help  I  help  ! 

lago.  But  hark  I  what. noise  ? 

Enter   Cassio,   l.  driving  in  Roderigo  ^-Antonio 
and  J vijIo  following  them, 

Cas.  You  rogue  !  you  rascal ! 

Mont.  What'si  the  matter,  lieutenant ! 

IStops  Cassic 

Cos.  A  knave !— teach  me  my  duty ; 
1*11  beat  the  knave  into  a  wicker  bottle. 

Rod.  Beat  me ! 

Cos.  Dost  thou  prate,  rogue  ? 

[Struggling  to  reach  Rodbrigo. 

Mon^  Nay,  good  lieutenant ;  [Stat/ing  him. 

Pray,  sir,  hold  your  hand. 

Cas.  Let  me  go,  sir, 
Or  til  knock  you  o'er  the  maszard. 

Mont.  Come,  come,  you're  drunk. 

Cas.  Drunk!  [StrUees  Montano. 

[They  draw,  and  fight. 

lago.  AwtLYi  ^  ^^V  •  ?<>  out,  and  cry—- a  mutiny. 

[Aside  to  Roderigo,  who  runs  o«£,i.. 
Nay,  good  lieutenant— alas,  gentlemen — 
Help,  ho!  Lieutenant — sir — Montano— sir; 
Help,  masters  !— Here's  a  goodly  watch,  indeed  I — 

[Bell  ringf. 

Who's  that  that  rings  the  bell  ? Diablo,  ho  ! 

The  town  will  rise :— Heaven's  will,  lieutenant  l-^hoM! 

You  will  be  shamed  for  ever.  ' 

[MoNTANo  is  wounded  ;  Antonio  and  Jclio  $%pp0ii 

him.'] 
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Enter  Othello,  from  the  Guard  Houte^    m.  d. 
Marco,    Paulo,  Giovanni,    Luca,  and  Sertants, 

tpithTorches, 

0th.  Hold,  for  your  lives.— 
Why,  how  now,  ho !  from  whence  ariseth  this ; 
Are  we  tumM  Turks  :  and  to  ourselves  do  that 
Which  heaven  hath  forhid  the  Ottomites  ? 
For  Christian  shame,  put  hy  this  barbarous  braw^ ! 
He  that  stirs  next,  to  carve  forth  his  ow*-  rage, 
Holds  his  soul  light ;  he  dies  upon  ais  motion. — 

[Bell  rings. 
Silence  that  dreadful  bell,  it  frights  the  isle 
From  her  propriety. —        [Exit  Marco,  and  retwns, 
Hunest  lago,  that  look 'st  dead  with  grieving. 
Speak,  who  began  this  ? — on  thy  love  I  charge  thee. 
[Cassio  stands  leaning  against  -a  pillar  on  the  r. 

lago.  I  do  not  know ;— friends  all  but  now,  even  now 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms  like  bride  and  groom 
Divesting  them  for  bed  ;  and  then,  but  now 
(As  if  some  planet  had  unwitted  men,) 
Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other *s  breast. 
In  opposition  bloody.    I  cannot  speak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevish  odds  ; 
And  would  in  action  glorious  I  had  lost 
These  legs,  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it ! 

0th.  [Crosses  to  Cassio,  and  Surveys  him  intently.^ 
How  comes  it,  Michael,  you  are  thus  forgot? 

Cos.  I  pray  you,  pardon  me,  T  cannot  speak. 

0th.  Worthy  Montano,  you  were  wont  be  civil ; 
The  gravity  and  stillness  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wisest  censure :  What's  the  matter, 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thu«». 
And  spend  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler  ?  Give  me  answer  to  it. 

Mont,  (l.)  Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  danger ; 
Your  officer,  lago,  can  inform  you — 
While  I  spare  speech,  which  something  now  oftcnds  me, 
Of  all  that  I  do  know :  nor  know  I  aught. 
By  mef  ^iit*s  said  or  done  amiss  this  night ; 
Unless  self-charity  be  sometime  a  vice  ; 
And  to  Lefend  ourselves  it  be  a  sin. 
When  violence  assails  us. 

Oih.  Now,  by  Heaven, 
My  blood  begins  my  safer  guides  to  rule ; 
And  passion,  having  my  best  ju(*gmenl  c^ol'd. 
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Assays  to  lead  the  way :  if  I  once  stir, 
Or  do  but  lift  this  arm,  the  best  of  you 
Shall  sink  in  my  rebulse.-^ive  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  rout  beg^n,  who  set  it  on  ; 
And  he  that  is  approved  in  this  offence. 
Though  he  had  twinnM  with  me,  both  at  a  birth, 
Shall  lose  me : — What  1  and  in  a  town  of  war. 
Yet  wild,  the  people's  hearts  brim-full  of  fear. 
To  manage  private  and  domestic  quarrel ! — 
In  night,  and  on  the  court  a  guard  of  safety ! — 
'Tis  monstrous,  [^foes  to  I  ago  in  the  centre. "] — lago^ 
who  beganH  ? 

Mont,  (l.)  If  partially  affined,  or  leagued  in  officii 
Thou  dost  deliyer  more  or  less  than  truth. 
Thou  art  no  soldier.     [^To  I  ago.] 

lago.  Touch  me  not  so  near : 
I  had  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mouth. 
Than  it  should  do  offience  to  Michael  Cassio ; 
Yet  I  persuade  myself,  to  speak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him— Thus  it  is,  general. 
Montaao  and  myself  being  in  speech. 
There  comes  a  fellow,  crying  out  for  help ; 
And  Cassio  following  with  determined  sword. 
To  execute  upon  him :  Sir,  this  gentleman 
Steps  in  to  Cassio,  and  entreats  him  pause : 
Myself  the  crying  fellow  did  pursue. 
Lest,  by  his  clamour, — as  it  so  fell  out,-* 
The  town  might  fall  in  fright :  he,  swift  of  foot. 
Outran  my  purpose ;  and  I  return *d,  the  rather 
For  that  1  heard  the  clink  and  fall  of  swords. 
And  Cassio  high  in  oath  ;  which,  till  to-night, 
I  ne'er  might  say  before :  when  I  came  back, 
(For  this  was  brief,)  I  found  them  close  together. 
At  blow  and  thrust ;  eyen  as  again  they  were. 
When  you  yourself  did  part  them. 
More  of  this  matter  can  I  not  report  ;— 
But  men  are  men ;  the  best  sometimes  forget : — 
Though  Cassio  did  some  little  wrong  to  him,— * 
As  men  in  rage  strike  those  that  wish  them  best,— 
Yet,  surely,  Cassio,—!  believe,— received 
From  him  that  fled,  some  strange  indignity, 
Which  patience  could  not  pass. 

0th.  I  know,  lago. 
Thy  honesty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter. 
Making  it  light  to  Cassio :     [Returns  to  Casixo,  k.1— 
Cassio,  I  love  thee ; 
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Bit  never  more  be  officer  of  mine. — [CrosMei  tp  Moir* 

TANO,  L. 

Sir,  for  your  hurts,  myself  will  be  your  surgeon:— 
Lead  him  off,— 

[MoMTANo  U  led  off  by  Julio  and  Antonio,  i.. 
lago,  look  with  care  about  the  town ; 
And  silence  those  whom  this  vile  brawl  distracted. 
{Exetmt  into  the  Quard'honse  all  bnt  Cassio  and 
Iaoo,  m.  d. 

logo,  {Crosses  to  Cassio,  r.]  What    are  yoa  hurt 
lieutenant? 

Co*.  Ay,  past  all  surgery. 

Uigo,  Marry,  Heaven  forbid ! 

Cas,  Reputation,  reputation,  reputation !  I  have  \oit 
my  reputation !  I  have  lost  the  immortal  part,  sir,  of 
myself,  and  what  remains  is  bestial. — My  reputation, 
lago,  my  reputation!  {Both  return  to  c.l 

logo.  As  I  am  an  honest  man,  I  thought  yon  had  re- 
ceived some  bodily  wound ;  there  is  more  offence  in  that 
tiian  in  reputation.  Reputation  is  an  idle  and  most  falsa 
iapositiott ;  oft  got  without  merit,  and  lost  without  de- 
serving :  Yon  have  lost  no  reputation  at  all,  unless  yon 
repute  yours^f  such  a  loser.  What,  man !  there  are 
ways  to  recover  the  general  again :  sue  to  him  and  he^s 
yours. 

Cas.  I  will  rather  sue  to  be  despised,  than  to  deceive 
so  good  a  commander,  with  so  slight,  so  drunken,  and  so 
indiscreet  an  officer.    Drunk  1 — O,  thou  invisible  spirit 
of  wine,  if  thou  hast  no' name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  cal 
thee — devil ! 

lago.  What  was  he  that  you  followed  with  your  sword 
What  had  he  done  to  you  ? 

Cas,  I  know  not. 

/ago.  Is  it  possible  1 

Ou,  I  remember  a  mass  of  things,  but  nothing  dis- 
tinctly ;  a  quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore. — O,  that  men 
should  put  an  enemy  in  their  mouths  to  steal  away  their 
brains ! 

lago.  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough :  How  came 
you  thus  recover*d  ? 

Cos.  It  hath  pleased  the  devil,  drunkenness,  to  give 
place  to  the  devil,  wrath ;  one  unperfectness  shows  me 
another  to  make  me  frankly  despise  myself. 

lago,  I  could  heartily  wish  this  had  not  so  befallen; 
bat,  since  it  is  as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your  own  good. 

Cos,  I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again ;  he  shall  tell 
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me,  I  am  a  drunkard !  Had  I  as  many  mouths  as  Hydra, 
such  an  answer  would  stop  them  all.  To  be  now  a  sen- 
sible man,  by  and  by  a  fool,  and  presently  a  beast  I  O 
strange ! — Every  inordiRate  cup  is  unbless*d,  and  the  in- 
g-redient  is  a  devil. 

lago.  Come,  come,  good  wine  is  a  good  familiar 
creature,  if  it  be  well  used ;  exclaim  no  more  against 
It  And  good  lieutenant,  I  think  you  think  I  love 
you. 

Cas.  I  have  well  approved,  it,  sir. — I  drunk ! 

lago.  You,  or  any  man  living,  may  be  drunk  at  some 
time,  man.  I  tell  you  what  you  shall  do.  Our  general's 
wife  is  now  the  general ; — confess  yourself  freely  to  her ; 
Importune  her,  sheUl  help  to  put  you  in  your  place :  she 
is  of  so  free,  so  kind,  so  apt,  so  bless*d  a  disposition, 
that  she  holds  it  a  vice  in  her  goodness,  not  to  do  more 
than  she  is  requested. 

Ctu,  You  advise  me  well. 

lago.  I  protest,  in  the  sincerity  of  love  and  honest 
kindness. 

Cos,  I  think  it  freely  ;  and,  betimes  in  the  mornings 
I  will  beseech  the  virtuous  Desdemona  to  undertake  for 
me  ;  I  am  desperate  of  my  fortunes,  if  they  check  hm 
here. 

lago.  You  are  in  the  right.  Good  night,  lieutenant  { 
I  must  to  the  watch. 

Cas,  Good  night,  honest  lago.  {^ExU^  i*. 

iago.  And   what's  he  then,  that  says, — I  play  the 
villain,— 
When  this  advice  is  free  I  give,  and  honest, 
Probable  to  the  thinking,  and  (indeed)  the  course 
^  To  win  the  Moor  again  ?— 
'  How  am  I  then  a  villain. 
To  counsel  Gassio  to  this  parallel  course. 
Directly  to  his  good  ?-^Divinity  of  hell ! 
When  devils  will  the  blackest  sins  put  on. 
They  do  suggest  at  first  with  heavenly  shows. 
As  I  do  now :  For,  while  this  honest  fool 
Plies  Desdemona  to  repair  his  fortunes. 
And  she  for  him  pleads  strongly  to  the  Moor, 
ril  pour  this  pestilence  into  his  ear, — 
That  she  repeals  him  for  her  body's  lust ; 
And,  by  how  much  she  strives  to  do  him  good, 
8he  shall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor. 
So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch  ; 
And  out  of  her  own  goodness  make  the  net 


Tha  shall  eameili  *  ihem  all. 

£>ifer  RoDEHfco,  h. 
Ho-now,  Roderigo? 

Sod.  I  do  follow  horp  in  Ihe  chase,  not  like  a  hound 
Uiit  hunts,  bul  one  thai  fills  up  Ihe  cry.  My  nioney  Is 
(ImosL  spi-nl ;  1  have  beea  to-nighl  exceedingly  well 
ndgelVd:  I  think  tiia  issub  will  bt— I  shall  have  so 
mncb  experience  for  my  pains,  as  that  comes  to,  and  no 
lumey  at  all ;  and,  viih  that  wit.  return  to  Venice. 

laga.  How  poor  are  they  that  Iiaie  not  patience  I— 
What  woond  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees  7 
Thoa  know'sl  we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by  wilcheran  ; 
And  wil  depends  on  dilatory  litae. 
Doe9*t  not  go  well  1  Csssio  haat  healen  Ihee, 
And  thou,  hy  that  small  hurl,  halh  cashier'd  Caasio  ; 
Conlenl  thyself  awhile. — By  the  moss, 'lis  morning; 
Pleasure  and  actio  a  make  lh«  hours  seem  short. — 
Retire  thee  ;  go  wliere  thoa  art  billeted  : 
Away,  I  say  ;  thou  shnlt  know  mnre  hereafter  i 
Nay.  get  thae  gone.  lUiil  Roubbioo,  r. 

Two  things  are  to  be  done, — 
My  wife  most  more  for  Caaaio  to  ber  mistress  ; 
ni  set  her  on:— 

Myself  the  while,  lo  draw  the  Moiir  apart, 
Aiid  bring  him  jump  t  where  he  may  Cassio  find 
BolicitiDg  his  wife :— Ay,  that's  the  way  : 
Doll  not  device  by  coldnass  and  delay.  l^'it,  t- 


8CENE  l.~C3ipnis.—A  room  in  Ike  Cattle. 
Enter  Dbbdehoaa,  Emilia,  and  Cassio. 
Del.  Be  thou  assured,  good  Cassio,  I  wil   do 
All  my  abilities  ia  thy  behalf. 
Bmil.  Good  madam,  do ;  1  know  il  grieTes  my  In 
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Des,   O,    that's  an  honest  fellow.— Do  not  doMliI^ 
Cassio, 
But  I  will  have  my  lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Cat,  Bounteous  madam. 
Whatever  shall  become  of  Michael  Cassio, 
He*8  neTer  any  thing  but  your  true  servant. 

Dm.  O,  sir,  I  thank  you :  You  do  love  my  lord , 
You*ve  known  him  long :  atid  be  you  well  assured. 
He  shall  in  strangeness  stand  no  further  off, 
Than  in  a  politic  distance. 

Ccu,  Ay,— but,  lady. 
That  policy  may  either  last  so  long. 
Or  feed  upon  such  nice  and  waterish  diet. 
That  I  being  absent,  and  my  place  supplied, 
My  general  will  forget  my  love  and  service. 

Des,  Do  not  doubt  that ;  \Goeg  to  c]  before  Knilit 
here, 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place :  Assure  thee. 
If  I  do  vow  a  friendship,  I'll  perform  it 
To  the  last  article :  my  lord  shall  never  rest ; 
1*11  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience 
1*11  intermingle  every  thing  he  does    . 
With  Gassio*s  suit :  therefore,  be  merry,  Cassio  ; 
For  thy  solicitor  shall  rather  die. 
Than  give  thy  cause  away. 

Bmil.  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 

Caa,  Madam,  1*11  take  ray  leave. 

Des,  Why,  stay,  and  hear  me  speak. 

Cos,  Madam,  not  now ;  I  am  very  ill  at  ease. 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purposes. 

Elder  Othello,  reading  a  paper,  and  Iago,  l. 

Desn  Well,  do  your  discretion.  [Eiit  Cassio,^. 

Iago,  Ha  I  I  like  not  that. — \  Aside,  hut  loud  enough 
for  Othello  to  hear,\ 

0th.  What  dost  thou  say  ? 

Iago,  Nothing,  my  lord  ;  or  if— I  know  not  what. 

0th,  Was  not  that  Cassio  parted  from  my  wife? 

Iago,  Cassio,  my  lord  I  No  sure ;  I  cannot  think  it, 
That  he  would  steal  away,  so  guilty-Hke, 
Seeing  you  coming. 

0th,  I  do  believe  *twas  he. 

Des,  How  now,  my  lord  ! 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  suitor  here, 
A  man  that  languishes  in  your  displeasure. 

Oth*  Who  i8*t  you  mean  ? 
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Dm.  Whf ,  your  lieutenant  Cassio*    Good  my  lord, 
If  I  haye  any  grace,  or  power  to  move  yoa, 
Hii  present  reconciliation  tako ; 
For,  If  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you. 
That  errs  in  !{pK>rance,  and  not  in  canning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honest-face : — 
I  pr*ythee  call  him  baclc. 

OA.  Went  he  not  hence  now  ? 

De9.  Ay,  sooth,  so  humbled. 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me ; 
I  saffer  with  him  :^-Oood  love,  call  him  back. 

Oth,  Not  now,  sweet  Desdemona,  some  other  time 

Des.  But  fthall*t  be  shortly  ? 

Oth,  The  sooner,  sweet,  for  you. 

Des,  Shairt  be  to-night  at  supper  ? 

Oth,  No,  not  to-night. 

Des,  To-morrow  dinner  then  ? 

Oth,  I  shall  not  dine  at  hornet 
I  meet  the  captains  at  the  citadel. 

Det,  Why  then,  to-morrow  night ;  or  Tuesday  morn » 
Or  Tuesday  noon,  or  night ;  or  Wednesday  mom : — 
I  pr*ythee,  name  the  time  ;  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  days — In  faith,  he*s  penitent : — 
When  shall  he  come  ? 
Tell  me,  Othello. — I  wonder,  in  my  soul, 
What  you  could  ask  of  me,  that  I  should  deny. 
Or  stand  so  mammering  on.— What  I  Michael  Cassio 
That  came  a-wooing  with  you ;  and  many  a  time, '' 
When  1  have  spoke  of  you  dispraisingly, 
Hath  ta*en  your  part — to  haye  so  much  to  do   , 
To  bring  him  in! — ^Truat  me,  I  could  do  much,— 

Oth,  Pr'ythee  no  more ; — let  him  come  when  he  will ; 
I  will  d^sy  thee  nothing. 

Des.  Why,  this  is  not  a  boon ; 
'Tis  as  I  should  entreat  you  wear  your  gloves. 
Or  feed  on  nourishing  dishes,  or  keep  you  warm : 
Or  sue  to  you,  to  do  a  peculiar  profit 
To  your  own  person :  Nay,  when  I  have  a  suit. 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed. 
It  shall  be  full  of  poise  and  difficulty. 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

Oth.  I  wi^deny  thee  nothing  : 
Whereon,  I  oo  beseech  thee,  grant  me  this. 
To  leaye  me  but  a  little  to  myself. 

Des,  Shall  I  deny  you  ?  no :  Farewell,  my  lord. 

D  9 
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0th,  Farewell,  my  Desdemona.     1*11  eome  to  th 
straight. 

Des,  Emilia  come  : — Be*t  as  your  fancies  teach  yoi 
Whatever  you  be,  I  am  obedient. 

[^Exeunt  Emilia  and  Desdemona, 

0th,  Excellent  wench  1  Perdition  catch  my  soul. 
But  I  do  loye  thee !  and  when  I  love  thee  not. 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

lago.  [^Nearest  the  l.  side,"]  My  noble  lord^-« 

0th,  What  dost  thou  say,  lago  7 

lago^  Did  Michael  Cassio,  when  you  woo*d  my  lad 
Know  of  your  love  ? 

0th,  He  did,  from  first  to  last.    Why  dost  thou  as) 

lago.  But  for  the  satisfaction  of  my  thought ; 
No  further  harm. 

0th,  Why  of  thy  thought,  lago? 

lago,  I  did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted  with  hi 

0th,  O,  yes :  and  went  between  us  yery  oft. 

lago.  Indeed ! 

0th.  Indeed !-— ay,  indeed :  Discern*st  th^a  aught 
that  ? 
Is  he  not  honest  ?  [Advancing  towards  Iac 

lago.  Honest,  my  lord  ? 

0th.  Honest  ?— ay,  honest. 

logo.  My  lord,  for  aught  I  know. 

0th,  What  dost  thou  think  ? 

lago.  Think,  my  lord  ? 

0th,  Think,  my  lord  !— 
By  Heaven,  he  echoes  me, 
As  if  there  were  some  monster  in  his  thought 
Too  hideous  to  be  shown. — ^Thou  dost  mean  sometnin 
I  heard  thee  say  but  now, — *'  I  like  not  that/* — 
When  Cassio  left  my  wife :  What  didst  not  like  ? 
And,  when  I  told  thee  he  was  of  my  counsel 
In  my  whole  course  of  wooing,  thou  cried*8t  *'  Indeed 
And  didst  contract  and  purse  thy  brow  together, 
As  if  thou  then  hadst  shut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit ;  if  thou  dost  love  me. 
Show  me  thy  thought. 

lago.  My  lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

Olh,  I  think  thou  dost ,  [Both  goto 

And  for  I  know  thou'rt  full  of  love  and  honesty. 
And  weigh*st  thy  words  before  thou  givUft  them  brfeat 
Therefore  these  stops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more : 
For  such  things,  in  a  false,  disloyal  knave, 
Are  tricks  of  custom ;  but,  in  a  man  that*s  just, 
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They're  close  denotements!,  working  from  the  heart, 
That  passion  eannot  rale. 

logo.  For  Michael  Gassio,  I 
I  dxre  be  sworn, — I  thiniL  that  he  is  honest. 

Otk.  I  think  so  too.' 

logo.  Men  should  be  that  they  seem. 
Or,  those  that  be  not,  'would  they  might  seem  none  1 

0th,  Certain,  men  should  be  what  they  seem. 

logo.  Why,  then,  I  think  Cassio's  an  honest  man. 

Oih.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this ; 
I  pray  thee,  speak  to  me  as  tp  thy  thinkings. 
As  thou  dost  ruminate,  and  give  thy  worst  of  thoughts 
The  worst  of  words. 

logo.  Good  my  lord,  pardon  me ; 
Though  I  am  bound  to  every  act  of  duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that  all  slaves  are  free  to. — 
Utter  my  thoughts  ?  Why  say  they  are  vile  and  false,— 
As  Where's  that  palace  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not? 

0th.  Thou  dost  coilkspire  against  thy  friend,  lago. 
If  thou  but  think'st  him  wrong'd,  and  makest  his  ear 
A  stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

logo.  I  do  beseech  you, — 
(Though  I,  perchance,  am  vicious  in  my  guess, — 
As,  I  confess,  it  is  my  nature's  plague 
To  spy  into  abuses,  and  oft  my  jealousy 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not,) — I  entreat  you  then, 
From  one  that  so  imperfectly  conceits, 
You'ld  take  no  notice ;  nor  build  yourself  a  trouble 
Out  of  his  scattering  and  unsure  observance  :-^ 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  year  good. 
Nor  for  my  maidiood,  honesty,  or  wisdom, 
To  let  you  Imow  my  thoughts. 

0th.  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

logo.  Good  name,  in  man  and  woman,  dear  my  lord, 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  our  souls :  v 

Who  steels  my  purse,  steals  trash  ;  'tis  something,  no- 
thing; 
'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  slave  to  thousands ; 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Robs  me  of  that  which  not  enriches  him. 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

Oth.  By  heaven,  I'll  know  thy  thought  I 

logo.  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand ; 
Nor  shall  not,  while  'tis  in  my  custody. 

Oth.  Hal— 

D  S 
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logo.  O,  boware,  my  lord,  of  jealousy  ; 
Tt  is  the  green-eyed  monster  which  doth  make 
The  meat  it  feeds  on :  that  cuckold  lives  in  bliss. 
Who,  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger ; 
But,  O,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o*er. 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts  ;   suspects,  yet  strongly  loves ! 

0th,  O  misery ! 

lago.  Poor  and  content,  is  rich,  and  rich  enough  ; 
But  riches,  endless,  are  as  poor  as  winter, 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor : — 
Good  Heaven,  the  souls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealousy ! 

0th,  Why,  why  U  this?— 
Think*st  thou  l*d  make  a  life  of  jealousy. 
To  follow  still  the  changes  of  the  moon 
With  fresh  suspicions  ?  No ;  to  be  once  in  doubt. 
Is— -once  to  be  resolved. — 
*Tis  not  to  make -me  jealous, 
To  say — my  wife  is  fair,  loves  company, 
Is  free  of  speech,  sings,  plays,  and  dances  well ; 
Wliere  virtue  is,  these  are  more  virtuous  ; 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 
The  smallest  fear  or  doubt  of  her  revolt ; 
For  she  had  eyes,  and  chose  me  :  No,  lago  ; 
1*11  see  before  I  doubt ;  when  I  doubt,  prove  ; 
And,  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this, — 
Away  at  once  with  love,  or  jealousy.        \_Cr0sse9  to  l. 

laffo,  Vm  glad  of  this  ;   for  now  I  shall  have  reason 
To  show  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you. 
With  franker  spirit:  therefore,  as  Vm  bound. 
Receive  it  from  me :— I  speak  not  yet  of  proof: — 
Look  to  your  wife  ;  observe  her  well  with  Gassio  : 
Wear  your  eye  thus — not  jealous,  nor  secure  ; — 
I  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature. 
Out  of  self-bounty,  be  abused ;  look  to*t ; 
I  know  our  country  disposition  well ; 
In  Venice  they  do  let  Heaven  see  the  pranks 
They  dare  not  show  their  husbands ;   their  best  con- 
science 
Is—not  to  leave  undone,  but  keep  unknown. 

0th.  Dost  thou  say  so? 

logo.  She  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying  you  ; 
And,  when  she  seemM  to  shake,  and  fear  your  looks,. 
She  loved  them  most. 

Oth.  And  so  she  did.  ^Crosses  to  R. 

lago.  Why,  go  to,  then  ; 
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She  that,  so  young,  could  give  out  such  a  seeming. 

To  seal  her  father's  eyes  up,  close  as  oak, — 

He  thought  'twas  witchcraft : — But  I  am  much  to  blame ; 

I  humbly  do  beseech  you  of  your  pardon, 

For  too  much  loving  you. 

0th,  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

[Reiurfu  to  the  etutrt, 
logo.  I  see  this  hath  a  little  <Ush'd  your  spiHts. 
Oth.  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot.  [Cronnea  to  b. 

logo.  Trust  me,  I  fear  it  has. 
I  hope  yon  will  consider  what  is  spoke 
Comes  from  my  love  :~But  I  do  see  you  are  moved  :— 
I  am  to  pray  you  not  to  strain  my  speech 
To  grosser  issues,  nor  to  larger  reach, 
Than  to  suspicion. 
Oth.  I  will  not. 

lago.  Should  you  do  so,  my  lord. 
My  speech  should  fall  into  such  vile  success 
As  my  thooghts  aim  not  at :  Cassio's  my  trusty  friend, — 
My  lord,  I  see  you're  moved. 

Oth.  No,  not  much  moved ; — 
I  do  not  think  but  Desdemona's  honest. 
logo.  Long  li?e  she  so  !  and  long  Ti  ve  yon  to  think  so ! 
OUi.  And  yet,  how  nature,  erring  from  itself — 
lago.  Ay,  there's  the  point ;  as, — to  be  bold  with 
you,-— 
Not  to  eifect  many  proposed  matches. 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion,  and  degree ; 
Whereto  we  see,  in  all  things  nature  tends : 
Fie  !  one  may  smell  in  such  a  will  most  rank. 
Foul  disproportion,  thoughts  unnatural. — 
But  pardon  me ;  I  do  not,  in  position, 
Distinctly  speak  of  her  ;  though  I  may  fear  . 
Her  will,  recoiling  to  her  better  judgment. 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  country  forms, 
And  (happily)  repent. 

Oth.  Farewell,  farewell  ;— 
If  more  thou  dost  perceive,  let  me  know  more ; — 
Set  on  thy  wife  to  observe. — Leave  me,  lago. 

lago.  My  lord,  I  take  my  leave.  [Exit,  l, 

Oth.  Why  did  I  marry  ? — This  honest  creature,  doubt- 
less. 
Sees  and  knows  more,  much  more,  than  he  unfolds. 

Re-enter  Ia.go,  l. 
logo.  My  lord,--I  would  I  might  entreat  your  honour 
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To  scan  this  thing  no  feirther ;  leave  it  to  time  ; 
Though  it  be  fit  that  Cassio  have  his  place, 
(For,  sure,  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability,) 
Vet,  if  you  please  to  hold  him  off  awhile. 
You  shall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  means  ; 
Note,  if  your  lady  strain  his  entertainment 
With  any  strong  or  vehement  importunity ; 
Much  will  be  seen  in  that.    In  the  mean  time. 
Let  me  be  thought  too  busy  in  my  fears, 
(As  worthy  cause  1  have  to  fear — I  am,) 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  beseech  your  honour* 

Oth,  Fear  not  my  government. 

lago,  I  once  more  take  my  leave.  [^Exit^  L. 

06i.  This  fellow^s  of  exceeding  honesty. 
And  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learned  spirit. 
Of  human  dealings. — If  1  do  prove  her  hagg^id,* 
Though  that  her  jesses  were  my  dear  heart-strings, 
I*d  whistle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind. 
To  prey  at  fortune. — ^Haply,  for  I  am  black ; — 
And  have  not  those  soft  parts  of  conversation 
That  chamberers  have : — Or,  for  I  am  declined 
Into  the  vale  of  years  ; — yet  that*s  not  much  : — 
She*8  gone ;  I  am  abused  ;  and  my  relief 
Must  be — ^to  loath  her. — O  the  curse  of  marriage. 
That  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ours. 
And  not  their  appetites  1  I  had  rather  be  a  toad. 
And  live  upon  the  vapour  of  a  dungeon. 
Than  keep  a  comer  in  the  thing  I  love 
For  others'  uses. — 
Desdemona  comes : — 

If  she  be  false,  O  then  Heaven  mocks  itself ! — 
I'll  not  believe  it. 

Enter  Dbsdbmoma  and  Emilia,  r 

Des.  How  now,  my  dear  Othello? 
Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  islanders 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  presence. 

Oth.  I  am  to  blame. 

Des.  Why  is  your  speech  so  faint  ?  are  you  not  well  ? 

Oth,  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead,  here. 

Des.  Why  that's  with  watching ;  'twill  away  again ; 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard— [  Takes  out  her  handkerehi^ 

— ^within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

Oth,  Your  napkin  is  too  little ; 

[He  puti  the  hamdkereh^fjrom  Aim,  and  it  drope, 
Afy«nlMiA/MM«  v  l*rmt  nstd  In  faleonrr. 
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Let  it  alone.— Come,  1*11- go  in  with  yon. 

De9.  I  am  Tery  sorry  that  you  are  not  well. 

Exeunt  Dbsdbmona  and  Othello,  r. 

EmiL  I  am  glad  I. have  foand  this  napkin ; 
This  was  her  first  remembrance  from  the  Moor : 
My  wayward  husband  hath  a  hundred  times 
Woo*d  me  to  steal  it ;  but  she  so  loves  the  token 
(For  he  conjured  her  she  should  ever  keep  it,) 
That  she  reserves  it  evermore  about  her. 
To  kiss  and  talk  to.    1*11  have  the  work  ta*en  out, 
And  give  it  lago ; 

What  he  will  do  with  it,  Heaven  knows,  not  I ; 
I  nothing,  but  to  please  his  fantasy. 

Enter  Iaoo,  l. 

logo.  How  now !  what  do  you  here  alone? 

EmiL  Do  not  you  chide ;  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 

'ago.   You  ha^re  a  thing  for  me  T — it  is  a  common 
thing,— 

EmiL  Ha? 

logo.  To  have  a  foolish  wife. 

Emil.  O,  is  that  all  ?  What  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  same  handkerchief  7 

lago.  What  handkerchief? 

EmiL  What  handkerchief? 
Why,  that  the  Moor  first  gave  to  Desdemona ; 
That  which  so  often  you  did  bid  me  steal. 

lage.  Hast  stolen  it  from  her  ? 

EmiL  No ;  but  she  let  it  drop  by  negligence ; 
And,  to  the  advantage,  1  being  here,  took*t  up. 
Look,  here  it  is. 

lago.  A  good  wench  ;  give  it  me. 

Emit,  What  will  you  do  with't,  that  you've  been  so 
earnest 
To  have  me  filch  it  ? 

lago.  Why,  what's  that  to  you  ?  [^Snatching  it. 

Emit,  If  t  be  not  for  some  purpose  of  import, 
Give*t  me  again  :  Poor  lady  I  she'll  run  mad 
When  she  shall  lack  it. 

lago.  Be  not  you  known  oft ;  I  have  use  for  it. 
Go,  leave  me.  [Exit  Emilia,  r. 

I  will  in  Cassio's  lodgings  lose  this  napkin. 
And  let  him  find  it :  Trifies,  light  as  air. 
Are,  to  the  jealous,  confirmations  strong 
As  proofs  of  holy  writ.    This  may  do  something, — 
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The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poison : 

Dangerous  conceits  are,  in  their  natures,  poisons. 

Which  at  the  first,  are  scarce  found  to  distaste  ; 

But,  with  a  little  act  upon  the  blood. 

Bum  like  the  mines  of  sulphur.— I  did  say  so : 

Look,  where  he  comes  I  Not  poppy,  nor  niandragor«t 

Nor  all  the  drowsy  svrups  of  the  world. 

Shall  cTer  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 

Which  thou  hadst  yesterday. 

*  Enter  Otbbllo,  r. 

0th,  Ha !  ha  I  false  to  me?  to  me  ?-^ 

logo.  Why,  how  now,  general  ?  no  more  of  that 

0th,  Avaunt !  begone !  thou*st  set  me  on  the  rack  :— 
I  swear,  *tis  better  to  be  much  abused, 
Than  but  to  know*t  a  little. 

lago.  How  now,  my  lord  7 

Oth,  What  sense  had  I  of  her  stoFn  hours  of  lust  t 
I  saw*t  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harmed  not  me : 
I  slept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  merry  ; 
I  found  not  Cassio*s  kisses  on  her  lips  : 
He,  that  is  robbed,  not  wanting  what  is  storn. 
Let  him  not  know*t,  and  he*s  not  robb*d  at  aU» 

lago,  I  am  sorry  to  hear  this. 

0th.  I  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp, 
Pioneers  and  all,  had  tasted  her  sweet  body, 
So  I  had  nothing  known  :  O  now,  for  ever, 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind !  farewell  content  / 
Farewell  the  plumed  troop,  and  the  big  wars. 
That  make  ambition  virtue,  O,  farewell ! 
Farewell  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump. 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  the  eaf-piercing  fife, 
The  royal  banner — and  all  quality. 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war ! 
And  O,  ye  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats 
The  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit, 
Farewell !  Othello's  occupation's  gone. 

lago.  Is  it  possible  ? — my  lord — 

Oth.  [Going  fiercely  to  Aim.]  Villain !  be  sure  thoa 
prove  my  love  a  whore ; 
Be  sure  of  it ;  give  me  the  ocular  proof, 

[Seizing  him  by  the  throat. 
Or  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternal  soul. 
Thou  hadst  Detter  have  been  bom  a  dog,  lago, 
Than  aaiwer  my  waked  wrath. 


.J  01  BBIiLA.  47 

Is*t  eome  to  this 

fake  me  to  seo*t ;  or,  (at  ike  least)  lo  praT«  it» 

probation  bear  no  bingei,  nor  loop, 

a  doubt  on ;  or  woe  iqpon  thy  Ufa  I 

My  noble  lord-* 

f  thou  dost  slander  her,  and  torture  me, 

■ay  more :  abandon  all  remorse  ; 

»r*s  head  horrors  accumulate  ; 

s  to  make  Heaven  weep,  all  earth  amased ; 

ling  canst  thou  to  damnation  add 

than  that.  [CrotfM  to  •• 

0  grace !  O  Heaven  defend  me  I 

a  man  f  have  yon  a  soul,  or  sense  t 
be  wi*  you ;  take  mine  office.— O  wretched  feel, 
*8t  to  maka  thine  honesty  a  vice ! — 
reus  wor\d !  Take  note,  take  note,  O  worlds 
irect  and  honest,  is  not  safe. — 
fovL  for  this  profit ;  and,  firom  hence, 
no  friend,  since  love  breeds  such  offence. 

[Gefo^,  u 
[CrosMing  to  oentre,']  Nay,  stay:— Thoa 
shouldst  be  honest. 

1  should  be  wise ;  for  honesty's  a  fod, 
»s  that  it  works  for. 

3y  the  world, 

ny  wife  be  honest,  and  think  she's  not : 

hat  thou  art  just,  and  think  thou*rt  not ; 

I  some  proof:  Her  name,  that  was  as  fresh 

*s  visage,  is  now  begrimed,  and  black 

own  face. — 

L  were  satisfy'd  I 

I  see,  sir,  yon  are  eaten  up  with  passion ; 

ent  me,  diat  I  put  it  to  yoo.-^ 

uld  be  satisfy *d? 

l¥onld?  nay,  I  will. 

And  may :  But,  how  ?  how  satisty*d,  my  lord, 

irou,  the  supervisor,  grossly  gape  ottt 

her 

Death  and  damnation  !  O ! 

It  were  a  tedious  dfficulty,  I  think, 

g  them  to  that  prospect :  Damn  them  then, 

mortal  eyes  do  see  them  bolster, 

an  their  own  I  What  then  ?  how  then  7 

tall  I  say  ?  Where's  satifaction  ? 

possible  you  should  see  this, 

ley  as  prime  as  goats,  as  hot  as  monkeys 
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As  salt  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  gross 
As  ignorance  made  drunk.    Bat  yet,  I  say, 
If  imputation,  and  strong  circumstances,— 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth, — 
Will  give  you  satisfaction,  you  may  have  it. 

Oth.  Give  me  a  living  reason  she*s  disloyal 

lago.  I  do  not  like  the  office : 
But,  sith  I  am  enter*d  in  this  cause  so  far, — 
Prick'd  to't  by  foolish  honesty  and  love, — 
I  will  go  on.     I  lay  with  Cassio  lately ; 
And  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
I  could  not  sleep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul. 
That  in  their  sleeps  will  mutter  their  aifairs ; 
One  of  this  kind  is  Cassio  : 
In  sleep  I  heard  him  say, — '*  Sweet  Desdemona, 
Let  US  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  loves  V* 
And  then,  sir,  would  he  gripe  and  wring  my  hand  ; 
Cry, — *''  O,  sweet  creature  !'* — and  then  kiss  me  hard. 
As  if  he  pluck'd  up  kisses  by  the  roots. 
That  gnrew  upon  my  lips : 
And  then 
Cry--"  Cursed  fate,  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor  1" 

Oth,  O  monstrous !  monstrous ! 

lago.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

Oth,  But  this  denoted  a  foregone  conclusion. 

lago     'Tis  a  shrewd   doubt,     though  it  be  but  a 
dream : — 
And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs. 
That  do  demonstrate  thinly. 

Oth,  I'll  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

layo.  Nay,  but  be  wise :  yet  we  see  nothing  done  : 
She  may  belionest  yet.    Tell  me  but  this, — 
Have  you  not  sometimes  seen  a  handkerchief. 
Spotted  with  strawberries,  in  your  vnfe*s  hand  ? 

Oth.  I  g^ve  her  such  a  one :  *twas  my  first  gift. 

lago,  I  know  not  that :  but  such  a  handkerchief 
(1  am  sure  it  was  your  wife's,)  did  I  to-day 
See  Cassio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

Oth,  irtbethat 

lago.  If  it  be  that,  or  any  that  was  hers,    • 
It  speaks  against  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

Oth.  Oh,  that  the  slave  had  forty  thousand  lives  ; 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge ! — 
Now  do  I  see  'tis  time. — Look  here,  lago : 
Ail  my  fond  love  thus  do  I  blow  to  Heaven :  - 
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Tis  f  one.— 

Arise,  black  lengeaoce,  fro 
Tield  op,  O  loie,  thy  crow 
To  Ij Tinnous  hatB  !-Swell, 
For  'lis  of  BspicB'  toQgnoH  1 

Jajo.  Pray,  be  content. 

Otk.  O,  blood,  lago,  b!oo 

<n  thy  hollow  cell  1— 
0  and  hcorted  throne, 
bosom,  with  thy  fraughl; 

di 

logo.    Patience,    1   say  ;    your  mind,    pBrhaps,    may 

change- 
0(*.  Neier,  lago  ;— 


By  yond'  marble  heate 
Id  tbe  dae  re 


I  here  engage  my  words. 

lu^.  Do  not  riie  yet.—  [Iaoo  kneeli 

Witneas,  you  eTer-barning  lights  above, — 
Ton  elemcDts,  that  clip  us  round  aboal. 
Witness,— that  here  lagn  duth  giie  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hand,  heart. 
To  wroDg'd  Othello 'I  serilce  1— Let  him  command. 
And  to  obey  shall  be  in  me  remorse, 
What  bloody  work  soe'er. 

0th.  I  greet  thy  love,  [Both  rin 

Not  with  rain  thanks,  bat  with  ncceplancs  bounteoas. 
And  will  upon  the  instant  put  thee  lo't: 
Within  these  three  days,  let  nrc  hear  thee  say. 
That  Casiio's  not  nlive. 

laffo.  My  friend  is  dead  ; 
~n<  done  at  your  request :  Hut  let  her  live. 

Otjk.  Damn  her,  lewd  minx  I — O,  damn  her ! 
Come,  go  with  me  apart ;  I  will  withdraw, 
To  foruiili  me  with  some  swift  means  of  death 
For  tha  fair  deri). — Now  art  thou  my  lieutenant. 

loffo.  1  am  your  own  for  ever.  {Exeunt,  i 


Dridehona  and  BmLia  diManertd. 

Da.  Where  should  I  lose  that  handkeiehief,  Bndlla  7 

BmU.  I  know  not,  madam. 

Dtt.  BeliCTe  me, 
Aad,  bat  my  noble  Moor 
litme  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  such  baseness 
Aijealoos  creatures  are.  It  were  enotigh 
Tg  ftx  him  to  111  thinking. 
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EtnU,  Is  he  not  jealous  ? 

Des,  Who,  be  ?  I  think  the  sun,  where  he  «mb  bcMh, 
Drew  all  such  humours  from  him. 

EmU.  Look  where  he  comes* 

Des,  I  will  not  leave  him  now,  till  Caselo  be 
Caird  to  him. 

Enter  Othello,  l. 

— How  is  it  with  you,  my  lord  T 

0th,  Well,  my  good  lady  :-^[i4«t<le.]  O,  hsrdMflito 
dissemble  I^ 
How  do  you,  Desdemona  ? 

Des,  Well,  my  good  lord. 

0<A.  GiTe  me  your  hand— This  band  is  taoittiy  my 
lady. 

Des,  It  yet  hath  felt  no  age,  nor  kmrnn  im  sorrow. 

Oih,  This  argues  fruitfulness,  and  liberal  heart,*— 
Hot,  hot,  and  moist : — This  band  of  yours  reqaires 
A  sequester  from  liberty,  fasting  and  prayer, 
Much  castigation,  exercise  deront ; 
For  there's  a  young  and  sweating  devil  here. 
That  commonly  rebels.-^ 'Tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Des,  You  may,  indeed,  say  so : 
For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  ny  heart. 
.  0th,  A  liberal  hand :  the  hands  of  old  gave  hearts  : 
But  our  new  heraldry  is— hands,  not  hearts : 

Des,  I  cannot  speak  of  this. — Come  now,  ytnr  pro- 
mise. 

Oih.  What  promise,  chuck? 

Des,  I  have  sent  to  bid  Gassio  come  speak  wfth  yon. 

0th,  I  have  a  stfit  and  sullen  vheiim  offends  me ; 
Lend  me  thy  nandkerchief. 

Des,  Here,  my  lord. 

0th,  That  which  I  gave  you. 

Des.  I  have  it  not  about  me. 

0th,  Not? 

Des,  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Oth,  That  is  a  fault :  That  handkerchief 
Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give ; 
She  was  a  charmer,  and  could  almost  read 
The  thoughts  of  people :  slie  told  her,  while  she  kept  it, 
'Twould  make  her  amiable,  and  subdue  my  father 
Entirely  to  her  lore ;  but  if  she  lost  it. 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  6ye 
Should  hold  her  loathly,  and  his  spirits  should  hunt 
After  new  fancies :  She,  dyings  gave  it  me ; 
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And  twde  me,  whea  my  fate  would  htTa  rae  wirei 
To  glT«  it  her : — I  did  so :— aad  take  heed  oii't, 
Mafce  It  a  darling,  like  your  precloas  eye ; 
To  lost  or  giTe*t  away,  were  tacb  perdition, 
As  nofhtng  else  coald  match. 
Det.  Is  it  possible  ? 

Oth,  *11s  tme :  there's  magic  in  the  web  of  it  t 
A  Sybyl,  that  had  namber'd  in  the  world 
The  son  to  make  two  hundred  compasses. 
In  her  prophetic  fury  sew*d  the  work : 
The  wonps  were  hafiow'd  that  did  breed  the  silk ; 
And  it  was  dy*d  in  mummy,  which  the  skilful 
Consenred  of  maidens'  hearts. 

Det.  Indeed!  is  it  true? 

Oth.  M ost  Teritable :  therefore  look  to'twell. 
Des,  Theai  'would  to  Heaven  that  I  had  never  seen 
it! 

Oik.  Ha !  wherefore  ? 

Het.  Why  do  you  speak  so  startingly  and  rasn? 

(Hh.  Is*t  lost?  is't  gonet  speak,  is*t  out  o'  the  way? 

I>eff.  Haaven  bless  us ! 

Oth,  Savyou? 

Det,  It  IS  not  lost :  But  what,  an'  if  it  were? 

Oth.  Ha!—    - 

Det,  I  say  it  is  not  lost. 

Oth.  Fetch't,  let  me  see  it. 

Des.  Why,  so  I  can,  sir,  but  I  will  not  now  :— 
This  is  a  tf  ick  to  put  me  from  my  suit : — 
1  pray  let  Cassio  be  received  again. 

Oth.  Fetch  me  tliat  handkerchief: — my  mind  mis- 
gives. 

Des.  Come,  come ; 
You'll  never  meet  a  more  sufficient  man. 

Oth.  The  handkerchief  !— 

Des.  A  man  that,  all  his  time. 
Hath  founded  his  good  fortunes  on  your  love ; 
Shared  dangers  with  you  i 

Oth*  The  handkerchief  !— 

Des,  In  sooth,  you  are  to  blame. 

Oth.  Away!  [Exit,  l 

Emit.  Is  not  this  man  jealous  ? 

Des.  I  ne'er  saw  thfs  before. 
Sure,  there's  some  wonder  in  this  handkerchief ; 
I  am  most  unhappy  in  the  loss  of  it. 

Emil.  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  shows  us  a  mao»— 
Look  yon  !  Cassio,  and  my  husband. 

Be 
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Enter  Iaoo  and  Cassio,  b 

lago.  There  is  no  oth6r  way ;  'tis  she  must  do*t  :— 
And,  lo,  the  happiness  I — ^go  and  importune  her. 

Des.  How  now,  good  Cassio  7   what's  the  newt  with 
you? 

Cfu,  Madam,  my  former  suit. 

Des.  Alas  I  thrice-gentle  Cassio, 
My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune  ? 
My  lord  is  not  my  lord  ;  nor  should  I  know  him. 
Were  he  in  favour,  as  in  humour,  alter'd. 
You  must  awhile  be  patient ; 
What  I  can  do,  I  will ;  and  more  I  will, 
Tlian  for  myself  I  dare :  let  that  suffice  you.  ' 

lago.  Is  my  lord  angry  ? 

Bmil,  He  went  hence  but  now. 
And,  certainly,  in  strange  unquietness. 

lago.  Can  he  be  angry  ?  I  have  seen  the  camion. 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air — 
A  nd,  like  the  devil,  from  his  very  arm 
PufTd  his  own  brother— and  can  he  be  angry  ? 
Something  of  moment,  then  ;  I  will  go  meet  him  :— 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry.        [Exit,  L. 

Des,  I  pr'ythee  do  so. — Something,  sure,  of  stat« 
Hath  puddled  hit  clear  spirit ;  and,  in  such  cases. 
Men's  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things. 
Though  great  ones  are  their  object. 
Nay,  we  must  think,  men  are  not  gods ; 
Nor  of  them  look  for  such  observances 
As  fit  the  bridal. 

EmiL  'Pray  Heaven,  it  be  state  matters,  as  you 
think : 
And  no  conception,  nor  no  Jealous  toy. 
Concerning  yon ! 

Des.  Alas  the  day  I  I  never  gave  him  cause. 

Emil.  But  jealous  souls  will  not  be  answered  so  : 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  cause. 
But  jealous  for  they're  jealous  :  'tis  a  monster 
Begot  upon  itself,  bom  on  itself. 

Des.  Heaven  keep  that  monster  from  Othello's  mind  I 

EmiL  Lady,  amen ! 

Des.  I  will  go  seek  hlm.-^Ca8sio,  walk  hereabont : 
If  I  do  find  him  fit,  1*11  move  your  suit. 
And  seek  to  effect  it  to  my  uttermost. 

Cos.  I  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 
lExeunt  Dbsdemona  and  Emilia,  l.— Cassiq,  b. 

KND   or   ACT   111. 


» 
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ACT   IV 

SCENE  I.— Cyprnf— Jn  cq^imnA  in  ihe  CoMtU. 
Ewler  Othbllo  and  Iago,  b. 

0th*  Oet  me  some  poison,  Iago;  this  night :--*I*U 
not  expostulate  with  her ;  lest  her  body  and  beauty  un- 
proTide  my  mind  again :  this  pight,  Iago. 

iagon  Do  it  not  with  poison ;  strangle  her  in  her  bed, 
eTen  the  bed  she  hath  contaminated. 

Oth,  0ood«  good :  the  justice  of  it  pleases :  Tery 
good. 

Iago,  And  for  Cassio— let  me  be  his  undertaker : 
You  shall  hear  more  by  midnight. — 

Oth.  Excellent  good. —  lA  trumpH  nfithant. 

What  trumpet  is  ^at  same  f — 

logo.  Something  from  Venice,  sure.  'Tis  Lodovico 
Come  from  the  Duke :  and  see,  your  wife  is  with  him. 

Enter  Lodotico  and  Dbsdbmona,  l. 

Lod.  *Save  you,  worthy  general ! 

Oth.  With  all  my  heart,  sir. 

Lod.  The  Duke  and  senators  of  Venice  greet  you. 

[^Giveshim  a  letter 

Oth.  I  kiss  the  instrument  of  their  pleasures. 

[Retires  to  then,  to  read  the  letter 

Dee.  And  what's  the  news,  good  cousin  LodoTico  ? 

lago^  I  am  Tery  glad  to  see  you,  signior  { 
Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

Lod.  I  thank  you.    How  does  Lieutenant  Cassio  ? 

logo.  idTes,  sir. 

Dee.  Cousin,  there*8  fall*n  between  him  and  my  lord 
An  unkind  breach :  but  you  shall  make  all  well. 

Oth.  Are  you  sure  of  Uiat  ? 

Dee.  My  lord? 

Oth.  [ReadeA  '^  This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you 

will — -•• 

Lod.  He  did  not  call ;  he's  busy  in  the  paper.— 
It  there  division  between  my  lord  and  Cassio  ? 

B  8 
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Des.  A  most  anhappy  one ;  I  woald  do  much 
To  atone  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Gassio. 

Otk,  Fire  and  brimstone  I — 

Des.  My  lord  ? 

Oih,  Are  you  wise  ? 

Des,  What,  is  he  angry  7 

Lod,  'May  be,  the  letter  moTed  him ; 
For,  as  I  think,  they  ^o  command  him  home, 
Deputing  Cassio  in  his  goyemment. 

Des*  By  my  troth,  I  am  glad  on*t. 

Oih,  Indeed  !  [Going  Umards  Dm. 

Des,  My  lord  ? 

0th,  I  am  glad  to  see  yon  mad. 

Des,  How,  sweet  Othello  ? 

0th,  Devil  I  [Striking  her. 

Des,  I  have  not  deserved  this.  [Weeping, 

,Lod,  My  lord,  this  would  not  be  believed  in  Venice, 
Though  I  should  swear  I  saw*t ;  *Tis  very  much  ;' 
Make  her  amends ;  she  weeps. 

0th,  O  devil,  devil  !— 
If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman's  tears, 
Each  drop  she  falls  would^rove  a  crocodile.— 
Out  of  my  sight  I 

Des,  I  will  not  stay  to  offend  you.  [Going,  m, 

Lod,  Truly  an  obedient  lady : — 
I  do  beseech  your  lordship  call  her  back. 

0th,  Mistress. — 

Des,  My  lord  ? 

Oth,  What  would  you  with  her,  sir  t 

Lod.  Who,  I,  my  lord  1 

Oth,  Ay :  you  did  wish  that  I  would  make  hei  turn ; 
Sir,  she  can  turn  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on. 
And  turn  again ;  and  she  can  weep,  sir,  weep : 
And  she's  obedient, — as  you  say,  obedient, — 
Very  obedient. — Proceed  you  in  your  tears  'i  [To  Des, 
Concerning  this,  sir.  [To  Lodov.]  O  well-pafnted  pas- 
sion! [To  DBS. 
I  am  commanded  home.  [  To  Lodov.I  Get  you  away ; 
I'll  send  for  you  anon,    [to  Dss.j  Sir,  I  obey  the 

mandate, 
And  will  return  to   Venice;    [To  Lodoy.]    Hence! 

avaunt ! 
Cassio  shall  have  my  place.  [To  Des.]  And,  sir,  U> 

night, 
I  do  entreat  thai  we  may  sup  together. 


Ton're  welcome,  ilr,  lo  CypruB,  [7*0  Lunnv.l  Qoati 
and  monkey)  I 

{Kxaint  Othblio  anil  Disj  i, 

Lod.  U  this  the  noble  Moor,  whom  our  h 
CtU  Bll'id-all  sufficient  7  This  the  aoble  nsti 
Wbom  passion  could  not  shake  ?  Khoae  solii         ne 
The  ahot  of  accideni,  nor  dart  of  chance, 
CoDld  neither  graze  nor  pierce  1 

lago.  He  is  mnch  changed. 

Lod.  Whal,  strike  bia  wife  ! 

loffo.  'Faith,  tbat  was   not   so  well :    Yet  'would  I 

Tlut  stroke  would  proTe  the  worsl. 

Lod.  Isil  his  use? 
Or  did  the  letters  work  his  blood. 

And  Dew-create  tbia  fai 

lago-  Alas  .'  alas  1 
It  is  Dol  honeBly  in  me  i  ^  "nea 
What  I  bate  seen  and  k        "        'on  shall  obserTe  him, 

Thu  1  majr  save  my  spi  !)o  bnt  go  after, 

And  mark  how  be  contii 

Led.  I  am  aorry  tbat  i  am  deceived  in  him. 


Enter  Euilia  and  OrsBtLo,  i,. 
Ofak.  Yon  haie  seen  nothing  then  1 
Smil.  Not  ever  heard  ;  nor  ever  did  suspect. 
Otk.  Yes,  you  have  seen  Cassio  and  her  together. 
Bmil.  Bat  then  I  saw  no  barm  ;  and  then  I  heard 
Erery  syllable  tbat  breath  made  up  between  them. 
OU.  What,  did  they  never  whisper  ? 
BmU.  Never,  my  lord. 
Oik.  Nor  lead  yon  oat  o'  the  way  1 
BmU.  Never. 
Otk.  To  fetch  her  fan,  her  mask,  her  glovea,  nor  dc 


Oik.  That's  atraage. 

AmI.  I  durat,  my  lord,  to  wager  ahe  la  honest, 
Lay  down  my  lonl  at  aUike ;  if  you  think  other, 
Knove  your  thought ;  it  d«tb  abuse  your  boiwn, 
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If  any  wreteh  hath  put  this  io  your  head. 
Let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpent's  oarse  1    • 
For,  if  she  be  not  honest,  chaste,  and  true, 
There's  no  man  happy  ;  the  purest  of  her  sex 
Is  foul  as  slander. 

Oth.  Bid  her  eome  hither  ^-^go.— 

[Exit  Emilia,  l.  o* 
She  says  enough — Yet  she's  a  simple  bawd. 
That  cannot  say  as  much.    Ifhis  is  a  subtle  whora, 
A  closet-lock-and-key  of  Yillainous  seorets : 
And  yet  she'll  kneel  and  pray  ;  I've  seen  her  do't. 

Enl^  Desdbmona  and  Emilia,  l« 

Det,  My  lord,  what  is  your  will  ? 

Oth,  'Pray,  chuck,  come  hither. 

Des.  What  is  your  pleasure  ? 

Oth,  Let  me  see  your  eyes : — 
Iiook  in  my  face. 

De§,  What  horrible  fancy's  this? 

Oth.  Some  of  your  fanetion,  mistress  ; 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  shut  the  door ; 
Cough,  or  cry — hem,  if  any  body  come  : 
Your  mystery,  your  mystery  !— nay  dispatch. 

[Exii  Emilia,  r.  d. 

De8,  [Kneeling,'\  Upon  my  knees,  what  doth  yo«r 
speech  import  ? 
I  understand  a  fary  in  your  words. 
But  not  the  words. 

Oth,  What  art  thou? 

Des,  Your  wife,  my  lord— your  true  and  loyal  wife. 

Oth,  Gome,  swear  it,  damn  thyself ; 
Lest,  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  themseWes 
Should  fear  to  seise  thee;  therefore  be  donble-daHB'd; 
Swear— thou  art  honest. 

Des,  Heaven  doth  truly  know  It. 

Oth,  Heaven  truly  knows,  that  thou  art  Iklse  as  hell. 

Des.  [iZisef.]  To  whom,  my  lord;  with  whom?  How 
am  I  false? 

Oth.  [ITeepf .]  O  Desdemona !  ICrossn  to  b.]  Away  1 
away  I  away  1 

Des*  Alas,  the  heavy  day  I— Why  do  you  wtep  ? 
Am  I  the  occasion  of  those  tears,  my  lord? 
If,  haply,  yon  mv  father  do  suspect 
An  imtmment  of  this  your  calling  back. 
Lay  not  your  Uaroe  on  me  ^  if  you  have  lost  l^m. 
Why,  1  have  lost  him  too. 


All  kind  or  sores  and  shames  on  ray  hare  head  ; 

Sleep'd  me  in  poverty  to  Ihe  vtry  lips, 

Gitea  lo  captiHly,  me  and  my  hopes ; 

I  ihould  hate  foand  io  bodil-  part  of  my  soul 

A  drop  orpalicnce  ; 

Bat  there,  whore  1  have  gamer'd  up  my  heart ; 

Where,  either  I  must  live,  or  hear  no  life  ; 

Tlie  fountaio  froiu  the  which  my  current  runs, 

Or  else  dries  up  ;  to  be  discarded  thence! — 

Or  keep  it  as  a  cislem,  for  foul  loads 

To  knot  and  ^nder  in  t — Turn  tliy  complexion  there, 

Piljenee, — thou  yoong  and  rose-lipp'd  cherubim, — 

Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  hell ! 

Det.   I  hope  my  noble  tord  esteems  me  honesl. 

0th.  O,  ay  ;  aa  summer  flies  are  )u  the  shambles. 
That  quicken  e'en  with  blowing,     [fletwrm  to  c]    < 

Who  art  so  lorely  fair,  and  smell'st  so  swuet, 
nat  the  aensa  aehei  at  the* — 'Would  thou  httdat  Da'a 
been  bom ! 

Da.  Alas,  wbal  ignorant  sin  have  I  committed] 

OtA.  WaK  this  fair  paper,  this  most  goodly  hook, 
Made  to  write  whore  upon?  What  committed? 
Keaien  stops  Ihe  nose  at  it.  aiKl  the  moon  winks  : 
The  bavdy  wind,  that  kisses  all  it  meats, 
Ii  hush'd  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth. 
And  will  not  hear  iti— What  committedt— 
InpndeDt  strnnijiet  I 

bet.  By  heaveo,  yon  do  me  wrong  ! 

Oik,  Are  yon  not  a  strumpet  1 

Det.  No,  as  I  am  a  Christian. 

Otk,  I  cry  you  mercy,  then  ; 
rtook  yon  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venlca, 
Thai  Barry  *d  with  Othello. — Yon,  mistress  I — 
Tkat  hne  the  oCee  opposite  to  Saint  Peter, 
And  kaep  the  gate  of  hell,— 

Enter  Ehii,ia,  r 
Yob,  yon, — ay,  you — 

We'io  done  onr  course :  there's  money  for  your  pdpt 
I  pra;  yoD.  tnm  the  key  and  keep  our  counsel.  [Exit,  i 

Emit.  Alas  I  what  does  this  gentlemao  oonceiTt? 
How  do  yon,  my  good  lady  ? 
Oo«d  Bwdam,  what's  the  matter  with  utj  lordl 
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De».  With  whom  t 
Ernil,  With  mv  lord,  madam  t 
Des.  Who  if  thy  lord? 
Emil,  He  tha^  is  yours,  sweet  lady. 
Des,  I  have  none— Do  not  talk  to  me,  Smilia  !««- 
Call  thy  hmsband  hither. 
EmU,  Here  is  a  change  indeed !  [4P)^ 

DeB,  *Tis  meet  I  should  be  used  so,  Tery  meet. 

Enter  Iaoo  and  Emilia,  l. 

logo.  What  is  your  pleasure,  madam  Y  How  to 
with  you  ? 

Emil,  Alas,  lago,  my  lord  has  so  bewhored  lier. 
Thrown  such  despite  and  heavy  terms  upon  her. 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Des,  Am  t  that  name,  lago  t 

laffo.  What  name,  fair  lady? 

Des,  Such  as,  she  says,  my  lord  did  say  I  was. 

Emil,  He  eall*d  her,  whore ;  a  beggar  in  his  drink, 
Could^not  ha?e  laid  such  terms  upon  his  eallet. 

lago.  Why  did  he  so  ? 

Des.  I  do  not  know  ;  I  am  sure  I  am  none  such. 

logo.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  wdiep :  Alas,  the  day ! 

Emil,  Hath  she  forsook  so  many  noble  matches, 
Her  father,  and  her  country,  all  tier  friends. 
To  be  caird — ^whore?  would  it  not  make  one  weep  ? 

logo.  Beshrew  him  for  it ! 
How  comes  this  trick  upon  him  f 

Desi  Nay,  Heayen  doth  know. 

Emil,  I  will  be  hang*d,  if  some  eternal  Tillain, 
Some  busy  and  insinuating  rogue, 
Some  cogging,  cozening  slave,  to  get  some  office. 
Have  not  devised  this  slander ;  1*11  be  hang'd  else. 

logo.  Fie,  there  is  no  such  man,  it  is  impossible. 

{^Retires  up  the  stoi 

Des,  If  any  such  there  be,  Heaven  pardon  him  ! 

Emil,  A  haltar  pardon  him  I  and  hell  gnaw  his  bone 
Why  should  he  call  her,  whore  ?  who  keeps  her  co 

pany  ? 
What  place?  what  time?  what  form?  what llkeliboo 
The  Moor*s  abused  by  some  outrageous  knave. 
Some  base  notorious  knave,  some  scurvy  fellow  : — 
Oh,  Heaven,  that  such  companions  tbou'dst  unfold  1 
And  put  in  every  honest  hand  a  whip, 
To  lash  the  rascal  naked  through  the  world ! 


lojo.  IBeHtrm  to  tht  eeiKre.]  Speak  within  doors. 
Bwat.  O,  He  upon  bim  \  Some  sach  'squire  ba  wm, 
Hh  tam'd  your  wit  ihe  seamy  side  wiihour, 
AllBBde  you  lo  ■aspect  me  vltli  the  Moor. 

te*.  You  are  a  fool ;  go  to. 

'0H,  O,  good  lago, 
mwt  iball  [  do  lo  win  my  lord  acain  T 
flood  frietd,  go  lo  him  ;  for,  hy  this  light  of  heayea, 
'  '    iw  onl  how  I  lost  him.  \^EKerttng.1  Here  I  hoeul  :-. 

!r  my  will  did  tragpass  'gainst  liis  love, 
Eilbtr  to  discourse  of  thonght,  or  HCtnnl  deed  ; 
Or  Ihat  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense, 
Delighted  them  in  any  other  form  ; 
Or  Ihal  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did. 
And  ever  will, — though  he  do  shake  me  off 
Tfr  beggarly  divorcement, — love  him  dearly. 
Comfort  forswear  me  1  —  IJnklndness  msy  do  much  : 
And  his  ontindness  may  deftil  my  life, 
BqI  never  taint  my  love.  [  Tbeg  raite  hf 

logo.   I  pray  you,  be  content ;  'tis  bat  his  huroou: 
The  bosiness  of  the  state  does  him  offence, 
And  he  does  chide  with  you. 

Drt.  If  'twere  no  other— 

lago^  It  is  bnt  ho,  I  warraut  yon. 
Go  in,  and  wi  ....  -         .    .. 


Enter  Rodbbioo,  l. 
Row  now,  Boderlgo! 

kod.  I  do  not  find  that  Ihou  deal'at  justly  with  me. 

lUffo.  What  in  the  contra^  I 

Bod.  Every  day  thou  dolTsl  me  with  some  device, 
lago;  and  rather,  as  It  seems  to  me,  tboQ  keep'st  from 
mm  ^  conveniency,  than  suppllest  me  with  thn  least 
•dvantage  of  hope.  T  will,  Indeed,  no  longer  endure  U: 
■or  am  I  yet  persuaded,  to  pnt  np  lu  peace  what  al- 
TMdj  1  have  h)olLShly  suffered. 

^w.  Willyau  hear  me,  Roderisot 

Sod.  'Faith,  I  have  heard  too  much  ;  for  your  words 
and  perfomBDces  are  no  kin  together. 

laga.  Tuu  charge  me  most  nnjnstly. 

Kad.  Wttk  nought  but  truth-  I  have  witsted  ny- 
salf  »M  of  toy  mean*.  Tlie  jewels  you  have  had  from 
■le,  WdelivertoDesdeiBona,  would  halt  have  corrupted 
a  vetariM :  Yna  have  told  me — the  has  received  tMm, 
expectations  and  comforts  of  sudden 
-      :  bati  And  none. 
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lago.  Well ;  go  to ;  Tery  well. 

Rod,  Very  well !  go  to  !  I  cannot  go  to,  man  ;  nor 
His  not  very  well.  By  this  hand,  I  say  His  Teiy  sciur- 
yy ;  and  begin  to  find  myself  fobb*d  in  it. 

logo.  Very  well. 

Rod,  I  tell  you,  'tis  not  very  well.  I  will  make  my- 
self known  to  Desdemona ;  if  she  will  return  me  my 
jewels  I  will  give  over  my  suit,  and  repent  my  unlaw- 
ful solicitation  ;  if  not,  assure  yourself,  1*11  seek  satis- 
faction  of  you. 

lago.  You  have  said  now. 

Rod,  Ay ;  and  I  have  said  nothing  but  what  I  pro- 
test intendment  of  doing. 

lago.  Why,  now  I  see  there's  mettle  in  thee  ;  and 
even  from  this  time  do  build  on  thee  a  better  opinion 
than  ever  before.  Give  me  thy  hand,  Roderigo  ;  thou 
hast  taken  against  me  a  most  just  exception ;  but  yet, 
I  protest,  I  have  dealt  most  directly  in  thy  affairs. 

Rod.  It  hath  not  appeared. 

logo,  I  grant,  indeed,  it  hath  not  appeared ;  and 
your  suspicion  is  not  without  wit  and  judgment.  But, 
Roderigo,  if  thou  hast  that  within  thee  indeed,  which  I 
have  greater  reason  to  believe  now  than  ever, — I  mean 
purpose,  courage,  and  valour, — this  night  show  it :  if 
thou  the  next  night  following  enjoy *st  not  Desdemona, 
take  me  from  this  world  with  treachery,  and  devise  .en- 
gines for  my  life. 

Rod,  Well,  what  is  it  ?  is  it  within  reason  and  com- 
pass? 

lago.  Sir,  there  is  especial  command  come  from  Ve- 
nice, to  depute  Gassio  in  Othello's  place. 

Rod,  Is  that  true  ?  Why,  then  Othello  and  Desde- 
mona return  again  to  Venice. 

lago,  O,  no ;  he  goes  into  Mauritania,  and  taketh 
away  with  him  the  fair  Desdemona,  unless  his  abode  be 
lingered  here  by  some  accident ;  wherein  none  can  be 
so  determinate  as  the  removing  of  Gassio. 

Rod,  How  do  you  mean — removing  of  him  ? 

la^o.  Why,  by  making  him  uncapable  of  Othello's 
place  ;  knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rod,  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  do  ? 

lago.  Ay;  if  you  dare  do  yourself  a  profit  and  a 
right.  He  sups  to-night  with  a  harlot,  and  thither  will 
I  go  to  him ; — he  knows  not  yet  of  his  honourable  for- 
tune : — If  you  will  watch  his  going  thence,— which  I 
will  fashion  to  fall  ont  between  twelve  and  one, — yon 
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nay  take  him  at  your  pleasure :  I  will  be  near  to  second 
your  attempt,  and  he  shall  fail  between  at. — Come,  stand 
not  amazed  at  it^bnt  go  along  with  me ;  I  will  show  yon 
sneh  a  necessity  in  his  death,  that  you  shall  think  your- 
self bound  to  put  it  on  him. 

Rod,  I  will  hear  further  reason  for  this. 

Joffo.  And  you  shall ;  be  satisfied.  [Exeunt,  l. 

8CBNB  Ill^Cpprut.—A  Garden  belonging  to  the 

Cqstle, 

Bnter  Othxllo,    Lodovico,   Dbsdbmona,  Emilia, 
Marco,  and  Paui«o,  r. 

Lod,  I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  trouble  yourself  no  Air- 
ther. 

Oth.  O,  pardon  me ;  'twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 

Lod,   Madam,  good  night;  I  humbly   thank    your 
ladyship.  • 

Dee,  Your  honour  is  most  welcome. 

Oth,  Will  yon  walk,  sir  ?— 

[Bxemnt  Lodovico,  Paulo,  and  Marco,  l.  d. 
O, — ^D^emona, — 

Dee,  My  lord  ? 

Oth,  Qei  you  to-bed  on  the  instant ;  I  will  be  return- 
ed forthwith : — ^Dismiss  your  attendant  there ;  look  it  be 
done.  [Exitf  l. 

Dee,  I  will,  my  lord. 

Emii,  How  goes  it  now  ?  he  looks  gentler  than  he 
did. 

Dee,  He  says  he  will  return  Immediately. 
He  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to-bed, 
And  bade  me  to  dismiss  you. 

BmU,  Dismiss  me ! 

Dee,  It  was  his  bidding ;  therefore,  good  Emilia, 
Grive  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu : 
We  must  not  now  displease  him. 

EmU.  I  would  yon  had  never  seen  him !        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  W, ^Cyprus,-- A  Street, 

Enter  Iaoo  and  Roderigo,  r. 

logo.  Here  stand  behind  this  bulk;  straight  will  he 
come : 
Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home  ; 
Qidck,  quick ;  fear  nothing ;  1*11  be  at  thy  elbow : 
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It  makes  as  ;  or  it  mars  as ;  think  of  that. 
And  fix  most  firm  thy  resolation. 

Rod,  Be  near  at  hand ;  I  may  miSmurfy  ittf. 

logo.  Here,  at  thy   hand;    be  liold,  and   tad[«  fby 
sword.  {ReiirttaiUUi 

Rod,  I  have  no  gremX  devotion  to  the  deed  ; 
And  yet  he  has  given  me  satisfying  reason : 
'Tis  but  a  man  gone :  forth,  my  sword ;  he  dies. 

[Stands  agide,  ft 

lago,  [Advancing J  Now,  Whether  he  kill  Cassio, 
Or  Cassio  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other. 
Every  way  makes  my  gain:— Live  Roderigo, 
He  calls  me  to  a  restitution  large 
Of  gold  and  jewels,  that  I  bobb'd  firomhlm, 
As  gifts  to  Desdemona ; 
It  must  not  be : — If  Cassio  do  remain. 
He  hath  a  daily  beaaty  in  his  life 
That  makes  me  ugly :— and,  besides,  the  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him ;  there  stand  I  in  peril ; 
No,  he  must  die  : — But  so,  I  hear  him  coming. 

[fitoflulff  a$ide. 

Enter  Cassio,  l. 

Rod,  1  know  his  gait,  'tis  lie  :--Viliaitt,  thou  diest ! 
[He  runs^  and  thruHB  at  Cassio,  who  draW9* 
Cos,  That  thrust  had  been  mine  enemy  indeed. 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thoa  think'st; 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine 

[Cassio  vrotfitc/f  Roderigo,  whoffOiU, 
Rod,  O,  I  am  slain  I 

[I AGO  advances,  ents  Cassio  behind  in  ikt  i^, 
and  Exit,  h. 
Cas,  I  am  maim'd  for  ever,  [GasMo/uIII^  l. 

Help,  ho  !«-murder !  marder ! 
Rod,  O  villain  that  I  am  * 
Cos,  What,  ho!  no  watch?  so  passage?   murdierl 

murder ! 
Rod,  Nobody  come  ?  then  shall  I  bleed  to  death. 

Enter  Iaoo,  in  his  Night-Gownt  with  a  naked  Sword 

and  a  Light,  l.     ' 

lago.  What  are  you  here,  that  ory  so  grievously? 
Cas,  lago  !  O,  I  am  spoit*d,  undone  by  v^lainat 
Give  me  some  help. 
lago.  O  me,   lieutenant  I— what  villains  have  doar 
this? 
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Coi,  I  think  that  one  of  them  is  here  about. 
And  cannot  make  away. 
Rod,  O,  help  me  here !  x 

Com.  Tbat*B  one  of  them. 
logo*  O  murderous  slare !  O  Tillain ! 

[Iaoo  $tabi  RoDBftieo 
Hod,  O  damn*d  lago !  O  inhuman  dog ;— O !  Q !  0 1 
logo,  KiU  men  i*  the  dark  !— Where  ve  thes%  bloody 
thioTest 
How  silrat  Is  this  town !— Ho !,  murder !  murder  I 

Siuiep  LoooYico  amd  G^satiaho,  l. 

What  may  you  be  t  are  you  of  good  or  otU  f 

Lod,  As  you  shall  proTe  us,  praise  us. 

lago.  Signior  Lodovico  ? 

Lod.  He,  sir. 

logo,  I  cry  yon  mercy ;  here's  Casslo  hurt  by  tII* 
lains. 

Gra.  Cassio! 

lago.  How  is  it,  brother  f 

Cat.  My  leg  is  cut  in  two. 

lago.  Marry,  Heaven  forbid  !-r- 
Know  we  this  face,  or  no  ? — 
Alas !  my  friend,  and  my  dear  countryman, 
Roderigo?  no?— Yes,  sure ;— O  HeaTen !— Boderigo. 

Enter  Emilia  with  a  Light,  r. 

Emit.  'Las,  what's  the  matter?   what's  the  matter, 

husband  7 
lago.  Cassio  hath  been  set  on  in  the  dark 
By  Rodarigo,  and  fellows  that  are  'scaped ; 
rie's  almost  slain,  and  Roderigo  dead. 
Bmil.  Alas,  good  gentleman !  alas,  good  Cassio ! 
lago.  Emilia,  run  you  to  the  citadel. 
And  tell  my  lord  and  lady  what  hath  happ'd. — 

[Exit  Emilia,  l. 
Will  you  go  on,  I  pray  ?— This  Is  the  night 
That  either  rnalies  me,  or  fordoes  roe  quite. 

Exeunt  Qbatiano,  Cassio,  Lodovico,  Iaoo, 
and  Servants  bearing  off  RojmvLioOy  r. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.— CjfpriM.— i4  Bedehamher  in  the  CoMtU^ 
Desdbmona  tfi  fiffcf,  asleep. 

Enter  Othello,  with  a  Light,  R. 

0th,  It  is  the  cause,  it  is  the  cause,  my  soul — 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chaste  stars ! — 
It  is  the  cause.    Yet  1*11  not  shed  her  blood ; 
Nor  scar  that  whiter, skin  of  hers  than  snow. 
And  smooth  as  monumental  alabaster. — 
Yet  she  must  d^e,  else  she*ll  betray  more  men.— - 
Puit  out  the  light,  and  then — Put  out  thy  lig;ht ! 
If  I  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  minister, 
I  can  again  thy  former  light  restore. 
Should  I  repent  me : — but  once  put  out  thine. 
Thou  cunning'st  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 
I  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  heat. 
That  can  thy  light  relume.    When  I  have  pluok'd  ti 

rose, 
I  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again. 
It  must  needs  wither : — I'll  smell  it  on  the  tree. — 

Kisses  Desdemon. 
O'balmy  breath,  that  dost  almost  persuade 
Justice  herself  to  break  her  sword  1— Once  more.— 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  J  will  kill  thee. 
And  love  thee  after.— Once  more,  and  this  the  last  :— 

[^Kisses  her  agai\ 
She  wakes — 

Dm.  Who's  there?    Othello? 

0th,  Ay,  Desdemona. — 
Have  you  pray *d  to-night,  Desdemona? 

Des,  Ay,  my  lord. 

0th.  If  you  bethink  yourself  of  any  crime, 
'Unreconciled  as  yet  to  heiiven  and  grace. 
Solicit  for  it  straight. 

Des,  Alas,  my  lord,  what  may  you  mean  by  that? 

0th,  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief;  I  will  walk1>y : 
I  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  spirit  ;[Goe«  to  Sofa, 
No,— Heaven  forefend !— I  would  not  kill  thy  soul. 

Des   Talk  yon  of  killing ! 


.    with  all  my  hwil  [ 
.  iryou  asy  lo,  I  hope  you  will  noi  kill  me. 
Oa.  Hitml—  [BtM./romtt-Sq/a. 

Dei.   And  yel  I  fesr  you  i  for  you're  ratal  Ihen 
men  your  eje»  roll  so  ;  Why  I  ahoulil  Tear,  I  know  Dot> 
Since  guiltioess  I  know  not ;  bul  yet,   i  feel,  I  Tear, 
Oik.  Think  oa  thy  sins.  [  tfalkt  about. 

Dti.  They're  lo»ea  I  bt«r  to  you. 
Oih.  Ay,  and  for  thai  thou  di«at 

Dei.  That  death's  unnatural,  that  kills  Co-  loving. — 
Mas.  irhy  gaav  yoii  so  yoor  nether  lip  1 
Some  bloody  passion  shakes  your  tery  frame — 

Olh.   Peace,  and  be  slill  >. 

Dtt.  1  will  90  :— WiiBl's  the  matterl 

Otk.  Thai  handkerchief  which  I  so  loved,  and  gave  thee 
Thou  gavest  to  Cassia. 

Dri,  No,  by  my  life  and  soul ; 
fiend  for  tha  man.  and  ask  him. 

Oik.  Sveel  soul,  take  heed 
Take  heed  of  perjury ;  thou'rl  on  thy  death-bed. 

Dtt.  Ay.  bul  not  yel  to  die, 

Otk.  Vea,  presently; 
Therefore  confess  thte  freely  of  Ihy  sin  ; 
For  to  deny  each  article  with  oalh. 
CuBDt  T«mo*e,  nor  choke,  tha  strong  conceplion 
TttX  I  do  gross  withal  1 — Thou  art  to  die. 

On.  Hwb,  Lanl  have  mercy  on  me  t 

Otk.  I  My.  auen. 

Da.  And  ha»e  yon  mercy  too  t— I  never  did 
Ofemd  TO"  '■>  ™T  'i''^  t  ncTer  loved  Cassio 
■■I  win  iBch  general  warranty  of  Heaven 
As  1  njfbl  love  :  1  never  gave  him  token. 

OCL  By  iMBvea,  I  saw  niy  handkerchief  in  hi*  faaad 

0  pflijanid  womaa  !  thou  doM  stone  my  heart, 
t«4  makMt  me  call,  what  I  Intend  to  do— 

A  mw^r — nhieli  I  thought  a  lacrlflce : 

1  NW  ttfl  handkereUef. 
Da.  He  foond  It  then  ; 

I  HTcr  nve  K  him :— Hend  for  him  hither, 
Airf  let  Bin  eonfoss  a  tniUi. 

Otk.  He  has  confeM'd. 

Da.  Wtet,  MT  'o^ ' 
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0th,  That  he  hath — ^nsed  thee. 

Des,  How?  uulawfully? 

0th.  Ay. 

Des,  He  will  not  say  so. 

0th,  No,  his  mouth  is  stopped ; 
Honest  lago  hath  ta'en  order  for*t. 

Det,  My  fear  interprets  then.— What,  is  he  dead? 

0th,  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  rerenge 
Had  stomach  for  them  all. 

Des,  Alas,  he  is  betray'd,  and  I  undone  ! 

0th,  Out,  strumpet !    Weep'st  thou  for  Mm  to  ny 
face? 

■Des,  O,  banish  me,  my  lord,  but  kill  me  not. 

0th,  Down,  strumpet! 

Des,  Kill  roe  to-morrow,  let  me  Uto  to-nig)it 

Olh,  Nay,  an  you  strive,— 

Des,  But  half  an  hour,— 

0th,  Being  done, 
There  is  no  pause. 

Des,  But  while  I  say  one  prayer.^- 

0th,  It  is  too  late. —  [He  tmaikers  her, 

[Emilia,  knocks  at  the  Door,  u 

Emit,  [fVithouLl  My  lord !  my  lord  I— What  ho !- 
my  lord !  my  lord  1 

0th,  What  noise  is  this  ?<i— not  dead,   not  yet  quite 
dead : — 
I  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful ; 
I  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain  ;— 

So,— so. IStabs  her  wUh  his  Dagger, 

[Emilia  knocks  at  tko  Door, 

Emil.  What  ho !— my  lord  I  my  lord! — 

0th,  Who's  there  ? 

Emil,  O,  good  my  lord,  I'd  speak  a  word  with  you. 

0th,  Yes ;  —'tis  Emilia.— By  and  by.— SIm'b  dead. 
^Tis  like  she  comes  to  speak  of  Cassio's  death  ; 
The  noise  was  high. — Ha  ! — uo  more  moving,— 
8till  as  the  grave.— Shall  she  come  in  ?    Wer*t  good? 
I  think  she  stirs  again :— No.— What's  the  best  7 
If  she  comes  in,  she'll  sure  speak  to  my  wife : — 
My  wife  I  my  wife !— what  wife  ?— I  have  no  wife.— 
O,  insupportable  1  O,  heavy  hour ! 
Methinks  it  should  be  now  a  huge  eclipse 
Of  sun  and  moon  ;  and  the  affrighted  globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration. 

[Emilia  knocks  at  the  Door 


I       Bmil.  1  do  beseecb  you,  I  may  spaak  vith  yoD, 
'     D,  good  my  lord  I — 

MA.  I  bad  forgot  Ihee  :—0,  come  in,  Emilii  :— 

lUtiioekt  the  Doer. 

^  Eitier  EviLii,  l. 

Whal's  the  mBtlor  with  thee  anvl 
Emit.  O,  my  good  lord,  yondf^r'a  foul  murder  dono. 
Olh.  What,  now  ! 
Bmil.  Bal  now.  my  lord, 
OtM.  It  Is  the  very  error  of  Iha  nmon  ; 

8lie  GomeB  more  Dear  Ihe  esrlh  tb&n  she  was  wont, 

And  makes  men  mad. 

Emil.  CbsbIo,  my  lord,  halh  kill'd  a  youog  VeDstian, 
Ctll'd— Roderigo. 

Olh.  Boderigo  killed? 
And  Casaio  kill'd— 

Emit.   No,  Cassio  ia  not  kill'd. 

Oik.  Not  Caasio  killM  ?   Then  murder's  out  of  tuau, 
And  aweet  reveng-e  grows  harsh. 

Da.  O,  O,  O,— 

Bmil.  Mas',  what  cry  is  that ? 

Oth.  That:  what? 

jOm.  O,  falsely,  falsely  murder'd  I — 

Emit.  Out,  and  alas  !  It  is  my  lady's  voice  : — 

{Goes  lo  Ibe  Btd 
Help  I  help,  ho  ]  help  I — O  lady,  speak  again  1 
Sweet DeademoiiaT  O,  sweet mlgtren,  speak! 

Set.  A  guiltless  death  1  die. 

Bma.  O,  who  baa  done 
TUadeed? 

Dt*.  Nobody;  I  myself;  fareitell! 
CoBiiMod  me  to  my  kind  lord :— O,  farewell ! 

[8A(  die*. 

Olh.  Why,  how  should  she  he  morder'dT 

Bmil-  Alas,  who  knows  I 

Otk.  YoD  heard  her  say  herself  it  was  Dot  I. 

BmU.  She  said  so ;  I  must  needs  report  a  Imtb. 

OU.  She's  like  a  liar  gone  to  burning  hell ! 
Twas  1  that  kill'd  her. 

Rmil.  O,  the  more  angel  she. 
And  TOD  Ihe  blacker  devil  I 

Olh.  She  tum'd  to  folly,  and  she  was  a  whore. 

Emit.  Than  dost  belle  her,  and  tbon  art  a  deril  1 

Oik.  Bhs  was  Mse  as  water. 
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Etnil,  Thon  art  rash  as  fire,  to  say 
That  she  was  false ;  O,  she  was  heavenly  true ! 

0th.  Cassio  did  use  her ;  ask  thy  huslratDd  else. 
O,  I  were  daran'd  beneath  all  depHi  in  hell, 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  just  grounds 
To  this  extremity :  Thy  husband  knew  it  all. 

.£^17.  My  husband ! 

Oth.  Thy  husband. 

Emil,  That  she  was  false  to  wedlock 

Oth,  Ay,  with  Gassio. — 
Nay,  had  she  been  true, 
If  Heaven  would  make  me  such  another  world 
Of  one  entire  and  perfect  chrysolite, 
I'd  not  have  sold  her  for  it. 

Emit,  My  husband ! — 

Oth.  What  needs  this  iteration,  woman  T 
I  say,  thy  husband ;— Dost  understand  the  wordf^ 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honest,  honest  lago. 

EmiL  If  he  say  so,  may  his  pernicious  soul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  day !  he  lies  to  the  heart : 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  most  filthy  bargain, 

Oth,  Ha?—  Itteihrtaieni 

Emil.  Do  thy  worst :  — 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heaven. 
Than  thou  wast  worthy  her. 

Oth.  Peace,  you  were  best. — 

Emil.  Thou  nast  not  half  that  power  to  do  me  hann 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt.    O  gull  1  O  dolt ! 
As  ignorant  as  dirt !  Thou  hast  done  a  deed, — 
I  care  not  for  thy  sword;  1*11  make  thee  known. 
Though  I  lost  twenty  lives :— Help !  help !  ho  !  help  I 
The  Moor  has  kill'd  my  mistress: — Murder!  murder!-^ 
[Othello  goes  to  the  Bed,  and  Udnt  m»  fL 
jSnier  MoNTANo,  Gratiano,  and  Iago,  l.  d. 

Mont.  What  is  the  matter  ?— 

Emil.  My  mistress  here  lies  murder'd  in  her  bed*-?- 
O,  are  you  come,  Iago?  You  have  done  well. 
That  men  must  lay  their  murders  on  your  neck* 
Disprove  this  villain,  if  thou  be*st  a  man : 
He  says,  thou  told*st  him  that  his  wife  was  false; 
I  know  thou  didst  not ;  thou'rt  not  such  a  villain  ; 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

la§o.  I  told  him  what  I  thought ;  and  tola  nc  aiore 
Than  what  he  found  hims^f  was  apt  and  true. 

Ewil,  But  did  you  ever  tell  him  she  was  false  1 

Iago.  I  did. 
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Emil.  YovL  told  a  lie ;  an  odious,  danmed  lie; 
TJpoD  my  soul,  a  lie ;  a  wicked  lie : — 
She  false  with  Cassio ! — Did  yoo  say,  with  Casslo  ? 

lago.  With  Cassio,  mistress. — 
What,  are  you  madf    I  charge  y«ii,  get  yon  home. 

EmU,  Good  gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to  speak ; 
Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now : — 
Perchance,  lago,  I  will  ne*er  go  home. 

OtA.  0!010!  IFaUing  on  the  Bed , 

Emit.  Nay,  lay  thee  down,  and  roar ;  ' 
For  thou  hast  kill'd  the  sweetest  innocent 
That  e*er  did  lift  up  eye. 

0th,  O,  she  was  foul !  [RUing. 

I  scarce  did  know  you,  uncle :  There  lies  your  niece ;    . 
Whose  breath,  indeed,  these  hands  have  newly  stoppM : 
I  know  this  act  shows  terrible  and  grim. 

Gra,  Poor  Desdemona  I  I  am  glad  thy  father's  dead; 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him,  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain. 

Oth.  *Tis  pitiful :  but  yet  lago  knows 
That  she  with  Cassio  had  the  act  of  shame 
A  thousand  times  committed  ;  Cassio  confesS*d  iXj 
And  she  did  gratify  his  amorous  works 
With  the  recognizance  and  pledge  of  love 
Which  I  first  gave  her ;  I  saw  it  in  his  hand  ; 
It  was  a  handkerchief, — an  antique  token 
My  father  g^ve  my  mother, 

Emil.  O  Heaven !  O  heavenly  powers  I 
That  handkerchief,  thou  speak*st  of, 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  gflve  my  husband 
For  often,  with  a  solemn  ettrnestness, 
(More  than  indeed  belonged  to  such  a  trifle) 
He  begg*d  of  me  to  steal  it. 

lajsfo.  Filth,  thou  liest  I 

Emil.  By  heaven,  I  do  not ;  I  do  not,  gentlemen. — 
O  murderous  coxcomb  I  what  should  such  a  fool 
Do  with  so  good  a  wife  1 

Oth.  Are  there  no  stones  in  heaven 
But  what  serve  for  the  thunder  I^Precious  villain  I 
[Othello  makes  a  pass  at  Iaoo,  Montano  dis' 
arms  him;    Iaoo,   at  the  same  time,    stubs 
Emilia,  and  runs  out^  l. 

M'&nt  Take  you  this  weapon, 
Which  I  have  here  recovered  from  the  Moor  : 
Come,  guard  the  door  without ;  let  him  not  pass,         ' 
But  kill  him  rather:  1*11  after  that' same  villain. 

IBxeuni  Montavo  and  Oratiano,  l.  b. 
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Otk.  I  am  not  Taliaiit  neither, 
Bat  eTery  puny  whipster  gets  my  sword: 
But  why  should  honour  outlive  honesty  1 
Let  it  go  all. 
Emil*  Moor,  she  was  chaste ;  she  loved  thee,  cm 
Moor: 
So  come  my  soul  to  hliss,  as  I  speak  true  $ 
So  speaking  as  I  think,  I  die, — 1  die.  [^She  dU 

OlK  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  ehamber. 
It  is  a  sword  of  Spain,  the  ice-brook*s  temper ; 

\Gotsfor  the  Sword,  n.  and  rctttrn 
O,  here  it  is  :  Uncle,  [To  Gratianq,  l.    wt(AoiM,] 
must  come  forth. 
Gfra.  [H^tl^ut]  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  wilt  cost  t|ii 
dear; 
Thou  hast  no  weapon,  and  perforce  must  sufEsr. 
Oth»  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  speak  tp  me. 
Or,  naked  aH  I  am,  I  will  assault  thee. 

Enter  Gratiano,  l. 

Behold !  I  have  a  weapon ; 

A  better  never  did  itself  sustain 

Upon  a  soldier's  thigh :  I*ve  seen  the  day, 

That,  with  this  little  arm,  and  this  good  sword,  ' 

I've  made  my  way  through  more  impediments 

Than  twenty  times  your  stop  :^But,  O  vain  boast ! 

Who  can  control  his  fate  ?    tis  not  so  now.— 

Do  you  go  back  dismay 'd?    *Tis  a  lost  fear. 

Man  but  a  rush  against  Othello's  breast. 

And  he  retires  : — ^Where  should  Othello  go  ? 

[Goes  to  the  bet 
Now,  how  dost  thou  look  now? — O  ill-starrM  wench  I 
Pale  as  thy  sheets  ! — when  we  shall  meet  at  compt, 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  heaven, 
And  fiends  will  snatch  at  it.— Cold,  cold,  my  girl ; 
Even  like  thy  chastity. — O  cursed  slave  !— 
"Whip  me,  ye  devils. 

From  the  possession  of  this  heavenly  sight ! 
Blow  me  about  in  winds  !  roast  me  m  sulphur ! 
Wash  me  in  steep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  fire ; — 
ODesdemona!  Desdemonal  dead?— O,  O,  O! — 

[Falls  down  by  he 

Enter  Lodovico,  Gassio,  bro^ght  in  by  Antokio  an 
Julio,  Montano,  Iaoo  prisoner,  Marco,  ok 
Paulo,  l 

Lod.  Where  is  this  rash  and  most  unfortunate  roan  t 
0th   Tha»*s  he  that  was  Othello  :r-Here  1  am 


forth.  1 


It  Ihou  ba'sl  a  devil,  I  cannol  hill  a\ee. 
■EI.I.O  irouneli  Iaoo,  and  Mokt &no  dtiantu  hhn. 
a  (L.)  I  bleed,  sir  ;  but  oot  kill'd, 
.  1  am  not  sorry  neither  ;   I'd  hare  tbae  lite  i 
a  mf  sense,  'tis  happinesg  to  die. 
I.  O  thou,  Othello,  thHl  WHS  once  so  food 
in  the  practice  of  a  cursed  slaTe, 
■hall   b«  s^d  lo  Ibee  1      ■ 
-Why,  any  thing: 
Konrable  murderer,  if  you  Kill  ■. 
vught  did  I  in  hate,  but  all  in  hononr. 
'.  This  uretch  bath  part  confess'd  his  villainy  : 
HI  and  he  consent  in  Cassio's  death  T 
.Ay. 

.  Dear  general,  I  never  gavti  yon  nase. 
.  1  do  believe  it.  and  I  ask  yonr  pardon.— 
rou,  [To  Lon.]  I  pray,  demand  that  demi-devil, 
ka  batb  tbaa-enanared  my  soul  and  body  ? 
IL  Demand  me  nothing :     What   you  know,  von 

this  time  forth  !  never  will  apeak  word. 

Well,  thou  dosl  best 
.  Sir,  jnu  bhall  un>lerMand  what  nalh  befall'n 
1,  ai  I  think,  yon  know  i.ot : — Here'a  « letter,  ~ 

in  the  pocket  of  the  slain  Roderlgo  ; 
ere,  another :  the  one  of  them  Imports 
BBIb  of  CoMio  to  be  nndertook 
>d«riKO  T— 

OvUlaini 
.  Now  here'!  another  diacontented  paper, 

in  bis  pocket  too  ;  and  thi».  it  seems, 
■go  meant  to  have  Bent  this  damned  vlUaln 
Bt,  belike.  la^  in  the  interim 
in,  and  aatisfied  him. 
.  O  the  pemiciom  caitiff:— 
■me  yon.  Cassia,  by  that  handkerchief 

atbtgte  Ike  luitidttrclii^  bound  on  C^tEio'a  leg, 

.  1  foimd  it  in  my  chamber. 

B  ttimself  confess 'd  it  even  now, 

k«re  he  dropp'd  it,  for  a  special  purpoie, 

1  wrought  to  his  de«lre. 

.  O  fool  1  fool !  fool  I 

.  Tbcre  ii   beaides,  in  Roderigu'i  lGtter.~~> 


t  fursake  thU  n»n. 


After  long-  seeming  dead,— lago  lii 
iBgo  sel  bim  Od. 

Led.  [roOTHKLio.]  \onniui 
and  go  wilh  us  ; 
Your  power  rtiiI  your  command  are  rnkeo  off, 
And  CsBsio  rules  in  Cyprus.     For  tliis  sIrtg, — 
If  there  be  any  uimning  cruelly 
Thai  can  loniient  him  luucli.  and  hold  him  lon^, 
It  shall  be  his:  Away  wilh  him. 

IE  xeuiU  I  ABO,  Paulo,  unrf  Marco, 
You  shall  close  prisoner  rest, 
Till  Ihat  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  Venetian  stale :— Come,  bring  him  away. 

Oik.  Soft  you;  awordortwo,  before  yon. go. 
1  hare  done  the  sUte  some  service,  and  they  knoi 
No  more  of  that : — [  pray  you,  in  your  letlerB, 
When  you  shail  these  unlucky  deeds  relate, 
Sprak  of  me  as  I  am  ;  nolhing  eilenuKte, 
Nor  set  down  anghl  in  malice  :  thea  niiisl  yi 
Of  one,  that  ioTed  not  wisely,  but  too  well  . 
Of  one,  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought 
Perpiex'd  in  the  extremis : 
Of  one.  whose  subdued  eyes, 
Albeit  unused  to  the  melting  mood. 
Dropped  tears  as  fast  as  the  Arabian  trei 
Their  medicinal  gums. — Set  you  down  It 
And  say.  besides, — that  in  Aleppo  once. 
Where  a  maligiiitul  and  a  turban'd  Turk 
Beat  a  Venetian,  and  traduced  Ihe  slate, 
I  took  by  the  throat  Ihe  circumcised  dog. 
And  smole  him— thus  I—  [Stabt 

O,  Deademona  1 —  (Di 

Cat.  This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  na  weapo 
For  ho  was  great  of  heart. 

Loll,  Gralinno.  keep  Ihu  house, 
Aud  seize  upon  the  fortunea  of  Iho  Moor  ; 
For  they  succeed  to  you. — To  you,  lord  goTsmor, 
Remains  the  censure  of  Ihat  hellish  villain  ; 
The  lime,  the  place,  the  lorture.-O  enforce  it  I — 
Myself  will  straight  abroad  ;  and.  to  the  stale. 
This  heaTy  arl  with  heavy  heart  relalt,  [ILich\ 
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6  REMARKS. 

palieei.  He  it  as  cblmiping  as  a  lark,  and,  if  we  mistake  not,  liai 
DMn,  in  Ills  time,  as  mucli  in  the  sun  as  was  Don  Qoizote  wliea  he 
fancied  liis  braiDs  were  melting.  We  rejoice  to  be  admitted  into  tii< 
penetralia,  the  sanctum  sanctorum,  of  the  devout  brotherhood^- 
to  contemplate  the  pions  rotundity  of  holy  Paol,  and  his  goodly 
company  of  bottle-holders — to  heAr  the  shout .  of  revelry  ring 
through  the  walls  of  penance  and  mortification — and,  where  tempts* 
tion  vntereth  not,  to  see  a  bumper  tossed  off  to  the  blue<eyed  nan  of 
St.  Catherine's  I  The  humour  of  this  scene  was  happily  hit  off  by  te 
late  Bob  Palmer,  Who  played  Paul,  and  Ozberry,  who  was  the  Isj- 
brother.  The  bosky  air  and  rosy  indignation  of  the  one  formed 
a  perfect  contrast  to  the  starved  humility  of-  the  other.  Palmer's 
face  had  fire  enough  iu  it  to  have  mulled  the  wine  lie  ever  and 
anon  lifted  to  his  lips ;  Ozberry's  hollow  eyes  gloated  on  the  nAy 
draught,  and  his  lank  trembling  fingers  snatched  with  Duaislwd 
eagerness  the  crumbs  of  cake  that  escaped  the  mastication  of 
Father  Paul.  Isaac  Mendosa  is  an  original,  and  a  rich  one  too: 
we  forgive  his  vanity,  for  the  mirth  it  produces ;  we  admire  the 
fashion  of  his  beard  ;  and,  as  nothing  gives  us  more  pleaanra  than  to 
see  a  crafty  knave  who  thinks  himself  too  conning  for  the  rest  of 
mankind,  outwitted  in  turn,  we  could  kiss  old  Margaret  (nwofre 
the  pretty  sort  of  velvet  down  that  so  much  startled  little  Immc) 
for  her  wit  and'  ingenuity. 

Quick  was  the  original  Isaac  Mendoza — ^no  aacceeding  aetor  has, 
caught  his  hnmoar  in  the  character.  His  lodicrona  vanity  and  lel^ 
importance,  his  "  Pretty  Rogue."*  while  he  listens  to  Don  Jeromes 
tempting  description  of  his  daughter's  charms — his  fear  and  ixta^ 
kling,  when  he  is  about  to  encounter  such  an  awful  beauty — a^d  bis 
•tart  of  disappointment  and  horror,  when  his  eyes,  stealing  l>j  alow 
degrees  from  the  ground,  fix  full  on  the  person  and  countenance  of 
the  Duenna,  were  exquisitely  painted.  We  should  almoat  suspect 
that  Sheridan  had  the  figure,  face,  and  manner  of  this  incomparable 
actor  in  his  mind,  when  he  painted  this  facetious  liuie  Solomon. 
Dowton  plays  Isaac  well,  and  so  does  Fawcett;  and  so  would  the 
late  Mr.  Knight  have  done  (for  his  conception  was  correct,  and  his 
flgore  good)  but  for  his  inveterate  country  dialect.  We  record  the 
performance  of  Miss  Clara  Fisher,  as  an  absurdity  that  is  pot  forth, 
to  ascertain  the  full  extent  of  public  endurance.  We  are  surprised 
that  Mr.  Monden  never  attempted  Isaac — he  was  perhaps  content 
with  the  unequalled  excellence  of  his  Don  Jerome.    Mrs.  Daven* 

K>rt  and  Mrs.  Sparks  were  excellent  in  old  Margaret :  the  former 
ly  was  the  broader  of  the  two,  and  altogfther  more  to  our  mind. 
The  Duenna  was  first  acted  at  Cuvent  Garden,  in  the  year  1775b 
Its    success   was   prodigious — it  had    a    run  of  sixty-five  nights 
during  the  first  season. 

ft3»  D — o. 


CosQititmt 


>N  JEROME. — Brown  veWet  doublet,  doak,  and  tranks,  om- 
ered ;  light  blue  satin  pufifs. 

yS  FERDINAND.— Purple  Spanish  coat,  white  yest,  tilmmed 
silver,  white  pantaloons. 

lRLOS.— White  Spanish  cloak  and  white  rest,  trimmed  with 
r,  white  pantaloons. 

A  AC. — Light  green  Spanish  eloak,  and  orange  breeches,  trim- 
with  white  and  Silver  ;  white  stockings. 
kTHBR  PAUL.— Gray  friar's  gown  and  sandals. 
lY  BROTHER.— Brown  serge  dress ;  bare  legs. 
>PBZ. — Brown  serge. 

jARA. — ^First  dress :— White,  triouned  with  silver,  spangled 
;s,  hanging  sleeves.  Second  dress : — Gray  calico,  white  muslin 
eroas  aad  beads. 

>niSA.- First  dress:— Pink  satin  body,  trimmed  with  silver, 
ling  sleeves,  white  drapery  trimmed  with  pink  and  silver  points, 
nd  dress  ^-'Blaek  sarsnet  with  hanging  sleeves,  trimmed  with 
let  aatinpoints,  black  veil. 
iJB  DUBNNA.— In  every  respect  the  same  as  Louisa's. 


Catt  t(f  the  eharaetert  at  the  ThetUre-Rojfal, 
J>ntry-Lane,  1823. 

D&n  Jerome Mr.  Oattie. 

Don  Ferdinand Mr.  Horn. 

Don  Antonio Mr.  Melrose. 

Carloe  ■  Mr.  Braham. 

Isaac  Mendoza  Miss  Clara  Fisher.  * 

Lope» ^ Mr.  W.  H.  Williams. 

Father  Paul   Mr.  Pope. 

Lay  Brother  Mr.  Hughes. 

Francie Mr.  Coveney. 

Jtugtutine Mr.  Read. 

Lorenzo  Mr.  Povey. 

Lewi* Mr.  Honner. 

Saneho Mr.  Douglas. 

Clara Miss  Stephens. 

Louiea -. Miss  Povey. 

Margaret  the  Duenna Mrs.  Harlowe. 

Louita't  Maid Miss  Cooper. 

Clara'sMaid MissPhUlips. 


The  above  is  the  cast  of  characters  for  Miss  Clara  Fisher'&  be< 
t,  April,  1823. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. . 

The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  whidi  tbey 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  their  ows 
personal  observations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

The  instant  a  Character  appears  upon  the  Stage,  the  point  of  jBr- 
trance,  as  well  as  every  subsequent  change  of  Position,  till  its  EgU, 
is  noted,  with  a  fidelity  which  may,  in  all  cases,  be  relied  oa ;  tlie 
object  being,  to  establish  this  Work  as  a  Standard  Guide  to  lft«  Sia^ 
btteineee,  as  now  conducted  on  the  London  boards 

EXITS  and  ENTRANCES. 

R.  means  Right/  L.  L^/  R.  D.  Right  Door;  L.  D.  Lt(ft  Door  i 
&  E.  Second  Entrance  ;  U*  E.  Upper  Entrance;  M.  D.  Middle  Door, 

RELATIVE  POSITIONS. 

R.  means  Right:  L.  Left;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre; 
L.C  Left  of  Centre. 


*«*   TheReodar  ie  euppoeed  to  he  on  the  Stage  Jitoing  the  Audience* 


THE  DUENNA. 


ACTi. 

SCENB  L-^A  Stre^U 

Enter  Lopez,  r.,  with  a  dark  Laniem, 

Lopez.  Past  three  o*clock  ! '  soh  !  a  notable  hour  for 
one  of  my  regular  dispositioo  to  be  stroUJof  like  a 
bravo  throngh  the  streets  of  Seyille !  Well,  of  all  ser- 
Yices,  to  serve  a  young  lover  is  tlie  hardest — not  that  I 
am  an  enemy  to  love  ;  but  my  love  and  my  master's 
differ  strangely— Don  Ferdinand  is  much  too  gallant  to 
eat,  drink,  or  sleep— ^ow,  my  love  gives  me  an  appetite 
— then  I  am  fond  of  dreaming  of  my  mistress,  and  I  love 
dearly  to  toast  her — ^"Fhis  cannot  be  done  without  good 
sleep  and  good  liquor  ;  hence  my  partiality  to  a  feather- 
bed and  a  bottle.  What  a  pity,  now,  that  i  have  not  fur- 
ther time  for  re6ections  !  but  my  master  expects  thee, 
honest  Lopez,  to  secure  his  retreat  from  Donna  Clara's 
window,  a3  I  guess — [^Music  without] — ^eyl  sure  I 
heard  musio  !  So,  so  !  who  have  we  here  ?  Oh,  Don 
Autonio,  my  master's  friend,  coroe  from  the  masquerade, 
to  serenade  my  young  mistress,  Donna  Louisa,  I  sup- 
pose :  soh  !  we  shall  have  the  old  gentleman  up  presently. 
Lest  he  should  miss  his  son,  I  had  best  lose  no  time 
in  getting  to  my  post.  [Exit,  r 

Enter  Antonio  and  Lorenzo,  with  M<uk$  and 

Music,  h, 

SONG.— Antonio. 

Tell  me,  my  lute,  can  thy  soft  strain 

So  gently  speak  thy  master's  pain  ? 
So  softly  sing,  so  humbly  sigh, 

That  though  my  sleeping  love  shall  know. 

Who  sings — who  sighs  below. 
Her  rosy  slumbers  shall  not  fly  * 

Thus  may  some  vision  whisper  more 

Than  ever  I  dare  speak  before. 

1  Matk.  Antonio,  your  mistress  will  never  wake, 
while  you  sing  so  dolefully  :  love,  like  a  cradled  infant, 
is  lulled  by  a  sad  melody. 


10  TUB   DUENNA.  ACT  1. 

AhL  I  da  not  wish  to  disturb  her  rest. 
1  Mask.  The  reason  is,  because  you  know  she  does 
not  regard  you  enough  to  appear,  if  you  awakened  her. 
AfU,  Nay,  then,  IMi  con? i nee  you.  [Singg. 

The  breath  of  morn  bids  hence  the  night ; 
Unyeii  those  beauteous  eyes,  my  fair 
For  till  the  dawn  of  loYe  is  there, 

I  feel  no  day,  I  own  no  light. 

Louisa — replies  from  a  Window, 

Waking,  I  heard  thy  numbers  chide. 
Waking,  the  dawn  did  bless  my  sight ; 

*Tis  Phoebus  sure  that  woos,  I  cried. 
Who  speaks  in  song,  who  moves  in  light. 

Don  J b ROME — From  another  Windom* 

What  vagabonds  are  these  I  hear 
Fiddling,  fluting,  rhyming,  ranting. 
Piping,  scraping,  whining,  canting  * 

Fly,  scurvy  minstrels,  fly  ! 

TRIO. 

Louisa,    Nay,  pr*ythee,  father,  why  so  rough  t 

Ant.  An  humble  lov«r  I. 

Jerome,   How  durst  you,  daughter,  lend  an  ear 

To  such  deceitful  stuff  ? 
Quick  from  the  window,  fly  I 
Louisa,    Adieu,  Antonio  ! 
Ant,  Must  you  go  ? 

Louisa,  >  We  soon,  perhaps,  may  meet  again  ; 
Ant,       )      For  though  hard  fortune  is  our  foe. 

The  god  of  love  will  fight  for  us. 
Jerome,     Reach  me  the  blunderbuss. 
Ant,  ^  L,  The  god  of  love,  who  knows  our  paiu, 
Jerome.    Hence,  or  these  slugs  are  through  your  brain. 
[Exeunt  Jerome  and  Louisa  from  the  Window, 

Antonio  and  Lorenzo,  r. 

SCENK  l\,-^A  Piazza. 

Enter  Ferdinand  and  Lopes,  r. 

Lopez,  Truly,  sir,  I  think  that  a  little  sleep,  once,  is 
a  week,  or  so— • 
Ferd.  Peace,  fool !  don*t  mention  sleep  to  me. 


,  sound  sleep  ;    but  1  can't  hiilp  thinhiD<r  < 
slumber,  or  lisir  an  hour's  dozing,  ir  it «  .y 

I  novelty  of  the  thing— 

i.  Peace,  booby,  I  asy  l~Oh  Clara,  dee 

.erormyresll 

a.  And  of  mine,  loo. 

■1.  "Sdealhl  to  trifle  withmaBtSDchojur 

low  to  stand  on  punctilios love  me  1 

?  she  ever  did. 

tz.  Nor  I  either. 

t.  Or  is  it,  Ihat  her  ael  never  know  their     : 

hour  tOBelherl 

n.  Ah,  diey  know  then  I 

I.  Is  tbere,  in  the  norld     so  Inaonsl 

J.  Ves  ;  the  tanio  fooi  submits  to  her  ca- 

rz.  I  thoDghl  he  couldn  s  it.  [^Aiidc. 

i.  Is  she  not  capriciou!  ing,  tyrannical,  ob' 

.  perrerse,  absurd  1  sj,  „  wilderness  of  faults 
lies  ;  her  looks  are  scorn,  and  hrr  very  smiles — 

I I  I  wish  I  hadn't  mentioned  her  smiles  !  for  she 
mile  such  beaming  lotelincgs,  such  faacinaling 
less— Oh,  death  and  madness  1    1  shall  die  if  I 

n.  Oh,  thoie  damned  smiles  have  undone  all, 

AI R.— Fee  D  IN  AH  o . 

Coald  I  her  faults  remember. 

Forgetting  every  charm. 
Soon  vould  impartial  Reaso 

The  tyrant  Loie  disarm. 
But  vrhen  enraged  1  number 

Each  failing  of  her  mind. 
Lots  biIII  suggests  each  beauty. 

And  sees— while  Reason's  blind. 


:.  Ah,  those  cursed  smiles. 
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Enter  Antonio,  l. 

Ferd,  Antonio,  Lopez  tells  me  he  left  yon  ehantfof 
before  our  door.    Was  ray  father  waked  ? 

Ant,  Yes,  yes  ;  he  has  a  sing^ular  affeotion  for  mnsie, 
so  1  left  him  roaring  at  his  barred  window,  like  the 
print  of  Bajazet  in  the  cage.  Add  what  bribgs  you  out 
so  early  ? 

Ferd.  I  believe  1  told  you,  that  to-morrow  was  the 
day  fixed  by  Don  Pedro  and  Clara*s  anqatdral  step-mo* 
ther,  for  her  to  enter  a  convent,  in  order  that  her  brat 
might  possess  her  fortune :  made  desperate  by  this,  f 
procured  a  key  to  the  door,  and  bribed  Clara's  maid  to 
leave  it  unbolted  ;  at  two  this  morning,  I  entered,  unper- 
ceived,  and  stole  to  her  chamber.  I  found  her  waking 
and  weeping. 

Jnt,  Happy  Ferdinand  ! 

Ferd.  'Sdeath !  hear  the  conclusion.  I  was  rated  as 
the  most  confident  rufHan,  for  daring  to  approach  her 
room  at  that  hour  of  night. 

Ant,  Ay,  ay,  this  was  at  first  ? 

Ferd.  No  such  thing  ;  she  would  not  hear  a  word  from 
me,  but  threatened  to  raise  her  mother,  if  I  did  not  in- 
stantly leave  her. 

Ant,  Well,  but  at  last  ?— 

jl^erd.  At  last !  why,  I  wAs  forced  to  leave  the  house, 
as  I  came  in. 

Ant.  And  did  you  do  nothing  to  otfend  her  ? 

Ferd,  Nothing,  as  I  hope  to  be  saved  I  I  bellere,  I 
might  snatch  a  dozen  or  two  of  kisses. 

Ant.  Was  that  all  ?  Well,  I  think  1  never  heard  of 
such  assurance  ! 

Ferd.  Zounds  !  I  tell  you,  I  behaved  with  the  utmost 
respect. 

Ant,  O  Lord  !  I  don't  mean  you,  but  in  her— but 
hark  ye,  Ferdinand,  did  you  leave  your  key  with  them  ? 

Ferd.  Yes  ;  the  maid,  who  saw  me  out,  took  it  from 
the  door. 

Ant.  Then,  my  life  for  it,  her  mistress  elopes  after 
you. 

Ferd.  Ay,  to  bless  my  rival,  perhaps.  I  am  in  a 
humour  to  suspect  every  body.  You  loved  her  once,  and 
thought  her  an  angel,  as  I  do  now. 

Ant.  Yes,  I  loved  her,  till  I  found  she  wouldn't  love 
me,  and  then  I  discovered  that  she  hadn't  a  good  feature 
in  her  face. 
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AIR. 

I  ne'er  could  any  lustre  see 

In  eyes  that  would  not  look  on  me  ; 

I  ne'er  saw  liectar  on  a  lip, 

Bttt  where  my  own  did  hope  to  sip. 

Has  the  maid,  who  seeks  my  heart. 

Cheeks  of  rose,  untouch *d  by  art? 

I  will  own  the  ooloiiur  true. 

When  yielding  blushes  aid  their  h\ie. 

Is  her  hand  so  soft  and  pure  7 
I  must  press  itf  to  be  sure ; 
Nor  can  I  be  certain  then« 
Till  itf  grateful,  press  again. 
Must  I,  with  attentive  eye, 
Watch  her  heaving  bosom  sigh  ? 
I  will  do  so,  when  I  see 
That  heaving  bosom  sigh  for  me« 

Besides,  Ferdinand,  you  have  full  security  in  my  love 
for  your  sister.  Hdp  me  there,  and  I  can  never  disturb 
yon  with  Clara. 

Petd,  As  far  as  I  can,  consistently  ^ith  the  honour 
of  our  family,  yon  know  I  will ;  but  there  must  be  no 
eloping. 

Ant,  And  yet,  now,  you  would  carry  off  Clara  ? 

Ferd,  Ah,  that's  a  different  case.  We  never  mean 
that  others  should  act  to  our  sisters  and  wives,  as  we  do 
to  others. — But,  to-morrow,  Clara  is  to  be  forced  into  a 
convent. 

AiU..  WeW,  tmA  am  not  I  so  unfortunately  circum* 
ttanced  ?  To-morrow,  your  father  forces  Louisa  to  marry 
Isaac,  the  Portuguese — but  come  with  me,  and  we'll  de- 
vise something,  I  warrant. 

Ferd.  I  must  go  home. 

Ant.  Well,  adieu  ! 

Ferd.  But,  Antonio,  if  you  did  not  love  my  sister, 
you  have  too  much  honour  and  friendship  to  supplant  me 
with  Clara* 

AIR.— Antonio. 

Ii^iendship  is  the  bond  of  reason  ; 

But  if  beauty  disapprove. 
Heaven  dissolves  all  ether  treason. 

Id  the  heart  that's  true  to  loVe. 
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The  faith  which  to  my  friend  I  swore. 

As  a  civil  oath  I  view  ; 
But,  to  the  charms  which  I  adore, 

'Tis  religion  to  be  true.  [£rft,  R. 

Ferd,  There  is  always  a  levity  in  Antonio's  manner 
of  replying  to  me  on  this  subject,  that  is  very  alarming 
— 8*death  !  if  Clara  should  love  him,  after  all.  [fijrtt,  l. 

SCENE  III.— A  Rownin  Don  Jfrome*9  Hmue. 

Enter  Louisa  and  Duenna,  l. 

Louita,  But,  my  dear  Margaret,  my  charming  Du- 
enna, do  you  think  we  shall  succeed  ? 

Duenna,  I  tell  you  again,  I  haye  no  doubt  on*t ;  but 
it  must  be  instantly  put  to  the  trial.  Every  thing  is  pre- 
pared in  your  room,  and  for  the  rest,  we  must  trust  to 
fortune. 

LouUa.  My  father's  oath  was,  never  to  see  me  till  I 
had  consented  to 

Duenna.  *Twas  thus  I  overheard  him  say  to  his 
friend,  Don  Guzman — *^  I  will  demand  of  her  to-mor- 
row, once  for  all,  whet\^er  she  will  consent  to  marry 
Isaac  Mendoza  :  if  she  hesitates,  I  will  make  a  solemn 
oath  never  to  see  or  speak  to  her,  till  she  returns  to  her 
duty.'* — These  were  his  words. 

■Louita,  And  on  his  known  obstinate  adherence  to 
what  he  has  once  said,  you  have  formed  this  plan  for  my 
escape.  But  have  you  secured  my  maid  in  our  interest t 

Duenna,  She  is  a  party  in  the  whole ;  but  remember, 
if  we  succeed,  you  resign  all  right  and  title  in  little 
Isaac,  the  Jew,  over  to~  me. 

Louita.  That  I  do,  with  all  my  soul :  get  him,  if  yon 
can,  and  I  shall  wish  you  joy,  most  heartily.  He  Is 
twenty  times  as  rich  as  my  poor  Antonio. 

AIR. — Louisa. 

Thou  canst  not  boast  of  fortune's  store. 
My  love,  while  me  they  wealthy  call ; 
But  I  was  glad  to  find  thee  poor. 
For,  with  my  heart,  I'd  give  thee  all. 
And  then  the  grateful  youth  shall  owii) 
I  loved  him  for  himself  alone. 

Bat  when  his  worth  my  hand  shall  gain. 
No  word  or  look  of  mine  shall  show 
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That  I  the  smallest  thought  retain 
Of  what  my  bounty  did  bestow. 
Yet  still  his  grateful  heart  shall  own, 
I  loTed  him  for  himself  alone. 

Duet^na.  I  hear  Don  Jerome  coming.  Quick,  give 
me  the  last  letter  I  brought  yon  from  Antonio— you 
know  that  is  to  be  the  ground  of  my  dismission.  I  roust 
slip  oat  to  seal  it  up,  as  undelivered.  [ExU, 

[JaaoMB  wpedking  within^  l. 

EmUr  Don  Jbbomb  and  Ferdinand,  l. 

Jerdime,  What,  I  suppose,  you  have  been  serenading, 
too!  Eh,  disturbing  some  peaceable  neighbourhood 
witk  TiUanous  catgut,  and  lascivipns  piping !  Out  on*t ! 
you  let  your  sister,  here,  a  vile  example ;  but  I  come  to 
ti^  yon,  madam,  that  1*11  suffer  no  more  of  these  mid- 
night incantations — these  amorous  orgies,  that  steal  the 
MBses  in  the  hearing ;  as,  they  say,  Egyptian  embalm- 
•rs  serve  mummies,  extracting  the  brain  through  the 
ears :  however,  there's  an  end  of  your  frolics — Isaac 
Mcodoza  will  be  here  presently,  and  to-morrow  you 
•ball  marry  him. 

LomUa,  Never,  while  I  have  life. 

Ferd.  Indeed,  sir,  I  wonder  how  you  can  think  of 
such  a  man  for  a  son-in-law. 

Jer9m€,  Sir,  you  are  very  kind,  to  favour  me  with 
yonr  sentiments  :-^nd  pray,  what  is  your  objection  to 
himt 

Ftrd,  He  is  a  Portuguese,  in  the  first  place. 

Jermne.  No  such  thing,  boy*:  he  has  forsworn  his 
country. 

lAndMO.  He  is  a  Jew. 

Jerome.  Another  mistake :  he  has  been  a  Christian 
these  six  weeks. 

Ferd.  Ay,  he  left  his  old  religion  for  an  estate,  and 
has  not  had  time  to  get  a  new  one. 

Louisa.  But  stands  like  a  dead  wall  between  church 
and  synagogue,  or  like  the  blank  leaves  between  the 
Old  and  New  Testament. 

Jerome.  Any  thing  more  ? 

Ferd.  But  the  most  remarkable  part  of  his  character 
is,  his  passion  for  deceit  and  tricks  of  cunning. 

Louita.  Though  at  the  same  time  the  fool  predomi- 
nates so  much  over  the  knave,  that  I  am  told  he  is 
generally  the  dupe  of  his  own  art. 

B  2 
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Ftrd.  Trae,  like  an  unskilful  gmmer,  h^  utoally 
misses  his  aim,  and  it  hurt  by  the  recoil  of  bis  own 
piece. 

Jerome,  Any  thing  more? 

Louisa,  To  sum  up  all,  he  has  the  worst  fault  %  hus- 
band can  have— lie*s  not  my  choice. 

Jerome,  But  you  are  his  ;  and  choice  on  one  ride  if 
sufficient.  Two  lovers  should  never  meet  in  marriage. 
Be  you  sour  as  you  please,  he  is  sweet-tempered,  and  for 
your  good  fruit,  there*s  nothing  like  ingrafting  on  a  crab. 
Any  thing  more  ? 

Louisa,  I  detest  him  as  a  lover,  and  shall  ten  tiiaes 
more  as  a  husband. 

Jerome,  I  don't  know  that.  Marriage  generally  m%Xe* 
a  great  change — but,  to  cut  the  matter  short,  will  you 
have  him,  or  not  ? 

Louisa,  There'is  nothing  else  I  could  disobey  you  in. 
Jerome,  Do  you  value  your  father's  peace  ? 
Louisa.  So  much,  that  I  will  not  fasten  on  him  the 
regret  of  making  an  only  daughter  wretched. 

Jerome,  Very  well,  ma*am ;  then  mark  me — never 
more  will  I  see  or  converse  with  you  till  you  return  tp 
your  duty.  No  reply  i  This  and  your  chamber  shall  be 
your  apartments  ;  I  never  will  stir  out,  without  leaving 
you  under  lock  and  key,  and  when  l*m  at  home,  no  crea- 
ture can  approach  you  but  through  my  library.  We'll 
try  who  can  be  most  obstinate.  Out  of  my  sight !— there 
remain,  till  you  know  your  duty.  [Pushes  her  out,  n.  d. 
Ferd,  Surely,  sir,  my  sister's  inclinations  should  be 
consulted  in  a  matter  of  this  kind,  and  some  regard  paid 
to  Don  Antonio,  being  ray  particular  friend. 

Jerome,  That,  doubtless,  is  a  very  great  recommenda 
tion.    I  certainly  have  not  paid  sufficient  respect  to  it. 

Ferd,  There  is  not  a  man  living  I  would  sooner  chooji^ 
for  a  brother-in-law. 

Jerome,  Very  possible ;  and  if  you  happen  to  have 
e'er  a  sister,  who  is  not  at  the  same  time  a  daughter  of 
mine,  I'm  sure  I  shall  have  no  objection  to  the  relation- 
ship— but  at  present,  if  you  please,  we'll  drop  the  sub- 
ject. 

Ferd,  Nay,  sir,  'tis  only  my  regard  for  my  sister 
makes  me  speak. 

Jerome,  Then  pray,  sir,  in  future,  let  your  regard  tor 
your  father  make  you  hold  your  tongue. 

Ferd,  I  have  done,  sir — I  shall  only  add  a  wish,  that 
you  would  reflect  what  at  your  age  you  would  have  felt, 


tCSMB  III.  THK   DU£NNA.  17 

had  you  been  crossed  in  yonr  affeetion  for  the  mother  of 
her  yon  are  so  severe  to. 

Jerome.  Wliy,  I  must  confess  I  had  a  great  affection 
for  your  mother's  ducats,  but  that  was  al),  boy.  I  mar- 
ried lier  for  her  fortune,  and  she  took  me  in  obedience 
to  her  father,  and  a  very  happy  couple  we  were.  We 
nerier  expected  any'loye  from  one  another,  and  so  we 
were  never  disappointed.  If  we  grumbled  a  little  now 
and  then,  it  was  soon  over,  for  we  were  neyer  fond 
enough  to  quarrel;  and  when  the  crood  woman  died, 
why,  why — I  had  as  lieye  she  had  lived,  and  I  wish 
every  widower  in  Seville  could  say  the  same.  I  shall 
now  go  and  get  the  key  of  this  dressing-room-^o,  good 
ton,  if  you  have  any  lecture  in  support  of  disobedience 
to  give  your  sister,  it  must  be  brief ;  so  make  the  best 
of  your  time,  d'ye  hear?  [Exit,  a. 

Ferd,  I  fear,  indeed,  my  friend  Antonio  has  little  to 
hope  for:  however,  Louisahasfirmness,  and  my  father's 
anger  will  probably  only  increase  her  affection.  In  our 
intercourse  with  the  world,  it  is  natural  for  us  to  dislike 
.those  who  are  innocently  the  cause  of  our  distress ;  but 
in  the  heart's  attachment,  a  woman  never  likes  a  man 
with  ardour  till  she  has  suffered  for  his  sake.  [Noise.'\ 
Soh !  what  bustle  is  here  !  between  my  father  and  the 
Duenna,  too.    I'll  e'en  get  out  of  the  way.      [Exit,  l 

Enter  Don  Jerome  with  a  Letter^  pulling  in  the 

Duenna,  r. 

Jerome,  I'm  astonish'd !  I'm  thunder-struck  I  here's 
treachery  and  conspiracy  with  a  vengeance !  You,  An- 
tonio's creature,  and  chief  manager  of  this  plot  for  my 
daughter's  eloping  ! — you,  that  I  placed  here  as  a  scare- 
crow? 

Duenna.  What? 

Jerome.  A  scarecrow— to  prove  a  decoy-duck  !  What 
have  you  to  say  for  yourself  ? 

Duenna,  Well,  sir,  since  you  have  forced  that  letter 
from  me,  and  discovered  my  real  sentiments,  I  scorn  to 
renounce  them  •  I  am  Antonio's  friend,  and  it  was  my 
ijitention  that  your  daughter  should  have  served  you  as 
all  such  old  tyrannical  sots  should  be  served.  I  delight 
in  the  tender  passions,  and  would  befriend  all  under  their 
influence. 

Jerome,  The  tender  passions!  yes,  they  would  bp- 
come  those  impenetrable  features !  Why,  thou  deceitful 
bay !  I  placed  thee  as  a  guard  to  the  rich  blossoms  ol 
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my  daufi^hter'fi  beaaty .  I  thought  that  dragon*!  lyom  of 
thine  would  cry  aloof  to  the  sons  of  gallantry  i  stMl- 
traps  and  spring-guns  seemed  writ  in  every  wrinkle  of  it. 
But  y^u  shall  quit  my  house  this  instant.  The  tender 
passions,  indeed  I  Go,  thou  wanton  sibyl,  thou  amoroas 
woman  of  Eodor,  go  ! 

Duenna,  You  base,  scurrilous,  old — but  I  won't  de* 
mean  myself  by  naming  what  you  are.  Yes,  savage,  1*11 
leave  your  den  ;  but  I  suppose  you  don*t  mean  to  detain 
my  apparel.     I  may  have  my  things,  1  presume? 

Jerome.  I  took  you,  mistress,  with  your  wardrobe  on. 
"What  have  you  pilfered,  eh? 

Dtienna.  Sir,  I  must  take  leave  of  my  mistress  ;  she 
has  valuables  of  mine ;  besides,  my  cardinal  and  veil 
are  in  her  room. 

Jerome,  Your  veil,  forsooth!  What,  do  you  dread 
being  gazed  at  ?  or  are  you  afraid  of  your  complexion? 
Well,  go  take  your  leave,  and  get  your  veil  and  eardi- 
nal !  soh  !  you  quit  the  house  within  these  five  minutMU 
In — ^in— <]uick  !  [Exit  Duenva,  m.  d.]  Here  was  a  pre- 
cious, plot  of  mischief  I  These  are  the  comforts  dnngh- 
ters  bring  us  1 

AIR. 

If  a  daughter  you  have,  slie*s  the  plague  of  your  life ; 
No  peace  shall  you  know,  though  you*ve  buried  your 

wife: 
At  twenty  she  mocks  at  the  duty  you  taught  her : 
O  what  a  plague  is  an  obstinate  daughter  I 

Sighing  and  whining. 
Dying  and  pining, 
O  what  a  plague  is  an  obstinate  daughter ! 

When  scarce  in  their  teens,  they  have  wit  to  perplex  us ; 
With  letters  and  lovers  for  ever  they  vex  us  ; 
Whileeach  still  rejects  the  fair  suitor  you*ve brought  her : 
O  what  a  plague  is  an  obstinate  daughter  ! 

Wrangling  and  jangling, 

Flouting  and  pouting, 
O  what  a  plague  is  an  obstinate  daughter ! 

Enter  Louisa,  m .  d.,  dreesed  at  the  Dubnka,  with  Car* 
dinal  and  Veir^ seeming  to  cry, 

Jerome,  This  way,  mistress,  this  way.  What,  I  war- 
rant, a  tender  parting  I  Soh  I  tears  of  turpentine  down 
those  deal  cheeks.    Ay,  you  may  well  hide  your  head. 
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Tet,  whine  till  your  heart  breaks ;  but  I'll  not  haar  one 
word  of  excuse— so  you  are  right  to  be  dumb.  This  way. 
[PuMng  her  out,)  [Kreim^,  a. 

EhUer  Dubmna. 

Dmenna,  So,  speed  yon  well,  sagacious  Don  Jerome  I 
Ob,  rare  effects  of  passion  and  obstinacy  I  Now  shall  I 
try  whether  I  can't  play  the  fine  lady  as  well  as  my  mis- 
tress ;  and,  if  I  succeed,  I  may  be  a  fine  lady  for  the  rest 
of  my  life.  I'll  fbse  no  time  to  equip  myself.  [ExU^  m.  d. 

SCENE  IV.— TA^  Court  b^ore  Don  Jbmomb's  Houm, 

&Uer  Don  Jbrome  and  Louisa,  l, 

Jerome.  Come,  mistress,  there  is  your  way.  The 
world  lies  before  you,  so  troop,  thou  antiquated  E?e, 
then  original  sin.  Hold,  yonder  is  some  fellow  skulking ; 
perhaps  it  is  Antonio.  Go  to  him,  d'ye  hear  ?  and  tell  hin 
to  make  yon  amends,  and  as  he  has  got  you  turned  away, 
tall  him  I  say  it  is  but  just  he  should  take  you  himself: 
go.  [£rif  Louisa,  L.]  Soh!  I  am  rid  of  her,  thank 
Hi»Ten !  and  now  I  snail  be  able  to  keep  my  oath,  and 
confine  my  daughter  with  better  security.  \_ExU^  l. 

SCENE  v.—  The  Piazza. 

Enter  Clara  and  her  Maid,  r. 

Maid.  But  where,  madam,  is  it  you  intend  to  go  ? 

Clara.  Any  where  to  aYoid  the  selfish  Tiolence  of  my 
mother-in-law,  and  Ferdinand's  insolent  importunity 

Maid.  Indeed,  ma'am,  since  we  have  profited  by  Doo 
Ferdinand's  key,  in  making  our  escape,  I  think  we  had 
best  find  him,  if  it  were  only  to  thank  him. 

Clara.  No  :  be  has  offended  me  exceedingly. 

^Retire,  r.  u.  b. 

Enter  Louisa,  l. 

Louisa.  So,  I  have  succeeded  in  being  turned  out  of 
doors — but  hovv  shall  I  find  Antonio  ?  I  dare  not  inquire 
for  him,  for  fear  of  being  discovered.  I  would  send  to 
my  friend  Clara,  but  that  I  doubt  her  prudery  would 
condemn  me.  [Apart. 

Maid,  Then  suppose,  ma'am,  you  were  to  try  if  your 
friend  Donna  Louisa  would  not  receiye  you  7 

[^port  to  Clara. 
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Clara,  No :  her  notions  of  filial  duty  are  so  seYere^ 
she  would  certainly  betray  me.  [AparL 

Louisa.  Clara  is  of  a  cold  temper,  and  would  think 
this  step  of  mine  highly  forward.  ^  {^Apart, 

Clara,,  Louisa's  respect  for  her  father  is  so  great,  she 

would  not  credit  the  nnkindness  of  mine.  \^Apart, 

[Louisa  turng^  and  sees  Clara  and  Maid. 

Lowua,  Ha !  who  are  those  ?  Sure  one  is  Clara.  If  it 
be,  IMl  trust  her.   Clara  !  ^{^Advaneeg, 

Clara.  Louisa  !  and  in  masquerade,  too  ! 

Louita.  You  will  be  more  surprised  when  (  tell  yoi, 
that  I  have  run  away  from  my  father^ 

Clara.  Surprised,  indeed  I  and  I  should  certainly 
chide  you  most  horridly,  only  that  I  have  just  ran  away 
from  mine. 

LouUa.  My  dear  Clara  !  {^Embraee. 

Clara.  Dear  sister  truant!  and  whither  are  yea 
going? 

Louisa.  To  find  the  man  I  love,  to  be  sure.  And,  I 
presume,  you  would  have  no  aversion  to  meet  wi^  my 
brother  ? 

Clara.  Indeed  I  should  :  he  has  behaved  so  ill  tome, 
I  don't  believe  I  shall  ever  forgive  him. 

AIR. — Clara.  « 

When  sable  night,  each  drooping  plant  restoring. 

Wept  o'er  the  flowers  her  breath  did  cheer, 
As  some  sad  widow  o'er  her  babe  deploring. 

Wakes  its  beauty  with  a  tear ; 
When  all  did  sleep,  whose  weary  hearts  did  borrow 

One  hour  from  love  and  care  to  rest. 
Lo  !  as  I  press'd  my  couch  in  silent  sorrow. 
My  lover  caught  me  to  his  breast : 
He  vow'd  he  came  to  save  me 
From  those  who  would  enslave  me  ! 
Then  kneeling,  < 

Kisses  stealing, 
Endless  faith  he  swore ; 

But  soon  I  chid  him  thence, 
For  had  his  fond  pretence 
Obtain'd  one  favour  then, 
And  he  had  press'd  again, 
I  fear'd  my  treacherous  heart  might  grant  him  more. 

Lovita.  Wt}\,  for  all  this,  I  would  have  sent  Idm  lo 
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plsfMl  his  ptrdon,  bat  that  I  would  not  yet  awhll«  have 
maiL  know  of  my  flight.  And  wh^e  do  you  hope  to  find 
protaetion  1 

Citnra.  The  Lady  Abbess  of  the  convent  of  St.  Ca- 
therine is  a  relation  and  ^ind  friend  of  mind.  I  shall  be 
fpeure  with  her,  and  you  had  best  go  thither  with  me. 

LouiMa,  No ;  I  am  determined  to  find  Antonio  first ; 
and,  as  I  iive,  here  comes  the  very  man  I  will  employ 
to  seek  him  for  me. 

(Uara»  Who  is  he?  he*s  a  strange  figure ! 

Louisa.  Yes  ;  that  sweet  creature  is  the  man  whom 
my  fieither  has  fixed  on  for  my  husband. 

dara.  And  will  you  speals  to  him  ?  Are  yon  jnad  ? 

htnUMa,  He  is  the  fittest  man  in  the  world  for  my  pur- 
pose ;  for,  though  I  was  to  have  married  him  to-morrow, 
he  is  the  only  man  in  Seville,  who.  I  am  sure,  never 
saw  me  in  his  life. 

Clara.  And  how  do  you  know  him  ? 

LovkUa,  He  arrived  but  yesterday,  and  he  was  shown 
to  wnb  from  the  window,  fis  he  visited  my  father. 

Clang.  Well,  1*11  begone. 

hauiaa.  Hold,  niy  dear  Clara :  a  thought  has  struck 
me.  Will  you  give  me  leave  to  borrow  your  name,  as  I 
see  oecasioQ  ?  [Crosses  to  l. 

C^ra.  It  will  but  disgrace  you— but  use  it  as  you 
please.  I  dare  not  stay^ — [Gfoin^]— but,  Louisa,  if  you 
should  see  your  brother,  be  sure  you  don*t  inform  him, 
that  I  have  taken  refuge  with  the  Dame  Prior  of  the 
convent  of  St.  Catherine,  on  the  left  hand  side  of  the 
Piazza,  which  leads  to  the  6hurch  of  St.  Anthony. 

Louisa.  Ha  I  ha !  ha !  I'll  be  very  particular  in  my 
direetions  where  he  may  not  find  you.  IBxeunt  Clara. 
aud  Maid,  l.]  So  !  my  swain,  yonder,  has  done  ad- 
miring himself,  and  draws  nearer.  [Retires,  r. 

Enter  Isaac  and  Carlos,  r.,  Isaac  with  a  Pocket 

Glass. 

Isaac.  [Looking  in  the  Glass.']  I  tell  you,  friend 
Carlos,  I  will  please  myself  in  thekabit  of  ray  chin. 

Carlos.  But,  my  dear  friend,  how  can  you  think  to 
please  a  lady  with  such  a  face  ? 

Isaac.  Why,  what's  the  matter  with  the  face?  I  think 
it  is  a  very  engaging  face  ;  and,  I  am  sure,  a  lady  must 
have  very  little  taste,  who  could  dislilce  my  beard.  [Sees 
Louisa.]  See  now!-— 1*11  die  if  here  is  not  a  little 
damsel  struck  with  it  already. 
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Louisa,  Signior,  are  you  disposed  to  oblige  a  laid]r» 
who  greatly  wants  your  assistance  t  [C/fivciit* 

haae.  Egad,  a  Tery  pretty  bltick-eyed  girl  1  She  hM 
certainly  taken  a  fancy  to  me,  Carlos.  First,  ma'am,  I 
must  beg  the  favour  •of  your  name. 

Louua.  ^o  !  it*s  well  I  am  proTided.  {AMide,^  My 
name,  sir,  is  Donna  Clara  d'Almanza. 

.  Isaac,  What  I— Don  Guzman's  daughter  7  I*faith,  I 
just  now  heard  she  was  missing. 

Louisa,  But  sure,  sir,  you  haye  too  much  gallantry 
and  honour  to  betray  me,  whose  fault  is  loTe  ? 

Isaac.  So !  a  passion  for  me !  Poor  girl !  Why, 
ma*am»  as  for  betraying  you,  I  don*t  see  how  I  could 
get  any  thing  by  it ;  so  you  may  rely  on  my  honour  ; 
but  as  for  your  love,  I  am  sorry  your  case  is  so  desperate. 

Louisa,  Why  so,  signior  ? 

Isaac,  Because  I  am  positively  engaged  to  another—- 
an*t  I,  Carlos  ? 

Louisa,  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

.  Isaac,  No,  no ;  what  should  I  hear  fur  ?  It  is  impos- 
sible for  me  to  court  you  in  an  honourable  way ;  and, 
for  any  thing  else,  if  1  were  to  comply  now,  I  suppose 
you  have  some  ungrateful  brother,  or  cousin,  who  would 
want  to  cut  my  throat  for  my  civility :  so,  truly,  you 
had  best  go  home  again. 

Louisa.  Odious  wretch!  [Aside,']  But,  good  sig- 
nior, it  is  Antonio  d*Ercilla,  on  whose  account  I  have 
eloped. 

Isaac.  How!  what!  It  is  not  with  me,  then,  that 
you  are  in  love  ? 

Louisa,  No,  indeed,  it  is  not. 

Isaac,  Then  you  are  a  forward,  impertinent  simpletOB  I 
and  I  shall  certainly  acquaint  your  father. 

Louisa.  Is  this  your  gallantry '' 

Isaac,  Yet,  hold— Antonio  D'Ercilla,  did  you  say? 
Egad,  I  may  make  something  of  this^-Antonio  D*£r- 
oillaf 

Louisa.  Yes ;  and,  if  ever  you  hope  to  prosper  in 
love,  you  will  bring  me  to  him 

Isaac.  By  St.  lago,  and  I  will,  too.  Carlos,  this  An- 
tonio is  one  who  rivals  me  (as  I  have  heard)  with  Louisa. 
Now,  if  I  could  hamper  him  with  this  girl,  I  should 
have  the  field  to  myself.  Eh,  Carlos  I  A  lucky  thought, 
isn't  it  ? 

Carlos.  Yes,  very  good— very  good. 

Isaac,  Ah  \  this  little  brain  is  never  at  a  loss*  Con- 
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ninir  Imme  t  euniiing  rogue !    Donna  Claia,  will  yon 
troft  yourself  awhile  to  my  friend's  direction  t 

LtmUa,  May  I  rely  on  you,  good  signior? 

CarUt*  I^ciyt  it  is  impossible  I  should  deceive  you. , 

AIR. 

Had  I  a  heart  for  falsehood  framed, 

1  ne*er  could  injure  you  ; 
For  though  your  tongue  no  promise  claim'd, 

Your  charms  would  make  me  true. 
-To  you  no  soul  shall  bear  deceit, 

No  stranger  offer  wrong ; 
But  friends  in  all  the  aged  you'll  meet. 

And  loTers  in  the  young. 

But  when  they  learn  that  you  haye  blest 

Another  with  your  heart. 
They'll  bid  aspiring  passions  rest. 

And  act  a  brother's  part. 
Then,  lady,  dread  not  here  deceit, 

Nor  fear  to  suffer  wrong  ; 
For  friends  in  all  the  aged  you'll  meet. 

And  brothers  in  the  young. 

Igaac,  Conduct  the  lady  to  my  lodgings,  Carlos :  I 
must  haste  to  Don  Jerome.  Perhaps  you  know  Louisa, 
ma'am.    She  is  divinely  handsdme,  isn't  she? 

LouUa.  You  must  excuse  me  not  joining  with  you. 

iMoae,  Why,  I  haye  heard  it  on  all  hands. 

Ltmiaa,  Her  father  is  uncommonly  partial  to  her ;  but 
I  believe  you  will  find  she  has  rather  a  matronly  air. 

luuie.  Carlos,  this  is  all  envy :  you  pretty  girls  never 
speak  well  of  one  another.  Hark  ye,  find  out  Antonio, 
and  I'll  saddle  him  with  this  scrape,  1  warrant !  Oh, 
'twas  the  luckiest  thought  1  Donna  Clara,  your  very 
obedient— CJarios,  to  your  post.  [CrosiCi  to  a. 

DUET. 

Isaae,     My  mistress-  expects  me,  and  I  must  go  to  her. 

Or  how  can  I  hope  for  a  smile  ? 
LoMifO.  Soon  mav  you  return  a  prosperous  wooer. 
But  think  what  T  suffer  the  while : 
Alone,  and  away  from  the  man  whom  I  love, 
In  strangers  I'm  forced  to  confide. 
laaae.     Dear  lady,  my  friend  you  may  trust,  and  he'll 
'  prove, 
Tonr  aervaiit,  protector,  and  guide. 
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AIR— Cabu». 

Gentle  maid,  ah !  why  siis[>ect  me  I 
Let  me  serve  thee — thdn  rejeet  me. 
Canst  thon  trust,  and  I  de<!elte  theet 
Art  thou  sad,  and  shall  1  grieye  thee? 
Gentle  maid,  ah  !  why  suspect  me  t 
Let  me  serve  thee— then  reject  me. 

TRIO. 

Louisa,  Never  may'st  thou  happy  be, 
If  in  aught  thou*rt  false  to  me, 

Isaac,     Never  may  he  happy  be, 

If  in  aught  he*s  false  to  thee. 

Carlos,  Never  may  I  happy  be. 

If  in  aught  I'm  false  to  thee. 

Louisa.  Never  may'st  thou,  &c. 
Isaac,     Never  may  he,  &c. 
Carlos,  Never  may  I,  &c. 

[Exeunt  Carlos  and  Louisa,  l.,  Isaac,  r. 


ACT  11. 

SCENE  l.^A  Library  in  Don  Jerfme's  Houte, 

Enter  Don  Jerome  and  Isaac,  l. 

Jerome,  Ha  !  ha !  ha !  Run  away  from  her  Ikther  1 
Has  she  given  him  the  slip?  Ha !  ba!  lui  1  Poor  Dob 
Guzman ! 

■  Isaac.  Ay ;  and  I  am  to  conduct  her  to  Antoaio ;  by 
which  means,  you  see,  I  shall  hamper  him  so  that  be  can 
give  me  no  disturbance  with  your  daughter.  This  is  trap, 
isn't  it  ?  A  nice  stroke  of  canning,  eh  ? 

Jerome,  Excellent !  excellent !  Yes,  yee,  carry  her  to 
him  ;  hamper  him,  by  all  means.  Ha  !  he  !  ha  !  poor  Dea 
Guzman  !  An  old  fool !  imposed  on  by  a  gfrl ! 

Isaac,  Nay,  they  have  the  conning  of  serpents,  that's 
the  truth  on't. 

Jerome,  Psha  I  they  are  cunning  only  when  theyheve 
fools  to  deal  with.  Why  don't  my  girl  play  me  such  a 
trick  ?  Let  her  oenning  overreaeh  Biy  caution,  I  say-* 
eh  little  Isaac ! 
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ltaa€.  True,  trne ;  or  let  me  see  aay  of  tlie  lek  make 
a  fool  of  me.  No,  no,  -egad,  little  Solomon,  (as  my  aunt 
used  to  call  me)  understands  tricking  a  little  too  well. 

Jerome.  Ay,  but  such  a  driveller  as  Don  Ouzman — 

Isaac.  And  such  a  dupe^as  Antonio— 

Jerome.  Trne ;  sure  never  were  seen  such  a  couple 
of  credulous  simpletons  ;  but  come,  His  time  you  should 
see  my  daughter.  You  must  carry  on  the  siege  by  your- 
self, friend  Isaac. 

/jMiae.  Sir,  you'll  introduce— 

Jerome.  No— I  have  sworn  a  solemn  oath  not  to  see 
or  speak  to  her  till  she  renounces  her  disobedience  x  win 
her  to  that,  and  she  gaind  a  father  and  a  husband  at 
once. 

Itaae.  'Gad,  I  shall  never  be  able  to  deal  with  her 
alone.  Nothing  keeps  me  in  such  awe  as  perfect  beauty : 
now  there  is  something  consoling  and  encouraging  in 
ugliness. 

SONG. 

Give  Isaac  the  nymph  who  no  beauty  can  boast, 
Bat  healtb  and  good-humour  to  make  her  his  toast : 
If  straight,  I  donH  mind  whether  slender  or  fat. 
And  six  feet  or  four — we'll  ne'er  quarrel  for  that. 

Whate'er  her  complexion,  I  vow  I  don't  care ; 
If  brown  it  Is  lasting,  more  pleasing  if  fair ; 
And  though  in  her  face  I  no  dimples  should  see. 
Let  her  smile,  and  each  dell  is  a  dimple  to  me. 

Let  her  locks  be  the  reddest  that  ever  were  seen, 
And  her  eyes  may  be  e'en  any  colour  but  green ; 
Be  they  light,  gray,  or  black,  their  lustre  and  hue, 
I  swear  I've  no  choice,  only  let  her  have  two. 

'Tis  true,  I'd  dispense  with  a  throne  on  her  back. 
And  white  teeth,  I  own,  are  geuteeler  than  black ; 
A  little  round  chin,  too,  's  a  beauty,  I've  heard  ; 
But  I  only  desire  she  may  not  have  a  beard. 

Jerome.  You  will  change  your  note,  my  friend,  when 
you*ve  seen  Louisa. 

haae.  Oh,- Don  Jerome,  the  honour  of  your  alliance — 

Jerome.  Ay,  but  her  beaut^^ill  affect  you.  She  is, 
though  I  say  it,  who  am  her  father,  a  very  prodigy. 
There  you  will  see  features  !  wiih  an  eye  like  mine — yes, 
i'falth,  there  isa\ind  of  wicked  sparkling — something 
of  a  roguish  brightivess.  that  shows  her  to  be  my  own 

haac.  Pretty  rogae ! 
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Jeromt,  Then,  when  she  smiles,  yoa*U  sm  a  little 
dimple  in  one  cheeli  only  ^  a  beauty  it  is  certainly,  yet 
you  shall  not  say  which  is  prettiest,  the  cheek  with  tlie 
dimple,  or  the  cheek  without. 

Jsaae.  Pretty  rogue ! 

Jerome,  Then  the  roses  on  those  cheeks  are  sliaded 
with  a  sort  of  TeWet  down,  that  gives  a  delicacy  to  the 
glow  of  health. 

haac.  Pretty  rogue  ! 

Jerome,  Her  skin  pure  dimity,  yet  more  fair,  being 
spangled  here  and  there  with  a  golden  freckle. 

Isaac.  Charming  pretty  rogue !  Pray  how  is  the  toiM 
of  her  yoice? 

Jerome,  Remarkably  pleasing — but  if  you  could  pre- 
vail on  her  to  sing,  you  would  be  enchanted.  She  is  a 
nightingale — a  Virginia  nightingale— but  come,  come ; 
her  maid  shall  conduct  you  to  her  antechamber. 

haac.  Well,  egad,  1*11  pluck  up  resolution,  and  mael 
her  frowns  intrepidly. 

Jerome,  Ay !  woo  her  briskly — win  her,  and  give  me 
a  proof  of  your  address,  my  little  Solomon. 

h€iac»  But  hold — I  expect  my  friend  Carlos  to  call  on 
me  here.    If  be  comes,  will  you  send  him  to  me  ? 

Jerome,  I  will.  Lauretta,  come — she*ll  show  yon  to 
the  room.  What !  do  you  droop  ?  heroes  a  mournful  ttiee 
to  make  love  with !  [JSxeunf,  m« 

SCENE  II.— LoeiSA*s  Drening-Room. 

Enter  Maid  and  Isaac,  r. 

Maid,  Sir,  my  mistress  will  wait  on  youjpreyently. 

\Goe$  to  M.  D. 

Uaac,  When  she*s  at  leisure— don't  hurry  her.  [Exii 
Maid,  m.  d.]  I  wish  I  had  ever  practised  a  love  scene! 
— I  doubt  I  shall  make  a  poor  figure.  I  couldn't  be 
more  afraid,  if  1  was  going  before  the  Inquisition.  So ! 
the  door  opens— yes,  she*s  coming— the  very  rustling  of 
her  silk  has  a  disdainful  sound. 

Enter  Duenna,  dreued  ae  Louisa,  m.  d. 

Now  dar*n*t  I  look  round,  for  the  soul  of  me : — her  beaa* 
ty  will  certainly  strike  me  dumb,  if  I  do.  I  wish  8lie*d 
speak  first. 

Duenna,  Sir,  I  attend  your  pleasure. 

Uaac.  So !  the  ice  is  broke,  and  a  pretty  civil  begin- 
ning, too  I   Hem!  madam— miss— I*m  all  attention. 


Ml.  Nay,  sir,  'lis  I  whu  should  lUten,  and  j 

Bgid,  tlilB  isn't  BO  disdainfiil,  oeilliei  >e- 

n;  »™tQreto  look.    No— I  dar'n't— oi  ics 

roguish  aparliUrs  wuuld  fix  me  sgtin. 
•a.  You  seem  thoughtful,  sir.    Lei  me  ids 

it  down. 

So.  so  ;  she  moUiSes  apace — she's  slrni 
e  !  This  attitude  has  had  its  effect. 
m-  Come,  sir.  here's  a  chair. 

Madam,  the  ^[reatness  of  your  gnodiiMI  oTer- 
■B.    Thai  a  lady  so  lovely  shoald  deign  lo  turn 

[She  latei  AJa  hand — he  lumt,  and  mi  her. 

to.  You  seem  sorpriaed  at  iny  condescensioo. 

Why,  yea,  madam,  I  am  a  little  surprhed  at 
ida  !  this  can  never  be  Louisa : — she's  as  old  ns 
M!  [.Itiile. 

la.  But  farmer  prepo ■'session a  give  way  lo  iiiy 

[iliufa.]  Her  papa!   Yes,  'lis  she,  then.    Lord  ! 
tnr  blind  tome  parents  are  ! 
B.  Signiur  Isaac. 

Truly,  the  little  damsel  was  right : — she  has 
natronly  air,  indeed  !  Ah  !  "tis  well  my  affections 

a.  SIgnlor,  won't  you  ait?  [S*e  lilt. 

Pardon  me,  madam  ;  {  have  scarce  ri^covered 
Uhment  at— your  oondescenaion,  madam.  She 
BTil's  own  dimples,  to  be  sure  1  [Atide. 

a.  I  do  not  wonder,  sir,  that  you  are  surprised 
ability.  I  own.  si^nior,  that  1  was  vastly  pre- 
1  against  yon,  and  being  leased  by  my  papa,  1 
■ome  encouragement  lo  Antonio  ;  but  then,  sir, 
:  described  to  me  as  quite  a  different  person. 

Ay,  and   ao  were  you  to   me,  upon  my  soul. 


a.  But  w 

hen  I 

iaw  you 

I   was  at 

iver  more 

my  life. 
Tfial  wa 

a  just 

my  case 

too,   madai 

in:  I  was 

p,  for 

my  part. 

a.  Well. 

sir.  I 

misappreher 

ision  has 

tuai.    Yo 

u  eip( 

■.ciei    lo   1 

i..d  me   hau 

ffhty  and 

id  I  was  i 

laught 

to  believ. 

e  you  a  liltl 

e.  black. 

)d  fallow, 

.  witliout  jierson, 

,  manners,  or  addreia. 
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I»aae,  Egad,  I  wish  she  had  answered  her  pictare  as 
well  I 

Duenna.  But,  sir,  your  air  is  noble— something  so 
UbvnU  In  your  carriage,  with  so  penetrating  an  eye,  and 
so  bewitching  a  smile ! 

Itaae,  Egad,  now  I  look  at  her  again,  I  don't  think 
she  is  so  ugly. 

Duenna.  So  little  like  a  Jew,  and  so  much  like  a  gen- 
tleman ! 

haac.  Well,  certainly  there  is  something  pleasing  in 
the  tone  of  her  voice. 

,  Duenna.  You  will  pardon  this  breach  of  decorum  in 
praising  you  thus ;  but  my  joy  at  being  so  agreeably  de- 
ceived has  given  me  sueh  a  flow  of  spirits  ! 

haac,  O,  dear  lady,  may  I  thank  those  dear  lips  for 
this  goodness?  [Kiaee  her.^  Why,  she  has  a  pretty 
sort  of  velvet  down,  that's  the  truth  on*t !  ^Aeide, 

Duenna.  O,  sir,  you  have  the  most  insinuating  man- 
ner t  but  indeed  you  should  get  rid  of  that  odious  beard 
— one  might  as  well  kiss  an  hedge-hog.  - 

haac.  Yes,  ma*am,  the  raaor  wouldnH  be  amiss— for 
either  of  us.  \^Aside.^  Gould  you  favour  me  with  a 
song  f 

Duenna.  Willingly,  sir,  though  I  am  rather  hoarse. 
— Ahem !  [Beffins  to  gin^, 

haac.  Very  like  a  Virginia  nightingale !  Ma*am,  I 
perceive  you're  hoarse— I  beg  you  will  not  distress — 

Duenna.  Oh,  not  in  the  least  distressed.    Now,  sir. 

SONG. 

When  a  tender  maid 

Is  first  assavM 
By  some  admiring  swain, 

How  her  blushes  rise. 

If  she  meets  his  eyes. 
While  he  unfolds  his  pain  ! 
If  he  takes  her  band,  she  trembles  quite ; 
Touch  her  lips,  and  she  swoons  oatright. 

While  a  pit-a-pat,  &c. 
Her  heart  avows  her  fright. 

But  in  time  appear 
Fewer  signs  of  fear, — 
The  youth  she  boldly  views ; 
If  her  hand  he  grasps. 
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Or  her  bosom  clasps, 
No  maotle  blush  ensues. 
Then  to  church  well  pleased  the  loyers  jnove, 
'    While  her  smiles  her  contentment  proye, 
And  a  pit-a-pat.  &c. 
Her  heart  avows  her  love. 

laaac.  Charming,  ma*am !  Enchanting  !  and,  truly, 
your  notes  put  me  in  mind  of  one  that*s  very  dear  to 
me  ;  a  lady,  indeed,  whom  you  greatly  resemble ! 

thunna.  How!  is  there,  then,  another  so  dear  to 
you? 

l%aac,  O,  no,  ma*am, — yon  mistake ;  it  was  my  mother 
I  meant. 

/>Meiiiitf.  Come,  sir,  I  see  you  are  amazed  and  con- 
founded at  my  condescension,  and  know  not  what  to 
say. 

"Uaoff,  It  is  very  true,  indeed,  ma'am ;  but  it  is  a 
judgment,  I  look  on  it  as  a  judgment  on  me,  for  delaying 
to  urge  the  time  when  you*ll  permit  me  to  complete  my 
liappiness,  by  acquainting  Don  Jerome  with  your  con- 
descension. 

Duenna.  Sir,  T  must  frankly  own  to  you,  that  I  can 
never  be  yours  with  my  papa's  consent. 

licac.  Good  lack !  how  so  ? 

Ditenna,  When  my  father,  in  his  passion,  swore  he 
would  never  see  me  again  till  I  acquiesced  in  his  will,  I 
also  made  a  vow,  that  1  would  never  take  a  husband 
from  his  hand :  nothing  shall  make  me  break  that  oath  : 
but,  if  you  have  spirit  and  contrivance  enough  to  carry 
me  off  without  his  knowledge,  I'm  yours. 

Isaac.  Hum ! 

Duenna.  Nay,  sir,  if  you  hesitate 

Isaac.  I'faith,  no  bad  whim  this.  If  I  take  her  at  her 
word,  I  shall  secure  her  fortune,  and  avoid  making  any 
settlement  in  return :  thus,  I  shall  not  only  cheat  the 
lover,  but  the  father  too.  Oh,  cunning  rogue,  Isaac ! 
Ay,  ay,  let  this  little  brain  alone.  Egad,  I'll  take  her 
in  the  mind. 

Duenna.  Well,  sir,  what's  your  determination  ? 

Isaac.  Madam,  I  was  dumb  only  from  rapture.  I  ap- 
plaud your  spirit,  and  joyfully  close  with  your  proposal ; 
for  which,  thus  let  me  on  this  lily  hajjd  express  my 
gratitude. 

Duenna.  Well,  sir,  you  must  get  my  father's  consent 
to  walk  with  me  in  the  garden.  But  by  no  means  inform 
h|m  of  my  kindness  to  you. 

c  8 


90  THE  DUBNNA.  ACTII. 

Uaae,  No,  to  be  sure ;  that  wqnld  spoil  all :  but,  trust 
me,  when  tricking  is  the  wonir— let  me  aloue  for  a  piece 
of  cunning  :  this  yery  day  you  shall  be  out  of  his  power. 

Duenna,  Well,  I  leave  the  management  of  it  all  to 
you.  I  perceive  plainly,  sir,  that  you  are  not  one  that 
can  be  easily  outwitted. 

Isaa^,  Egad,  you*re  right,  madam— you're  right, 
rfaith. 

Enter  Maid,  r. 

Maid.  Here's  a  gentleman  at  the  door,  who  begs 
permission  to  speak  with  Siguier  Isaac. 

haae.  A  friend  of  mine,  ma'am,  and  a  trusty  friend 
— ^let  him  come  in.  \_ExU  M1.10,  r.]  He  is  one  to  be 
depended  on,  ma'am. 

Enter  Carlos,  r. 
So.  coz.  IJ^de, 

Carlos,  I  have  left  Donna  Clara  at  your  lod^gs— 
but  can  no  where  find  Antonio. 

haae.  Wcdl,  1  will  search  him  out  myself.  Carlos, 
you  rogue,  I  thrive,  I  prosper. 

Carlos.  Where  is  your  mistress  ? 

ItcMC.  There,  you  booby,  there  she  stands. 

Carlos,  Why,  she's  damned  ugly  ! 

/<aae.  Hush!  IS%<qw  Ait  iwwtt. 

Ihienna,  What  is  your  friend  saying,  signior  ? 

Isaac,  Oh,  ma'am,  he  is  expressing  bis  raptares  at 
such  charms  as  he  never  saw  before, — eh,  Carlos? 

Carlos,  Ay,  such  as  I  never  saw  before,  indeed  I 

Duenna.  You  are  a  very  obliging  gentleman.  Well, 
Signior  isaac,  1  believe  we  had  better  part  for  the  pre- 
sent.   Remember  our  plan. 

Isaac,  Oh,  ma'am,  it  is  written  in  my  heart,  fixed  as 
the  image  of  those  divine  beauties.  Adieu,  Idol  of  sy 
soul  1 — yet  once  more  permit  me —  [iCittiss  her. 

Duenna.  Sweet,  courteous  sir,  adieu  I 

Isaac.  Your  slave  eternally.  Come,  Carlos,  say  some- 
thing civil  at  taking  leave. 

Carlos,  I'faith,  Isaac,  she  is  the  hardest  woman  to 
compliment  I  ever  saw  :  however,  I'll  try  something  I 
had  studied  for  the  occasion. 

SONG. 

Ah !  sure  a  pair  was  never  seen, 
So  justly  form'd  to  meet  by  nature ; 

The  youth  excelling  so  in  mien. 
The  maid  in  ev'ry  grace  of -feature. 
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Oh,  how  happy  are  saoh  lovers, 
When  kindred  beaaties  each  discoTers  I 

For  sarely  she 

Was  made  for  thee. 
And  thou  to  bless  this  lovely  creature. 

So  mild  your  looks,  your  children  thence 

Will  early  learn  the  task  of  duty  ; 
The  boys  with  all  their  father's  sense. 
The  girls  with  all  their  mother's  beauty. 
Oh  !  how  happy  to  inherit 
At  once  sach  graces  and  such  spirit ! 
Thus  while  you  live 
May  fortune  give 
Each  blessing  equal  to  your  merit ! 
[ExewU  Isaac  and  Carlos,  b.,  Dvbnna,  m.  d. 

SCENE  in.— il  Library. 

Jerome  and  Ferdinand  discovered. 

Jerome.  Object  to  Antonio  ?  I  have  said  it :  his  po- 
verty, can  you  acquit  him  of  that  ? 

Ferd.  Sir,  I  own  he  is  not  over  rich  ;  but  he  is  of  as 
ancient  and  honourable  a  family  as  any  in  the  king- 
dom. 

Jerome.  Yes,  I  know  the  beggars  are  a  very  ancient 
family  in  most  kingdoms  ;  but  never  in  great  repute, 
boy. 

Ferd.  Antonio,  sir,  has  many  amiable  qualities. 

Jerome.  But  he  is  poor.  Can  you  clear  him  of  that,  I 
say  ?  Is  he  not  a  gay,  dissipated  rake,  who  has  squan- 
dered his  patrimony  ? 

Ferd,  Sir,  he  inherited  but  little ;  and  that,  his  gene- 
rosity, more  than  his  p'rofuseness,  has  stripped  him  of ; 
but  he  has  never  sullied  his  honour,  which,  with  his 
title,  has  outlived  his  means. 

Jerome.  Pshaw  I  you  talk  like  a  blockhead  1  Nobi- 
lity, without  an  estate,  is  as  ridiculous  as  gold-lace  on 
a  frize  coat. 

Ferd.  This  language,  sir,  would  better  become  a 
Dutch  or  English  trader,  ihan  a  Spaniard. 

JeroHte.  Yes  ;  and  those  Dutch  and  Elnglish  traders, 
as  you  call  them,  are  the  wiser  people.  Why,  booby, 
in  England,  they  were  formerly  as  nice,  as  to  birth  and 
family,  as  we  are  :  but  they  have  long  discovered  what 
a  wonderful  purifier  gold  is ;  and  now,  no  one  there  re- 
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gards  pedigree  in  any  thing  but  a  iiorse.  Oh,  l.cie  conges 
Isaac  1  L  hope  be  has  prospered  in  his  suit. 

Ferd.  Doubtless,  that  agreeable  figure  of  his  must 
have  helped  his  suit  surprisingly. 

Jerome.  How  now  ?  [Ferdinahd  maUct  aside* 

Enter  Isaac,  l. 

Well,  my  friend,  have  you  softened  her  ? 

Isaac,  Oh,  yes ;  I  have  softened  her. 

Jerome,  What,  does  she  come  to? 

Isaac.  Why,  truly,  she  was  kinder  than  I  expected  to 
find  her. 

Jerome.  And  the  dear  little  angel  was  civil,  eh  ? 

Isaac,  Yes,  the  pretty  little  angel  was  very  civil. 

Jerpme,  I'm  transported  to  hear  it. 

Isaac.  Ay,  and  if  all  the  family  were  transported,  it 
would  not  signify.  [^Aside, 

Jerome.  Well,  and  you  were  astonished  at  her  beauty, 
eh? 

Isaac.  I  was  astonished,  indeed !  Pray,  how  old  is 
miss? 

Jerome..  How  old  ?  Let  me  see — eight  and  twelve :  Ae 
is  twenty. 

Isaac.  Twenty  ? 

Jerome,  Ay,  to  a  month. 

Isaac.  Then,  upon  my  soul,  she  is  the  oldest-looking 
girl  of  her  age  in  Christendom  ! 

Jerome.  Do  you  think  so  ?  but,  I  believe,  yoa  will 
not  see  a  prettier  girl. 

Isaac.  Here  and  there  one. 

Jerome.  Louisa  has  the  family  face. 

Isaac.  Yes,  *egad,  1  should  have  taken  it  for  a  familv 
face,  and  one  that  has  been  in  the  family  some  time,  too. 

lAsidt. 

Jerome,  She  has  her  father's  eyes. 

Isaac,  Truly,  I  should  have  guessed  them  to  have 
been  so.  If  she  had  her  mother's  spectacles,  I  believe 
she  would  not  see  the  worse.  [^Aside, 

Jtromc,  Her  ttunt  Ursula's  nose,  and  her  grandmo- 
ther's forehead,  to  a  hair. 

Isaac,  Ay,  *faith,  and  her  grandfather*s  chin,  to  a  hair. 

[Aside, 

Jerome.  Well,  if  she  was  but  as  dutiful  as  she's  hand- 
some—and hark  ye,  friend  Isaac,  she  is  none  of  your 
made-up  beauties — her  charms  are  of  the  lasting  kind. 

Isaac,  ['faith,  so  they  should ;  for  if  she  be  bat  twenty 
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9auw,  ihe  nwy  double  ber  age,   b^roru  her  years  will 

■    Bferlsfce  tier  ft.ee. 

\         Jerome.  Why.  zounds.  Master  Isaac  t   yoa  are  not 

Iiaevriag,  btk  yoq  ? 
Inac.  Why  now,   seriously,   Don  Jerome,   do   you 
ihlnk  your  daughter  beDdsnme  I 
Jeroait.  Bylhi$  liftil,  ihe'saBbandBonie  b  girl  as  any 
InScfille. 

Itaae.  Tben,  by  these  eyes,  E  Ihiak  tier  as   plain   a 
vomaa  as  e«er  I  beheld. 
Jerome.  By  St.  Isgo,  you  must  be  blind. 
Iiaac.  No.  no;   'tis  you  are  partial. 
Jerome.  How  !  have  I  neither  sense  nor  tiste?   If  a 
fair  skin,  fine  eyes,  teeth  of  iTory,  with  a  lovely  blooiig, 
and  a  delicate  shape. — if  these,  with  a  heavenly  voice, 
,      and  a  world  or  grace,  are  not  charms,  I  know  not  what 
yoB  call  beautiful. 

Iiaac.  Good  lack  !  wtin  what  eyes  a  fiitheT  sees  !  Ai 
I  have  life,  abe  is  Ihe  very  reverse  of  all  this.  As  for  the 
dimily  skin  y^utold  me  of,  I  swear,  'lis  a  thorough  nan- 
keeuas  ever  I  Bawl  Fnr  her  eyes,  their  utmost  merit  Is 
not  squinting  1  For  her  teeth,  where  there  isoneofltary, 
tUneighbour  is  pure  ebony  ;  black  and  white  alteraatrly, 
i«3l  like  Ihe  keys  of  an  harp^chord.  Then,  US  to  hpr 
singing,  and  heavenly  Toice — by  this  baud,  she  has  a 
riiriil,  cracked  pipe,  that  sounds,  for  all  Ihe  world,  like 
f      a  child's  trompel. 

I         Jerome.  Why,  you  little  Hebre«  scoundrel,  do  you 
I      ■MO  to  Insult  me  t  Out  of  my  house.  E  say  1 
I  Ferd.    Dear  sir,  what's  Ibe  matter  ? 

Jerotne.  Why,  this  Israelite  here  has  the  Impndenca 
to  say  your  sister's  ogly. 
Perd.  He  must  be  either  blind  or  insolent. 
liaae.  80,  1   And   they  are  all  in  a  story.      'Bgad,  I 
bdieTc  I  have  gone  too  far.' 

ferd.  Sure,  sir,  there  roast  be  some  mistake :  it  can't 
he  my  sister  whom  he  hoa  seen. 

Jerome.  *8death  !  you  are  as  great  n.  fool  as  he ! 
What  mistake  cau  there  be  1  Did  not  L  lock  up  Louisa, 
aad  bar'n't  I  the  key  in  my  own  pocket  I  And  didn't  her 
■aid  show  him  into  the  dressinij-room  1  And  yet  you  talk 
of  a  mistake.  No,  the  Poriuguese  meant  to  insult  mc  ! 
Dd,  but  that  this  roof  protects  him,  old  aa  I  am,  this 
Bkord  iboold  do  me  justice. 

Uaar.  I  must  gel  off  at  well  as  I  can  i  her  fortune  it 
ast  the  less  handsome. 
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DUET. 

Isaac,    Belieye  me,  good  sir,  I  nis*er  meant  to  offend ; 
My  mistress  I  loye,  and  I  value  my  friend  : 
To  win  her,  and  wed  her,  is  still  my  request. 
For  better,  for  worse,  and  I  swear  I  don't  jest, 

Jerome.  Zounds  I  yon*d  best  not  provoke  me,  my  rage 

is  so  high. 
Isaac,    Hold  him  fast,  I  beseech  you,  his  rage  is  so 
high. 
Good  sir,  youVe  too  hot,  and  this^place  I 
must  fly. 
Jerome,  YouVe  a  linave  and  a  sot,  and  this  place 
.    you'd  best  fly. 

Isaac,  Don  Jerome,  come  now,  let  us  lay  aside  all 
joking,  and  be  serious. 

Jerome,  How? 

Isaac.  Ha  !  ha  I  ha  !  I'll  be  hanged  if  you  hav*n*t 
taken  my  abuse  of  your  daughter  seriously. 

Jerome,  You  meant  it  so,  did  not  you  ? 

Isaac,  O  mercy,  no !  a  joke — ^just  to  try  how  angry  It 
would  make  you. 

Jerome,  Was  that  all,  i'faith?  I  didn't  know  you  had 
been  such  a  wag.  Ha  !  ba !  ha )  By  St.  lago !  you 
made  me  very  angry,  though.  Welt,  and  you  do  think 
Louisa  handsome  ? 

Isaac,  Handsome  !  Venus  de  Medicis  was  a  sibyl  to 
her. 

Jerome,  Give  me  your  hand,  you  little  jocose  rogue. 
*£gad,  I  thought  we  had  been  all  off. 

Ferd,  So !  i  was  in  hopes  this  would  have  been  a 
quarrel ;  but  I  find  the  Jew  is  too  cunning. 

Jerome,  Ay,  this  gust  of  passion  has  made  me  dry— 
I  am  seldom  ruffled.  Order  some  wine  in  the  next  room. 
Let  us  drink  the  poor  girl's  health.  Poor  Louisa  I  ugly, 
eh !  Ha !  ha  1  ha  !  'Twas  a  very  good  joke,  indeed  1 

Isaac.  And  a  very  true  one,  for  all  that. 

Jerome,  And,  Ferdinand,  I  insist  upon  your  drinking 
success  to  my  friend. 

Ferd,  Sir,  I  will  drink  success  to  my  friend,  with  all 
my  heart. 

Jerome,  Gome,  little  Solomon,  if  any  sparks  of  anger 
had  remained,  this  would  be  the  only  way  to  quench 
them. 


TRIO. 
A  bumper  o{  rodiI  liquor 
Will  end  >  contest  quicker 
Then  jusllcB,  jmlg-e,  or  vicar. 
So  fill  achecrrul  glass, 
And  let  good  humour  pass 
But  if  more  deep  the  quarrtl. 
Why,  sooner  drain  the  barrel, 
Than  be  the  tialcrul  fellow, 
Tbal'i  crabbed  vhen  he's  metlo 
A  baioper,  &c. 


SCENE  IV.— iBiLc's  Lodginga. 
Enter  Louisa,  l. 
,ua.  Was  ever  truant  daughter  so  Bhimsically 
istanced  as  I  am  !  I  hare  st'til  luy  iDleoded  Imaband 
k  sfter  my  lover— the  mail  of  my  falhei's  choiee  ii 
ID  bring  me  the  man  of  my  own :  but  liow  dis- 
Dg  is  this  Ijiterrnl  of  expectalion  I 

Enter  Cahloi,  b. 
tmd,  ia  Antonio  found  1 

■Uu.  I    could  not  meet    with  Mm,   lady;  but  I 
not,  my  friend  Isaac  will  be  here  with  him  pre- 

tUa-  Oh.  shame  I  you  have  used  no  diligence.    Is 

oor  courtesy  lo  a  lady,  who  hat  (rusted  herself  to 

^rotcellon  1 

-to*.  Indeed,  madam,  I  hare  not  been  remiss. 

lUa.  Well,  well;  but  if  either  of  you  had  known 

ach  moment  of  delay   weighs  upon  the  heart  of 

'bo  lores,  and  wails  the  object  of  her  love,  oh, 

<Dld  not  then  haie  triSed  thus  I 

iot.  Alas,  1  know  it  well  I 

Ad.  Were  you  ever  in  love,  then? 

io*.  I  was,  lady  :  but,  while  I  have  life,  will  ne- 

■  .gain. 

it*a.  V>  as  your  mistress  so  cruel  1 

tot.  It  the  bad  always   been  so    I  should  have 
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SONG. 

O,  had  my  love  ne'er  smiled  on  me, 

I  ne'er  had  known  such  anguish ; 
Bat  think  how  false,  how  cruel  she. 

To  bid  me  cease  to  languish — 
To  bid  me  hope  her  hand  to  gain. 

Breathe  on  a  flame  half  perish'd  ( 
And  then,  with  tiold  and  fix'd  disdain, 

To  kill  the  hope  she  cherish'd. 

Not  worse  his  fate,  who  on  a  wreek, 

That  droye  as  winds  did  blow  it, 
Silent  had  left  the  shatterM  deck, 

To  find  a  grave  below  it. 
Then  land  was  cried — no  more  resign'd. 

He  glowM  with  joy  to  hear  it ; 
Not  worse  his  fate,  his  woe,  to  find 

The  wreck  must  sink  ere  near  it. 

Louisa.  As  I  li?e,  here  is  your  friend  coning  wHh 
Antonio.    I'll  retire  for  a  moment,  to  surprise  him. 

Enter  Isaac  and  Antonio,  r. 

Ant,  Indeed,  my  good  friend,  you  must  be  mistaken. 
Clara  D'Almanza  in  love  with  me,  and  employ  yon  to 
bring  me  to  meet  her  !  It  is  impossible ! 

Isaac,  That  you  shall  see  in  an  instant.  Carlos, 
where  is  the  lady?  [Carlos  points  to  m.  d.]  In  the 
next  room,  is  she? 

Jnt.  Nay,  if  that  lady  is  really  here,  she  certainly 
wants  me  to  conduct  her  to  a  dear  friend  of  mine,  who 
has  long  been  her  lover. 

Isaac,  Pshaw  !  I  tell  you  'tis  no  such  thing.  You  are 
the  man  she  wants,  and  nobody  but  you.  Here's  ado 
to  persuade  you  to  *ake  a  pretty  girl  that's  dying  for 
you  ! 

Ant,  But  I  have  no  affection  for  this  lady. 

Isaac.  And  you  have  for  Louisa,  eh  ?  but,  takB  my 
word  for  it,  Antonio,  you  have  no  chance  there— so 
you  may  as  well  secure  the  good  that  offers  itself  to  you. 

Ant.  And  could  you  reconcile  it  to  your  conscience, 
to  supplant  your  friend  ? 

Isaac,  Pish !  Conscience  has  no  more  to  do  with 
gallantry,  than  it  has  with  politics.  Why,  you  are  no 
honest  fellow,  if  love  can't  make  a  rogue  of  you — ^so 
come,  do  go  in^  and  speak  to  her,  at  least. 


ttuntv.  TBH   rrUEMWA 

AhI.  Wall.  I  htkYB  DO  objectioa  to  thftl. 

Imae.  [Opens  the  Door.]  There— Ihera  i 
fonder  by  tbe  window.  Get  in,  ilo.  [Puthti 
Bad  ha(f  $IMi  Ike  Door.]  Now,  Carlaa,  noq 
hamper  him,  I  warraDt.  8l>)',  I'll  peep  how  the 
Bjail.  he  looks  tonfouniiBilly  [losed  ; — now  Khi 
[«!(  him  ! — gee,  Carlos,  he  begins  to  coma  to. 
he'll  soon  forget  hia  Eopscience. 

Carlo*.  I^ok  : — now  they  sre  bath  laughing  i 

liaae,  Aj,  so  ihey  are.  Yes,  yes,  they  are  laughing 
■t  that  dear  friend  be  tnlked  or.  Ay,  Door  deill,  they 
hire  oatwitted  him. 

Carlos.  Now  he's  kiasinr  her  hnnd. 

Itaac.  Vea,  yes,  'faith,  i  —he's  caught, 

b«'>   eulaDglod.    My  dear  e  brought  it 

ibout.     O  this  little  cum         \  n  Machiavel 

Carlos.  1  bear  somebod     iaquirioi  ou.     I'll  tee 

Khoil  13.  t  CinLOa,  n, 

£nCn- Antonio  a,  u.  b, 

Jut.  Well,  my  good  rrl  i  mdy  has  so  entirely 

eonTinced  me  ol  the  certs....^   ^.  jrour  aucceas  at  Don 
Jerome's,  that  I  now  resign  my  {iretensions  there. 

Iiaae.  You  never  did  a  wiaer  thing,  belieie  me — and, 
■a    for   deceiving    your    friend,  that's    nothing   Hi    all, 

Lonua,  Certainly,  sir,  and  I  am  particularly  glad  to 
And  yoD  are  of  that  opinion. 

laaae,  O  lud  1  yes,  ma'am.  Let  any  one  outwit  me 
thkt  ewi,  I  say— but  here,  let  me  join  your  hands.— ^ 
Hiero,  yoD  lucky  rogne !  I  with  you  happily  married, 
fhiM  Ihe  bottom  of  my  soul  1 

LoMita.  And  1  am  sure  if  you  wish  it,  uo  one  else 
*baaU  preTcnt  it. 

Isaac.  Now,  Antonio,  we  are  rivals  no  more  ;  so  let 
U  be  friends,  wilt  you? 

Jmt.  With  all  m;  heart,  tsuc. 

Uaae.  It  is  not  every  mao,  let  me  tell  yoa,  that 
woakl  luTe  t^en  inch  pains,  or  been  so  generon*  to  a 

JmL  No,  'faith  ;  I  don't  believe  there's  another  be- 
■Ide  yvarsalf  in  all  Bpain. 
/■oae.  Well,  bit  yon  rMign  all  pretensioiu  to  the 

AmL  That  I  do,  most  sincerely 
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Isaac,  I  doubt  you  have  a  little  haiikefiag  tkare 

still. 

Ant.  None  tn  the  least,  upoa  my  soul. 
~  haae»  I  mean  after  her  fortune. 

Ant.  No  believe  me.  You  are  heartily  waleonie  t* 
erery  thing  she  has. 

iMaae,  Well,  i*faith,  you  have  the  best  of  the  bar^ 
gain,  as  to  beauty,  twenty  to  one.  Now  1*11  tell  you 
a  secret : — I  am  to  carry  off  Louisa  this  very  eyening. 

Louisa,  Indeed ! 

Isaac.  Yes:  she  has  sworn  not  to  take  a  husband- 
from  her  father's  hand — so,  V\e  persuaded  him  U> 
trust  her  to  walk  with  me  in  the  garden,  and  then  we 
shall  give  him  the  slip. 

Louisa,  And  is  Don  Jerome  to  know  nothing  of  this  ? 

Isaac.  O  lud,  no  !  There  lies  ,the  jest.  DonH  you  sea 
that,  by  this  step,  I  overreach  him  7  I  shall  be  entitled 
to  the  girl's  fortune,  without  settling  a  ducat  on  her. 
Ha !  ha  !  ha !  This  is  trap  ! — I*m  a  cunning  dog,  an't  1 1 
A  sly  little  villain,  eh  ? 

Ant.  Ha  !  ha !  ha !  you  are,  indeed  I 

Isaac.  Roguish,  you'll  say ;  but  keen,  eh  ?— devilish 
keen  I 

Ant,  So  you  are  indeed — keen — very  keen. 

Isaac.  And  what  a  laugh  we  shall  have  at  Don  Je- 
rome's, when  the  truth  comes  out !  eh  ? 

Louisa.  Yes,  I'll  answer  for  it,  we  shall  have  a  good 
laugh  when  the  truth  comes  out.  Ha  1  ha !  ha  1 

Enter  Carlos,  r. 

Carlos.  Here  are  the  dancers  come  to  practise  the  fan* 
dango,  you  intended  to  have  honoured  Donna  Louisa 
with. 

Isaac,  O,  I  sha*n't  want  them  ;  but  as  I  must  pay 
them,  I'll  see  a  caoer  for  my  money.  Will  you  excuse 
me? 

Louisa.  Willingly. 

Isaac.  Here's  my  friend^  whom  you  may  command  for 
any  services.  Madam,  your  roost  obedient— Antonio, 
1  wish  you  all  happiness.  Oh,  the  easy  blockhead  1 
what  a  tool  I  have  made  of  him  ! — This  was  a  roaster- 
piece  !  lAside,^  [iSvtt,  a. 

Louisa.  Carlos,  will  you  be  my  guard  again,  and  con- 
vey me  to  the  convent  of  St.  Catharine  ? 

Ant.  Why,  Louisa — why  should  you  go  then? 

Louisa.  I  have  my  reasons,  and  you  must  not  be  teeo 


ta  1^  with  me.  I  sball  vrite  Trom  Ibence  to  my  Talher  s 
perhaps,  when  hit  fladsirhBt  bi^  has  drivtn  nit  to,  hi 
may  relent. 

AmI.  I  havp  no  hope  from  him.  O  Louiga !  in  tLtst 
irma  shoald  be  your  sanctuary. 

LoHiia.  Be  patient  hut  fnr  a  liltle  while  :  — uiy  Tuthei 

before  evening,  and  I  will  explain  myself. 
Anf.   1  shall  obey. 

LmiUa.  Come,  friend.    Antonio,  Carlos  has  been  s 
loier  himself. 
Aia.  Then  hrhnows  the  value  oriilK  tnist. 
Cariat.  Vuu  shall  not  Gnil  ine  unfaithrnl. 
TRIO. 
Soft  pily  ObTer  leaves  Iheg-entle  breast 
Where  love  has  been  receiveil  a  wekome  gneal: 
As  wandering  saints  poor  hut?  haTu  Baered  made. 
He  hallows  eT(<ry  heart  he  once  lias  sway'd  ; 
And  when  his  presence  we  no  longer  share, 
Still  leavei  corajmasion  aa  a  relic  there. 

[EzFB«l  Carlos  atul  Louisi,  r.,  Antonio,  h 


SCENE  I.— A  Library, 

EtUer  JEHOHB  and  Bertant,  r. 

Jerome.  Why,  I  never  was   so  amazed  In  my  life  I 

IxwimgiNieolFffitb  laaacMendoza  )  What!  slealaway 

wUb  the  veiy  miD  whom  I  wanted  her  to  marry  ! — elope 

with  her  own  husband,  ai  it  were  1 — it  is  impossible  1 

Scpv.  Her  maid  aays,  sir,  they  had  your  leave  tu 
walk  In  the  garden,  while  you  was  abroad.  The  door 
by  the  shnibbery  was  found  open,  nod  Ihey  have  not 
beaa  beani  of  since.  [Exit,  a. 

Jenmn.  Well,  It  il  the  most  unaccountable  abir  I 
"gdrmth  1  there  U  certainly  some  inbraal  mystery  in  It, 
1  CM't  MtKprabeDd  1 

D  B 
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Enter  Servant,  with  a  Letter,  a. 

Serv.  Here  is  a  letter,  sir,  from  Bignior  Isaae. 

[£Lr£e,  R. 

Jerome.  So,  so,  this  will  expiain — ay,  Isaac  Men<> 

doza — ^let  me  see—  {^Readt. 

"  Dearest  Sir, 
**  You  must,  doubtless,  be  mucli  surprised  at  my  flight 
with  your  daughter.  [Yes,  'faith,  and  well  I  may !]  I 
bad  the  happiness  to  gain  her  heart  at  our  first  interview. 
— [The  devil  you  had  !] — But  she  having  unfortunately 
made  a  vow  not  to  receive  a  husband  from  your  hands, 
I  was  obliged  to  comply  with  her  whim — [So,  90 !] — 
We  shall  shortly  throw  ourselves  at  your  feet,  and  I 
hope  you  will  have  a  blessing  ready  for  one,  who  will 
then  be 

**  Your  son-in-law, 

**  Isaac  Menboza.** 

A  whim,  eh?  VThy,  the  devil's  in  the  girl,  I  think  1 
This  morning,  she  would  die  sooner  than  have  him,  and 
before  evening,  she  runs  away  with  him !  Well,  well, 
my  will's  accomplished— let  the  motive  be  what  it  will 
— and  the  Portuguese,  sure,  will  nevejr  refuse  to  fulfil 
the  rest  of  the  article. 

Enter  Second  Servant,  with  a  Lett6r> 

Serv.  Sir,  here's  a  man  below,  who  says  he  brought 
this  from  my  young  lady,  Donca  Louisa.  [J^^ort^ 

Jerome.  How !  yes,  it  is  my  daughter's  hand,  indeed! 
Lord,  there  was  no  occasion  for  them  both  to  write* 
well,  let's  see  what  she  says {^Reads 

"  My  dearest  Father, 
**  How  shall  I  entreat  your  pardon  for  the  rash  step  I 
have  taken  ? — how  confess  the  motive  ?  [Pish  !  hasn't 
Isaac  just  told  me  the  motive?  One  would  think  they 
weren't  together  when  they  wrote.]  If  I  have  a  spirit 
too  resentful  of  ill  usa^e,  I  have  also  a  heart  as  easily 
affecled  by  kindness — [80,  so,  here  the  whole  matter 
comes  out !  Her  resentment  for  Antonio's  ill  usage  has 
made  her  sensible  of  Isaac's  kindness.     Yes,  yes,  it  is  all 

plain  enough — well] 1  am  not  married  yet,  though 

with  a  man,  I  am  convinced,  adores  me — [Yes,  yes,  I 
dare  say  Isaac  is  very  fond  of  her] — ^But  I  shall  anxior  s- 
ly  expect  your  aniwer,  in  which,  should  I  be  10  forta« 
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I  ms  to  reostve  your  conseol,  yon  wilt  ma   i 
ely  happy, 

"Tour  aver  aSectionata  daughle 

'■I 

consent  ?  to  be  sure  she  ahall  hare  it !     Bgr 

;r  belle r  pleusd.      I  bate  folfilled  my  resal 

w  I  »bi>uld.    Oh,  there's  nothing  like  obslii.^. 


Enter  Sertaht,  b. 
Ihc  wui,  who  brought  the  last  letter,  wait ;  nnd  gel 

a  p«ii  and  ink  below.      I  am  impatient  to  set  poor 
ilea's  heart  at  rest.     HoUna  L  lj>uis[  Sancbol 


(TV.  Y«s,  sir.  [Ej-eunl. 

en>i»f.  Aad  order  all  ni]      or9  to  be  Ihronn  open — 

lit   all   gDESta,   with   ina         or  irilhoul  maska 

Ufa,  we'll  have  a  night  <-.  .t.     And  TU  let  Ibem  see 
r  merry  an  old  man  can  be. 
SONG. 
fHi,  the  dsyt  wben  I  was  yonng. 

When  1  laugh'd  in  fortune's  spite, 
Talk'd  or  love  the  whole  day  long, 

And  with  necMT  crown'd  the  nighl  1 
Tlieii  tt  was,  old  father  Care, 

Uttle  reck'd  I  of  thy  frown ; 
Half  thy  malice  youth  could  bear, 

And  the  rest  a  bumper  dronn. 
Tmtb,  they  lay,  lies  in  a  well. 

Why,  I  TOW,  I  ne'er  could  see, 
L«t  the  water-drinkers  tell. 

There  It  always  lay,  for  me. 
For  whan  sparkling  wine  went  round. 

Never  saw  1  falBehood's  mask, 
Bnt  sllll  honest  truth  1  found, 
to  the  bottom  of  each  flaak. 
Trae,  at  length  my  vigour's  flown, 

1  have  years  to  bring  decay  ; 

Vew  the  locks  that  now  I  own, 

A>d  the  few  I  have  are  gray. 
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Yet,  old  Jerome,  thou  niay'st  boiDit, 

While  thy  spirits  do  not  tire, 
Still  beneath  thy  age's  frost 

Glows  a  spark  of  youthful  fire.  \,BxUy  R* 

SCENE  ll.—The  New  Piazza. 

Enter  Ferdinand  and  Lopez,  r. 

Ferd,  What,  could  you  gather  no  tidings  of  her  ?  Nor 
guess  where  she  was  gone  ?  O  Clara  I  Clara  I 

Lopez.  In  truth,  sir,  I  could  not.  That  she  was  run 
away  from  her  father,  was  in  every  body's  month,  and 
that  Don  Ghizman  was  in  pursuit  of  her  was  also  a  very 
common  report.  Where  she  was  gone,  or  what  was  be- 
come of  her,  no  one  could  take  upon  them  to  say. 

Ferd.  'Sdeath  and  fury,  you  blockhead !  She  ean*t  be 
out  of  Seville. 

Lopez.  So  I  said  to  myself,  sir : — 'Sdeath^und  fury, 
you  blockhead,  says  I,  she  can't  be  out  of  Seville. 
Then  some  said,  she  bad  hanged  herself  for  love ;  and 
others  have  it,  Don  Antonio  had  carried  her  off. 

Ferd.  'Tis  false,  scoundrel !  No  one  said  that. 

Lopez.  Then  1  misunderstood  them,  sir. 

Ferd.  Go,  fool,  get  home,  and  never  let  me  see  yon 
again,  till  you  bring  me  news  of  her.  [Exit  Lopez.] 
Oh,  how  my  fondness  for  this  ungrateful  girl  has  hurt 
my  disposition ! 

Enter  Isaac,  l. 

,  ttaae.  So,  I  have  her  safe,  and  have  only  to  find  a 
priest  to  marry  us.  Antonio  now  may  marry  Clara,  or 
not,  if  he  pleases  ! 

Ferd.  What !  what  was  that  you  said  of  Clara? 

Isaac  Oh  Ferdinand  I  my  brother-in-law,  that  shall 
be,  who  thought  of  meeting  you  ? 

Ferd.  But  what  of  Clara  ? 

Isaac.  I'faith,  you  shall  hear.  This  morning,  as  I 
was  coming  down,  I  met  a  pretty  damsel,  who  told  me 
her  name  was  Clara  d'Almahza,  and  begged  my  pro- 
tection. 

Ferd.  How  ? 

beuic.  She  said  she  had  eloped  from  her  father,  Don 
Guzman,  but  that  love  for  a  young  gentleman  in  Seville 
was  the  cause. 

Ferd.  O  Heavens  1  did  she  confess  it  ? 
aae,  O  yes,  she  conf  »s8ed  at  once.    Bnt  then,  says 
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she,  my  iorer  Is  not  informed  of  my  flight,  nor  inspects 
my  intention. 

Ferd,  Dear  creature !  No  more  I  did,  indeed !  Oh,  I 
am  the  happiest  fellow !  [Atide.'\  Well,  Isaac  1 

Isaac.  Why,  then  she  entreated  me  to  find  him  out 
for  her,  and  bring  him  to  her. 

Ferd,  Good  Heavens,  how  lacliy!  Well,  come  along, 
let's  lose  no  time.  [Pulling  him, 

Isaac.  Zooks !  where  are  we  to  go  ? 

Ferd,  Why,  did  any  thing  more  pass  ? 

Isattc.  Any  thing  more !  Yes — ^the  end  on*t  was,  that 
1  was  moved  with  her  speeches,  and  complied  with  her 
desires. 

Ferd,  Well,  and  where  is  she  ? 

Isaac.  Where  is  she  ?  why,  don*t  I  tell  you,  I  com- 
plied with  her  request,  and  left  her  safe  in  the  arms  of 
ner lover  ? 

•    Ferd.  'Sdeath,  you  trifle  with  me  !  I  have  never  seen 
her. 

Isaac.  Yon  !  O  lud,  no !  How  the  devil  should  yon  ? 
*Twas  Antonio  she  wanted:  and  with  Antonio  I  left 
her. 

Ferd.  Hell  and  madness  I  [Aside."}  What,  Antonio 
d*£reiUa  ? 

Isaac.  Ay,  ay,  the  very  man  ;  and  the  best  part  of  it 
was,  he  was  shy  of  talcing  her  at  first.  He  talked  a  good 
deal  about  honour,  and  conscience,  and  deceiving  some 
dear  friend  ;  but.  Lord,  we  soon  overruled  that. 

F€9d.  You  did  ? 

Isaac,  Oh  yes,  presently.    *  Such  deceit  !*  snys  he. 

¥ish  r  says  the  lady,  '  tricking  is  all  fair  in  love.*  *  But 

then,  my  friend  !*  says  he.  *  Pshaw  I  damn  your  friend  !* 

says  I.    So,  poor  wretch,  he  has  no  chance : — ^no,  no ;  he 

may  hang  himself  as  soon  as  he  pleases. 

Ferd.  I  must  go,  or  I  shall  betray  myself. 

Isaac,  But  stay,  Ferdinand:  you  ha*n*t  heard  the  best 
of  the  joke. 

Ferd.  Curse  on  your  joke  ! 

Isaac,  Good  lack  I  what's  the  matter  now  ?  I  thought 
to  have  diverted  you. 

Ferd.  Be  racked  !  tortured !  damned 

Isaac.  Why,  sure  you  are  not  the  poor  devil  of  a 
lover,  are  you  1  I'faith,  as  sure  as  can  be,  he  is.  This 
is  a  better  joke  than  toother !     Ha  I  ha !  ha  I 

Ferd.  What,  do  you  laugh?    you  vile,  mischievous 
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Tarletl  [CoUan  him,']  But  that  yoaVe  beneath  my 
anger,  I*d  tear  you  heart  out.    [ThrowB  him  from  him. 
haae,  O  mercy !  here*s  usage  for  a  brother-in-law  I 
Ferd,  But,  hark  ye,  rascal!  tell  me  directly  where 
these  false  friends  are  gone,  or  by  my  soul 

[Dratn. 

haae.  For  Heaven's  sake,  now,  my  dear,  brother-in- 
law,  don*t  be  in  a  rage  ! — 1*11  recollect  as  well  as  I  can. 

Ferd,  Be  quick,  then  ! 

Uaac,  I  will,  I  will — but  people's  memories  differ — 
some  have  a  treacherous  memory— now  mine  is  a  cow- 
ardly memory— it  takes  to  its  heels,  at  sight  of  a  drawn 
sword ;  it  does,  i'faith  ;  and  I  could  as  soon  fight  as  ro- 
coUect. 

Ferd,  Zounds !  tell  me  the  truth,  and  I  won't  hurt 
you. 

haae.  No,  no,  I  know  you  won*t,  my  dear  brother-iB- 
law — ^bnt  that  ill-looking  thing  there— 

Ferd.  What,  then,  you  won't  tell  me  ? 

haae.  Yes,  yes,  I  will ;  I'll  tell  yon  all,  upon  my 
soul — but  why  need  you  listen  sword  in  hand  t 

Ferd.  Why,  there.  [Puts  up,]  Now. 

haa^.  Why  then,  I  believe  they  are  gone  to— that  is, 
my  friend  Carlos  told  me,  he  had  left  Donna  Clara- 
dear  Ferdinand,  keep  your  hands  off-*at  the  convent  of 
St.  Catharine. 

Ferd.  St.  Catharine  ! 

haae.  Yes ;  and  that  Antonio  was  to  come  to  ber 
there.  i    . 

Ferd.  Is  this  the  truth  ?  '^ 

haae.  It  is,  indeed — and  all  I  know,  fUi  I  hope  for 
life.  . 

Ferd,  Well,  coward,  take  your  life.  'Tis  that  lals^, 
dishonourable  Antonio  who  shall  feel  my  vengeance. 

haae.  Ay,  ay,  kill  him — cut  his  throat,  and  welcome 

Ferd,  But,  for  Clara— infamy  on  her!  she  Is  not  worth 
my  resentment. 

haae.  No  more  she  is,  my  dear  brother-in-law. — 
I'faith,  I  would  not  be  angry  about  her— she  is  not 
worth  it,  indeed.  ^ 

Ferd,  'Tis  false  I  she  is  worth  the  enmity  of  i^inees. 
'      haae.  True,  true,  so  she  is ;  and  I  pity  you  exeeed- 
ingly  for  having  lost  her. 

Ferd,  'Sdeath,  you  rascal  1  Kow  durst  yqa  talk  ef 
pitying  me  I 


r 
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Itaae.  Ob,  duar  brother- In -Uw,  I  begporji 
pity  you  in  the  leas),  apoD  my  soul 

Perd.  Get  hence,  fonl,  and  provoke  me  n 
DOIhiHg  but  four  inslKniJicance  faves  you. 

Uaae,  rfnith,  then,  niy  insignificance  is  the 
I  have.  I'm  going,  dear  FeriliDaad.  What  a  c 
huded  bnlly  it  isi  [j 

SCENE  III.— Tie  Garden  of  Ike  Coavint. 
Snler  Locis*  and  Cliri,  r. 
LoaiMa.  And  yon  really  wish  my  brother  may  nolfind 
joq  out  T 
Clara.  Why  else  have      -"ice         .,ie1f  nnder  this 

LoaUa.  Why,  perhap)  BUse   the   dreis   becomw 

yon  ;   for  you  cerlainly  il  ..ilend  to  be  h  nnn  for  life. 

Ciara.  If,  indeed,  Fen  id  had  not  offended  me  bo 
last  night. 

Loiiita.  ,ComB,  come  ;  s  fear  of  losing  yon 
Slide  hin  BO  riiih. 

Clara.  Well,  you  may  :e  cruel — but  I  ineer. 


SONG— CJ,»»a. 
By  him  we  Iotb  offended, 

How  soon  our  anger  fliesi 
One  day  apart,  'tia  ended  ; 
Behold  him,  and  it  dies. 
lot  night,  your  roving  brother. 

Enraged,  I  bade  depart. 
And  sure  his  rnde  presumption 

Deterved  to  lose  my  heart. 
Yet,  were  be  now  before  me. 

Id  spile  of  Injured  pride, 
I  fear  my  eyes  would  pardon 
Before  my  tongue  could  chide. 
I>«fiii    I  protest,  Clara,  I  shall  begin  to  think  yon 
an  miaaily  TesoWed  to  enter  on  your  probation. 

OorB.  And,  seriously,  I  very  much  doubt  whether  tlw 
Aaracter  of  a  nun  would  not  become  me  best. 

Laaiao.  Wliy,  to  be  snre.  the  character  of  a  nun  is  a 
nry  bcconiag  one  at  a  maiqnerade ;  but  ao  pretty  wo> 
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man,  in  ber  sensas,  ever  thought  of  taking  the  TeH  for 
above  a  night. 

Clara.  Yonder  I  see  your  Antonio  is  retained.  Iihall 
only  interrupt  you.  Ah,  Louisa,  with  irbai  happy  eager* 
ness  you  turn  to  look  for  him !  [Artt,  a. 

jinter  Antonio,  i<« 

Ant,  Well,  my  Louisa,  any  news  since  I  left  you? 

Louua,  None— the  messenger  is  not  yet  retunied  from 
my  father. 

Ant.  Well,  I  confess,  I  do  not  pereeire  what  we  are 
to  expect  from  him. 

Louisa.  I  shall  be  easier,  however,  in  having  madj^ 
the  trial.  I  do  not  doubt  your  sincerity,  Antonio-;  hot 
there  is  a  chilling  air  around  poverty,  that  oftea  Ulls 
affi^tion,  that  was  not  nursed  in  it.  If  we  woald  nake 
love  our  household  god,  we  had  best  leeore  him  a  eon- 
fortable  roof. 

SONG.— Antonio. 

How  oft,  Louisa,  hast  thou  told. 

Nor  wilt  thou  the  fond  boast  disown. 
Thou  would*st  not  lose  Antonio*s  love. 

To  reign  the  partner  of  a  throne. 
And  by  those  lips,  that  spoke  so  kind. 

And  by  that  band,  I've  pressed  to  mine, 
To  be  the  lord  of  wealth  and  power. 

By  Heav*ns,  I  would  not  part  with  thine! 

Then  how,  my  soul,  can  we  be  noor. 

Who  own  what  kingdoms  couid  not  buy  ? 
Of  this  true  heart  thou  shalt  be  queen, — 

In  serving  thee,  a  monarch  I. 
Thus  uncontroird,  in  mutual  bliss. 

And  rich  in  love's  exhausttess  mine. 
Do  thou  snatch  treasures  from  my  lips. 

And  I'll  take  kingdoms  back  from  thine. 

Enter  Maid,  l.,  with  a  letter, 

Louisa.  My  father's  answer,  I  suppose. 

Ant.  My  dearest  Louisa,  you  may  be  assured,  that  it 
contains  nothing  but  threats  and  reproaches. 

Louisa*  Let  us  see,  however. — iReads."]  **  Dearest 
daughter,  make  your  lover  happy :  you  have  my  fall 
consent  to  marry  as  your  whim  has  chosen ;  but  be  sure 
come  home,  and  sup  with  your  atfectioaate  father  " 


It 
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iTou  jest,  Louisa ! 

I.  IGiveg  him  the  letter,^  Read — ^read.  ** 

Tis  so,  by  HeaTens  I     Sure  there  nrast  be  some 

;   bat   tfaat*s   none   of  oar   business. — ^Now, 

you  have  no  excuse  for  delay. 

1.  Shall  we  not  then  return,  and  thank  my  fa- 

)ut  first  let  the  priest  put  it  out  of  his  power  to 

s  word. — I'll  fly  to  procure  one. 

3.  Nay,  if  you  part  with  me  again-,  perhaps  you 

i  me. 

Come,  then— there  is  a  friar  of  a  neighbouring 

is  my  friend.  You  have  already  been  direrted  by 

lers  of  a  nunnery  :  let  us  see  whether  there  is  less 

ly  among  the  holy  fathers. 

X.  Vm  afraid  not,  Antonio — for  in  religion,  as 

[ship,  they  who  profess  most  are  ever  the  least 

Enter  Clara,  r. 

;.  So-,  yonder  they  go,  as  happy  as  a  mutual  and 
d  affection  can  make  them,  while  I  am  left  in  so- 
Heigho  !  love  may  perhaps  excuse  the  rashness 
opement  from  one's  friend,  but  I  am  sure,  no" 
it  the  presence  of  the  man  we  loTe  can  support 
!  what  do  I  see  1  Ferdinand,  as  I  live !  How 
(gain  admission  ?  By  potent  gold,  I  suppose,  as 
did.  How  eager  and  disturbed  he  seems!  He 
t  know  me  as  yet.  [Drtme  her  veiL 

Enter  Ferdinani>,  r. 

Yes,  those  were  certainly  they  r — my  informa- 
i  right.  IGaing. 

t.  [Stops  him,']  Pray,  signior,  what  is  your  busi- 
rel 

.  No  matter— no  matter  I  Oh,  they  stop.  [Laokt 
es,  that  is  the  perfidious  Clara,  indeed ! 
t.  So,  a  jealous  error.     Tm  glad  to  see  him  so 

[Afide. 
.  Her  disguise  can't  conceal  her.  No^  no;  I 
3r  too  well. 

I.  Wonderful  discernment !  But,  signior-^ 
.  Be  quiet,  good  nun  !  don't  tease  me.  By  Hea- 
ie  leans  upon  bis  arm,— hangs  fondly  on  it  I  O 
!  woman  ! 
I.  Bat,  signior,  who  is  it  you  wantf 
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Ferd.  Not  you,  not  you ;  so  pr'ytbee  don*t  tease  me. 
Yet,  pray  stay.  Gentle  nun,  was  it  not  Donna  Clara 
c)*Alinanza  just  parted  from  you? 

Clara.  Clara  d'Almanza,  signior,  is  not  yet  oatof  tbe 
garden. 

Ferd,  Ay,  ay ;  I  knew  I  was  right.  And  pray,  is  not 
that  gentleman,  now  at  the  porch  with  her,  Antonio 
d*£rcilla  ? 

Clara.  It  is  indeed,  signior. 

Ferd.  So,  so ;  now  but  one  question  more.  Can  you 
inform  me  for  what  purpose  they  have  gone  away  ? 

Clara.  They  are  gone  to  be  married,  I  believe. 

Ferd.  Very  well :— enough.  Now  if  I  don't  mar  their 
wedding !  [£7xt<,  l. 

Clara.  [  UnveilB.']  I  thought  jealousy  had  made  lovers 
quick-sighted ;  but  it  has  made  mine  blind.  Louisa's 
story  accounts  to  me  for  this  error,  and  I  am  glad  to  find 
I  have  power  enough  over  him  to  make  him  so  unhappy. 
But  why  should  not  I  be  present  at  his  surprise  when 
undeceived?  When  he's  through  the  porch,  1*11  follow 
him ;  and,  perhaps,  Louisa  shall  not  singly  be  a  bride. 

SONG. 

Adieu,  thou  dreary  pile,  where  never  dies 
The  sullen  echo  of  repentant  sighs : 
Ye  sister  mourners  of  each  lonely  cell. 
Inured  to  hymns  and  sorrow,  fare  ye  well ; 
For  happier  scenes  I  fly  this  darksome  grove, — 
To  saints  a  prison,  but  a  tomb  to  love.      [Exit,  %, 

SCENE  ly.—A  Court  hrfore  the  Priory. 

Enter  Isaac,  l.,  eroating  the  Stage^Enter  An- 
tonio, L. 

Ant.  Vi  hat,  my  friend  Isaac  I 

Isaac.  What,  Antonio  1  wish  me  joy !  I  have  Louisa 
safe. 

Ant.  Have  you  ?— I  wish  you  joy,  with  all  my  soul. 

Isaac,  Yes,  I  am  come  here  to  orocure  a  priest  to 
marry  us. 

Ant.  So,  then  we  are  both  on  tbe  ^ame  errand.  I  am 
come  to  look  for  Father  Paul. 

Isaac.  Hah  I  I  am  glad  on't :  but,  i'faith,  ne  musl 
tack  me  first,—  my  love  is  waiting. 

Ant.  So  it  mine ;  I  left  her  In  the  iK>reh« 


Ite.  Ay,  bat  I  un  Id  hoGtB  to  get  back  to  Dun  J»- 

■r.  Well,  perhaps  lie'll  saiQ  lime,  snd  mi         " 
tOgelhEf-or  I'll  be  your  falhsr,  und  you  al 
Come  along :  but  you're  obliged  to  me 

!.  Ybi,  ye*.  [£j-« 
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This  bottle's  the  sun   >r  ou,  u,o\b. 

We.  plaaetB,  that  are  ibl«, 

IVilbont  his  help  ti  na. 

Let  luinh  and  glee  al  <U, 

Yeuni  soon  gra.  rht 
With  borrow'd  1 
And  shine  a*  he  goes 

tf.  Brother   Fmscis,   loss  the  bollle  about,  ai;d 

tmeit.  Have  we  drank  tho  abbess  of  St.  Ursuliue  1 

tl.  Yes.  yes  ;  ahe  was  Ihe  last. 

tHm.  Then  I'll  give  you  the  blue-eyed  nun  of  St. 

•(.with  all  By  heart.    [i>ri«fc»0    *"'*?.  brother 
lline,  were  there  any  benefactioDS  left  in  my  ab- 

wcif.  DoaJusn  Cordubahas  left  a  hundred  ducats, 

U.  Has  he  1  Let  them  b 


I  ai  well.    Any  thing  mnret 

U  Yes ;  Baptist!,  the  rich  miser,  wno  died  last 
has  bequeathed  us  a  thousand  pistoles,  and  the 
lanp  he  used  in  his  own  chamber,  to  burn  before 

lage  of  St.  Anthony. 

[I.  Twaa  well  meant  i  but  we  l  emp.oy  nis  money 

.  Baptisla's  bounty  shal'.light  Ihe  liYiof,  not  the 
St.  Anihony  is  not  afraid  to  be  left  n    hr  dark 

XA  ktuKkitig,  i^ — Prihcis  gan  to  Hit  DooTt  OMtl 
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Enter  Porter,  l. 

PoHer.  Here^s  one  without,  hi  prestioff  htsta  to  f  peak 
with  Father  Paul. 

Francis,  Brother  Paul ! 
[Paul  eometfrom  behind  a  Curtain,  with  aOiate 
of  Wine^  and  in  kin  hand  a  piece  of  Cake. 

Panl,  Here  !  how  durst  you,  fellow,  thus  abruptly 
break  in  upon  .our  devotions  7 

Porter.  I  thought  they  were  finished. 

Paul,  No,  they  were  not— were  they.  Brother  Fran- 
cis? 

Francis,  Not  by  a  bottle  each. 

Paul,  But  neither  you  nor  your  fellows  mark  how 
the  hours  go :  no,  you  mind  nothing  but  the  gratifjing 
of  your  appetites  :  ye  eat,  and  swill,  and  sleep,  and  gor- 
mandize, and  thrive,  while  we  are  wasting  in  mortifi- 
cation. 

Porter.  We  ask  no  more  than  nature  craves. 

Paul,  'Tis  false  I  ye  have  more  appetites  than  hairs ! 
and  your  flushed,  sleek,  and  pampered  appearance,  is 
the  disgrace  of  our  order.  Out  onH !  If  you  are  hungry, 
can*t  yon  be  content  with  the  wholesome  roots  c^  the 
earth  7  and  if  you  are  dry,  isn*t  there  the  crystal  sprittg? 
[JDrjnfty.]  Put  this  away,  [gives  the  sftass'\  arid  show 
me  where  I'm  wanted.  [Porter  drains  the  Qfa^s— 
Paul,  going,  turns,']  So,  you  would  have  drank' it,  if 
there  had  been  any  left  7  Ah,  glutton  !  glutton  I 

[Exeunt^  l. 

SCENE  VI.— TAc  Court  hrfort  the  Priorjf. 

Enter  Isaac  and  Antonio,  r. 

Isaa^:,  A  plaguy  while  coming,  this  same  Father 
Paul !  He's  detained  at  vespers,  I  suppose,  poor 
fellow  ! 

Ant,  No,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Paul,  l. 

Good  Father  Paul,  I  crave  your  blessing. 

Isaac,  Yes,  good  Father  Paul,  we  are  coma  to  beg  a 
favour. 

Paul,  What  is  it,  pray  7 

Isaac,  To  marry  us,  good  Father  Paul ;  and  in  tmth 
thou  dost  look  the  very  priest  of  Hymen. 


ICIKB  r 

Paul.  In  ibort,  I  maf  be  called  ao  ;  for  I  deal  in  re- 
jMoUnce  anil  mortifi cation. 

liaac.  No,  no;  lhouseeiDeitRDofBeerorHyniEn.be- 
laise  (by  presence  speaks  content  and  gaod'harnnnr. 

foul.  Alas  !  my  appearsncu  is  deceitful.  Bloated  I 
ua,  indeed  !  for  fasttng  is  a  windy  recreation,  and  it 
hath  swolii  me  like  a  bladder. 

Anl.  Bot  ihou  hast  a  good  fresh  colour  in  tby  face, 
blher,— rosy,  i" faith. 

Paui,  Yes,  1  baie  lilnshed  for  mankind,  till  the  has 
^r  my  ■haroe  is  as  Bied  us  their  vices. 

Itaac.  Good  man ! 

Paul.  And  I  haielaboured,  too,  bnt  to  what  purpose  T 
They  coalinue  to  sin  under  my  very  nose. 

iiooc.  Efecki,  falhrr,  I  should  have  guessed  as  miicb, 
for  jonr  nose  seems  to  be  put  to  the  blush  more  than 
any  other  part  of  your  (hce. 

Paul,  Go,  you're  a  wag. 

Ant.   But,  to   Ihe   purpose,  father ;    will  yoa  offlciate 

Paul-  To  join  young  people  thus  clandestinely  is  not 
safe:  and.  indeed,  I  hate  id  my  heart  many  weighty 
nwons  Bgainal  il. 

A<tt.  And  I  have  in  my  hand  many  weighty  reHBonS 
far  il.  Isaac,  liai'a't  yon  an  urgiimenl  or  two  in  our 
tavour  about  yon  ? 

haac.  Ves,  yes  :  here  is  a  most  unanswerable  purse. 

Paul.  For  shame  i  You  make  me  angry :  you  forget 
wha  I  am  ;  and  when  importunate  people  !iav«  forced 
Ibeir  triEb — ay,  into  this  pociiet,  here— or  into  this — 
wiiy,  tlien  thf  sin  was  theirs.  [Tftf  v  P"'  moHej  into  Ail 
jmekrlM.]  Fie '.  no™  how  you  distress  me  1  1  would 
reluTD  il.  but  that  I  must  touch  il  that  way,  and  so 
^ron*-  my  oath. 

—   •*—■-- with  or 


n  your  honr  of  repentance  ctHnes. 


(.  At,  now  give  ns  yoar  title  to  joy  and  raptnn 
^rt)^      ■  '  -        


Ay,  and  so  will  I.  IThey  are  going, 

Enttr  Louisa,  l.,  ntnimg. 
Itmitii    O  Antonio !  Ferdinand  Is  at  the  porchi  s 
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J»aae,  Who?  Don  Ferdinand!  He's  not  inaoirmff 
for  me,  I  hope. 

Ant.  Fear  not,  my  loTe ;  I*ll  soon  pacify  him^ 

Itaae.  Egad,  you  won't.  Antonio,  take  my  advice, 
and  run  away :  this  Ferdinand  is  the  most  unmercifal 
dog  !  and  has  the  cursedest  long  sword  ! — and,  upon  my 
soul,  he  comes  on  purpose  to  cut  your  throat. 

Ant,  Never,  fear,  never  fear. 

Uaac.  Well,  yon  may  stay  if  you  will ;  but  1*11  get 
some  one  to  marry  me  ;  for,  by  St.  lago,  he  shall  never 
meet  me  again,  while  I  am  master  of  a  pair  of  heels.    - 

[R«a«  onl,  R. 

J^fitrr  Febdinamd,  l. — (Louisa  veils.) 

Ferd.  So,  sir,  I  have  met  with  you  at  last. 

Ant.  Well,  sir. 

Ferd.  Base,  treacherous  man !  whence  can  a  false, 
deceitful  soul,  like  yours,  borrow  confidence  to  look  so 
steadily  on  the  man  you*ve  injured  ? 

Ant.  Ferdinand,  you  are  too  warm :— *tis  true,  yon 
find  me  on  the  point  of  wedding  one  I  love  beyond  my 
life  ;  but  no  argument  of  mine  prevailed  on  her  to  elope. 
I  scorn  deceit,  as  much  as  you.  By  heaven,  I  knew 
not  she  had  left  her  father's,  till  I  saw  her. 

Ferd.  What  a  mean  excuse !  You  have  wronged 
your  friend,  then,  for  one,  whose  wanton  forwardness 
anticipated  your  treachery :  of  this,  indeed,  your  Jew 
pander  informed  me ;  but  let  your  conduct  be  consistent, 
and  since  you  have  dared  to  do  a  wrong,  follow  me,  and 
show  you  have  a  spirit  to  avow  it. 

Louisa.  Antonio,  I  perceive  his  mistake.  Leave  hln 
to  me. 

PatU.  Friend,  you  are  rude,  to  interrupt  the  union  of 
two  willing  hearts. 

Ferd.  No,  meddling,  priest :  the  hand  he  seeks  is  ndne. 

Paul.  If  so,  I'll  proceed  no  further.  Lady,  did  yon 
ever  promise  this  youth  your  hand  ? 

[To  Louisa,  who  shakes  her  head* 

Ferd,  Clara,  I  thank  you  for  your  silence.  I  would 
not  have  heard  your  tongue  avow  such  falsity  ;  be't  yoar 
punishment  to  remember,  I  have  not  reproached  yon. 

Enter  Clara,  l. 

Clara,  What  mockery  is  tliis  ? 
Ferd,  Antonio,  you  are  protected  now,  but  we  shall 
meet.  [Going^  Clara  holds  one  arnif  and  Louisa 

the  other. 


.,»  ri. 

Tai  DtrsvKA. 

DUET. 

Ctara. 

TutD  thee  round.  I  pray  Ihee, 
Calm  awhile  Ihy  rnge. 

1  iniist  help  to  stay  thep. 
And  thy  wrath  BBSuag*^. 

Lonita. 
Clara. 

CoBld'sl  Ihou  not  discover 
Oneao  dearlolhi^e? 

Cansl  Ihou  be  a  lover, 
Auil  thus  fly  from  me  I 

Frrd.  How 
fouuded. 
tiii<i.a.  -T 
PatU.  HoH 

■a  this?  my  sister!  Clara,  too 

is  even  %o.  goml  brother. 

r :  what  iioplely  1     Did  the  m 

Louiiu.  And  arn't  you  ashamed  of  yourself,  not  to 
^ow  your  owD  Bister  I 

Clara.  To  drive  away  your  own  mistrusa^ 
Loulta.  Don't  you  see  how  jealousy  blinds  people? 
Ciara.  Ay,  sod  will  yoo  ever  be  Jealous  Dgain  f 
Vtrd.  Never— nevsr  1     You,  aisler.  I  know  will  for- 

gire  me— but  how,  Clara,  shall  I  preaume 

Clara.  Nn,  tio  ;  just  now  you  [old  me  not  to  tettM 

TOB. — '  Who  do  you   want,  good  sigolorl'     '  Not  you, 

ROt  you.'     Oh  you  tilind  wretch!  But  swear  never   to 

be  jealous  aK-ain,  and  I'll  forgive  you. 
Ferd.  By  all— 
Ctara,  There,  that  wiildo— you'll  keep  the  oalh  jusl 

IS  well.  [  Civet  her  hand. 

Louua.  Rul,  brother,  here  Is  one,  to  whom  some 
pology  is  due. 
Ferd.  Antonio,  I  am  ashamed  to  thinli — 
Ant.  Not  a  word  of  eieuae,  Ferdinand,  I  have  not 
!Hi  in  loTe  myself  without  learning  that  a  lover's  anger 
oald  never  be  resented.  Rut  tome — lei  us  retire  willi 
is  good  father,  and  we'll  eiptain  lo  you  the  cause  ol 


GLEE  AND  CHORUS. 
Oft  does  Hymen  smile  to  bear 

Wordy  vows  of  feign "d  regard  ; 
Well  he  knows  when  they're  alncer 
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SCENE  VII.— i<  Grand  Saloon^ 

Emter  Don  Jebomb,  Sebtants,  and  Lopbb,  e. 

Jerome,  Be  sure,  now,  let  every  thing  be  m  the  Best 
order.    Let  all  my  servants  have  on  their  merriest  faces ; 
but  tell  them  to  get  as  little   drunk  as  possible,  till 
after  supper.    So,  Lopez,  where's  your  master  ?  Sfta'nH- 
we  have  nim  at  supper  ? 

Lopez,  Indeed,  I  believe  not,  sir.  He's  mad,  I 
doubt:  I*m  sure  he  has  frighted  roe  from  him. 

Jerome.  Ay,  ay,  he's  after  some  wench,  I  suppose: 
&  young  rake  !  Well,  well,  we'll  be  merry  without  him. 

Enter  a  Skbvant,  b. 
8erv,  Sir,  here  is  Signior  Isaac. 

Enter  Isaac,  b. 

Jerome,  So,  my  dear  son-in-law :  there,  take  my 
blessing  and  forgiveness.  But  where's  my  daughter? 
whore's  Louisa  ? 

Isaac,  She's  without,  impatient  for  a  blessing,  but 
almost  afraid  to  enter. 

Jerome.  Oh,  fly,  and  bring  her  in.  [Exit  Isaac«  b.] 
Poor  girl !  I  long  to  see  her  pretty  face. 

Isaac,  [  Without, '\  Come,  my  charmer,  my  trembling 
angel ! 

Enter  Isaac  and  Duenna,  b.  ;  Don  Jebome  runs  to 

meet  them  ;  she  kneels. 

Jerome,  Come  to  my  arms,  my — [Starts  tfaek,"]  Why, 
who  the  devil  have  we  here  ? 

Isaac,  Nay,  Don  Jerome,  you  promised  her  forgive* 
ness :  see  how  the  dear  creature  droops  ! 

Jerome,  Droops,  indeed !  Why,  Gad  take  me,  this  is 
old  Margaret!  But  where's  my  daughter?  where*8 
Louisa? 

Isetac,  Why,  here,  before  your  eyes :  nay,  don't  be 
abashed,  my  sweet  wife  I 

Jerome,  Wife  with  a  vengeance !  Why,  zounds,  yon 
have  not  married  the  Duenna ! 

Duenna.  [Kneeling,]  O  dear  papa!  yon*ll  not  dis- 
own me,  sure ! 

Jerome,  Papa  I  papa !  Why,  zounds,  your  impu- 
dence is  as  great  as  your  ugliness  ! 

Isaac.  Rise,  my  charmer :  go  throw  your  snowy  arms 
about  his  neck,  and  convince  him  you  are-—- 
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Ontfima.  Oh,  lir,  forgive  me !  {EmbrattM  Mm. 

Jerome^  Help!  marderl 

ServaiUM,  What's  the  matter,  sir  ? 

JerQm€»  Why,  here,  this  damned  Jew  has  brought 
aa  old  harridan  to  strangle  me. 

Imooc,  Lord,  it  is  his  own  daughter,  and  he  is  so  hard- 
hearted he  won*t  forgive  her ! 

Enter  Antonio  and  LouisA,  r.  ;  they  knetlU 

Jerome,  Zoands  and  fary  !  what's  here  now  ?  Who 
sent  for  you,  sir  ?  and  who  the  devil  are  you  ? 

Ant,  This  lady*s  husband,  sir. 

Isaac.  Ay,  that  he  is,  1*11  be  sworn  ;  for  I  left  them 
with  the  priest,  and  was  to  have  given  her  away. 

Jerome,  You  were? 

haae.  Ay :  that*s  my  honest  friend,  Antonio  ;  and 
that*s  the  little  girl,  I  told  you  I  had  hampered  him 
urith. 

Jerome,  Why,  you  are  either  drunk. or  mad.  This  is 
my  daughter. 

Isaac.  No,  no ;  'tis  you  are  both  drunk  and  mad,  I 
think :  here's  your  daughter. 

Jerome,  Hark  ye,  old  iniquity,  will  you  explain  ali 
this,  or  not? 

Duenna,  Come,  then,  Don  Jerome,  1  will -though 
our  habits  might  inform  you  all.  Look  on  your 
daughter,  there,  and  on  me. 

Isaac,  What's  this  I  hear? 

Duenna,  The  truth  is,  that  in  your  passion  this  morn- 
ing, you  made  a  small  mistake  ;  for  you  turned  your 
daughter  out  of  doors,  and  locked  up  your  humble  ser- 
vant. 

Isaac.  O  lud  !  O  lud  !  Here's  a  pretty  fellow  !  to  turn 
his  daughter  out  of  doors  instead  of  au  old  Duenna. 

Jerome,  And,  O  lud !  O  lud  !  here's  a  pretty  fellow, 
to  marry  an  old  Duenna  instead  of  my  daughter,!  But 
how  came  the  rest  about? 

«  Duenna,  I  have  only  to  add,  that  I  remained  in  your 
daughter's  place,  and  had  the  good  fortune  to  engage 
the  affections  of  ray  sweet  busband  here. 

Isaac.  Her  husband  I  Why,  you  old  witch,  do  you 
think  I'll  be  your  husband  now !  This  is  a  trick,  a 
cheat^  and  you  ought  all  to  be  ashamed  of  yourselves. 

Ant,  Hark  ye,  Isaac,  do  you  dare  to  complain  of 
tricking?  Don  Jerome,  I  give  you  my  word,  this  cun- 
ning Portuguese  has  brought  all  this  upon  himself,  by 
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endeaTOuriiiff  to  oTerreach  you,  by  getting  your  daugh- 
ter's fortune,  without  making  any  settlement  in  return. 

Jerome.  Overreach  me ! 

LowiMa,  *Tis  so,  indeed,  sir,  and  we  can  prove  it  to 
you. 

Jerome.  Why,  Gad  take  me,  it  must  be  so,  or  he 
could  never  have  put  up  with  such  a  face  as  Margaret's  : 
— so,  little  Solomon,  I  wish  you  joy  of  your  wife,  with 
all  my  soul. 

Louisa,  Isaac,  tricking  is  all  fair  in  love : — let  you 
alone  for  the  plot. 

Ant,  A  cunning  dog,  aren't  you  ?  A  sly  little  villain, 
eh? 

Louisa.  Roguish,  perhaps  ;  but  keen,  devilish  keen. 

Jerome.  Yes,  yes ;  his  a-unt  always  called  him  little 
Solomon. 

tsaac.  Why,  the  plagues  of  Egypt  upon  you  all  !— 
but  do  you  think  1*11  submit  to  such  an  imposition? 

Ant,  Isaac,  one  serious  word: — you*d  better  be  con- 
tent as  you  are  ;  for,  believe  me,  you  will  find,  that,  in 
the  opinion  of  the  world,  there  is  not  a  fairer  subject 
for  contempt  and  ridicule,  than  a  knave  become  the  dupe 
of  his  own  art. 

Isaac.  I  don't  care — I'll  not  endure  this.  Don  Jerome, 
*tis  you  have  done  this— ^you  would  be  so  cursed  positive 
about  the  beauty  of  her  you  locked  up,  and  all  the  time, 
I  told  you  she  was  as  old  as  my  mother,  and  as  ugly  as 
the  devil. 

Duenn4i.  Why,  you  little  insignificant  reptile  i 

Jerome,  That's  right — attack  him,  Margaret. 

Duenna.  Dares  such  a  thing  as  you  pretend  to  talk  of 
beauty  ?  A  walking  rouleau  !— a  body  that  seems  to 
owe  all  its  consequence  to  the  dropsy  I— a  pair  of  eyes 
like  two  dead  beetles  in  a  wad  of  brown  dough ! — a 
beard  like  an  artichoke,  with  dry  shriveled  jaws,  that 
would  disgrace  the  mummy  of  a  monkey  1 

Jerome.  Well  done,  Margaret ! 

Duenna.  But  you  shall  know  that  1  have  a  brother, 
who  wears  a  sword,  and  if  you  don't  do  me  justico' 

Isaac.  Fire  seize  your  brother.,  and  you  too  !  I'll  fly 
to  Jerusalem,  to  avoid  you. 

Duenna.  Fly  where  you  will,  I'll  follow  you. 

Jerome,  Throw  your  snowy  arms  about  him,  Mar- 
aret.  [^Exeunt  Isaac  and  Dubkna,  l.] — But,  Louisa, 
are  you  really  idarried  to  this  modest  gentleman  ? 

Louisa.  Sir,  in  obedience  to  your  commands,  I  gave 
/jJa  my  hand  within  this  hour. 


seat,  under  your  own 

Jerome.  Hov  '.  would  jau  rob  me  or  my  cliild  by  a 
Irick,  B  false  jircleDce?  aud  do  youlhlnk  to!;fil  her  Tor- 
tune  by  the  same  means  I  Wby,  'slire,  you  ntv  as  great 
a  ro^e  as  iNoac  ! 

Ant,  No.  Dou  Jerome  J  though  I  have  profllad  by 
tliii  paper,  in  gsining  your  daughter's  hand,  I  scorn  to 
obtain  her  fortnne  by  deceit.  There,  sir.  [Gives  a  Ul- 
br.J  Now  give  her  your  blessini^  for  a  dower,  and  all 
the  lillle  I  possess  shall  be  settled  on  her  in  return.  Had 
J9V  wedded  her  to  a  princf,  he  could  do  np  mot's. 

Jerome.  Why,  Gad  take  me,  but  you  are  a  very  ex- 
ttaordinsry  fellow ',  Bnt  have  you  the  Impudence  to 
■oppose  DO  one  can  do  a  generous  action  but  yourselfl 
Here,  Louisa,  lell  this  prond  fool  of  yours,  that  he's  ths 
only  naD  I  know  that  would  renounce  your  fortune; 
BBd,  by  my  soul,  he's  the  only  man  in  Spain  that's 
worthy  of  it.  There,  bless  you  both:  I'm  an  obslina[« 
old  fdlow  wben  I'm  in  thi!  wrong ;  but  you  shall  oon 
flad  me  aa  Iteady  in  the  right. 

Enter  Ferdinand  and  Clara,  r 
Anotber  wonder  still '.    Why,  sirrah  I  Ferdinand,  you 
bate  not  alole  a  nun,  have  you  1 

Fad.  She  is  a  nun  in  nolhing  out  ner  bab.t,  sir:— 
look  nearer,  and  you  will  perceive  'tis  Clara  d'Almanza, 
Don  Guzman's  daughter  ',  and,  with  pardon  for  stealing 
a  weddiDs,  sbe  ia  also  my  wife. 

Jtrwme.  Oadsbad,  and  a  great  forlane.  Ferdinand, 
JM  are  a  prudent  young  rt^ue,  end  I  foi^ve  yon  ;  and, 
{(ieelu.  you're  a  pretty  II itle  damsel.  Give  your  falher- 
I»-law  a  h'lai,  you  smiling  rogue  ! 

Clara.  There,  old  gentleman  :  and  now  mind  you 
behave  well  to  us. 

Jrtvmx,  Ifecks,  those  lips  ha'a'l  been  chilled  by  kiss- 
Jay  beads.  'Egad.  I  believe  I, shall  grow  the  best-hu- 
■oarcd  fellow  in  Spain.  Lewis  I  Sancho  !  Carlos  !  d'ye 
bear  I  Am  all  my  doors  thrown  open?  Our  children'i 
wedding!  are  the  only  holydays  our  age  can  boast;  and 
then  we  drain,  with  pleasare,  the  little  Stock  of  spirit! 
Has  baa  left  us.  [3/ii(ic  tpifAJn.]  But  see,  bere  coma 
oar  friends  and  neighbours  ! 
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ACT  III 


Enter  Masqueradbrs,  yrom  Ihe  back  of  the  Stafe, 

And,  Ufaith,  we*ll  make  a  nighl  on't,  with  wine,  aad 
dance,  and  catches — ^then  old  and  young  shall  join  us. 

FINALS. 

Jerome.  Come  now  for  jest  and  smiling 
>  Both  old  and  young  beguiling ; 

I^et  us  laugh  and  play,  so  blithe  and  gay 
Till  we  banish  care  away. 

Louisa.  Thus  crown'd  with  dance  and  song. 
The  hours  shall  glide  along. 
With  a  heart  at  ease,  merry,  merry  glees, 
Can  never  fail  to  please. 

Ferd.     Each  bride  with  blushes  glowing 
Our  wine  ^s  rosy  flowing, 
Lst  us  laugh  and  play,  so  blithe  and  gay. 
Till  we  banish  care  away 

Ant.        Then  healths  to  every  friend 
The  night's  repast  shall  end. 
With  a  heart  at  ease,  merry,  merry  gieef , 
Can  never  fail  to  please 

Clara*    Nor,  while  we  are  so  joyous, 
Shall  anxious  fear  anoy  us  ; 
Let  us  laugh  and  play,  so  blithe  and  gay. 
Till  we  banish  care  away. 

Jerdme.  For  generous  guests  like  these. 
Accept  the  wish  to  please ; 
So  we*ll  laugh  and  play,  so  blithe  and  gay  : 
Your  smiles  drive  eare  away.       [Exeunt 


THE  END. 
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Ui  Dvn  u  keep  jwte  *HL  t  aiecl  sf  Ultb  bdlUliI  pxHIdM. 

TteBlTBlB  liu,  b>  4  fieruia  atuL.  Ihe  meril  of  orlfikillqy 
ni  plot  it  of  Uk  (Utor^  OWB  iaKUiM,  ud  tkc  chuKfrn  m 
marlj  M.  1W  diilaeu  u.vinr  uhI  el^ui,  "Uli  i  nuiinn  oC 
knot  hanHcr.  TIk  iacideait  an  nil  nuceinl  utd  vniiced ; 
Hd  lb*  (*■(  fKHHUe  i>  ihr  work  of  »  imtkor  «bD  anld  dnw  « 

Tkofe  to  «hgm  die  bijIc  of  Sheiidan  Is  r>iiuUv,  wiU  TiucaTW  iB 

Ac  laHEOI^  aach  uT  tfau  i|aiiBliie»   and   nuiceit,  which  im  Ihe 

of  L«iE;  Slariern,   Kfab  f AfriiAfj  Aer  ii4ij^   Tjr  Ibe  CDDvenieure  of 
KiUat  mmffmmt  ih(u— Hla  LidU^  dnpailisB  gf  Ikt  wtTth 
-  Cn- (Mil  behind  Ibe  fcilKn-,  md  pM  TVWo^ftelliw  in 

•r%iiHl  U^  an  qaUc  hi  Sbe<)du*i  dhumt.  And  n  led  lo  m 
rullliri  daaipdaD  of  Ibe  miKbliTDW  titca  of  ■  cMnfrv 
4Me« — Bit  IddH  C^igici'B  hlDL  thil  the  fccr  wtrdt  pnticd 
1MB  lb(  anrviM  g(  bb  OtUa  wwld  (M  llielr  bateu  carptu  rmn 
•^  aoait  ii  CbiliUiidoiB-'ta  ujr  Dothlni  of  Aere^  mnark,  diM 
Ua>i<*»'lllbeMb«alhdrau/  Sheridu  !•  eunmclir  hippj 
iattBC  ladlerou  couUullou;  be  knew  (belr  font,  wben  Jidt 
(liaaly  ■pv''b1  i  ud,  vbni  npsUice  had  perfected  Ui  JndgmcB^ 
b*  <id  iM  Ul  lo  oiaplaj  Ihcm  with  Incnued  ellBct. 

TW  ctowWr  of  AcRf  U  U^It  Anlibed.  Tbe  andlT  of  Ui 
•Mb*  b  aidy  (quUcd  bj  tbrir  if^UablUtf.  Tbejr  u>.  In  tntb, 
n^»»«W«l  Bia  brad  nlev,  ud  tuOnl  conrdica,  an  well 
I  fBrk^ad,  tboagb  Ibij  iaamlblj  rmlBd  u  of  iboH  ShakipwUa 
<  bulbil  enHl,  Sir  Awlrew  AfBtcbuk  ud  Sir  Hath  Etau,  pant 
[  wiiilj  lb*  latui^  wblBulaal  atsdr  of  lb*  iword.  Sir  AnlhoB] 
b      IMiM  ud  U>  MB  jMk  ■»  wnnt;  niDpla  of  putBUl  a«^»- 
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rity  and  filial  obedience.  Here,  again,  Slioidan  diseoTen  hiniBelf, 
rrhtn  .Sir  Anthony  declares  that  Jack  shall  marry  the  lady  of  his 
choice,  thongh  she  hat  a  hump  on  each  shoulder;  that,  if  he 
pleases,  she  shall  be  as  crooked  as  a  crescent,  and  that  her  one  eye 
thall  roll  like  the  btUTs  in  Gox*s  Maseam  i  A.nd  his  sly  hamonr 
equally  sparkles  in  the  affected  indifference  of  Jack,  who  woald 
rather  that  his  wife  had  the  usual  number  of  limbSf  a  limited 
quaniUjf  of  back,  and  a  couple  of  eyes,  since  the  prejudice  runs  in 
faTonr  of  that  number  I  How  delightfhl  is  it  to  contemplate  such 
ezqniiite  genius — how  moumfhl  is  it  to  exclaim — 

"  The  world  is  not  thy  sphere — mankind 
Regard  not  the  immortal  mind  ; 
And,  though  thy  sun  in  glory  rose. 
Twill  set— and  dark  shall  be  the  close  1"* 

Sir  Lucius  is  an  Irish  humourist,  whose  passion  for  the  ladies,  and 
lore  of  lighting,  are  only  equalled  by  his  decorum  in  the  one,  and 
hfs  coolness  in  the  other.  He  hands  a  card  with  the  same  courtesy 
that  a  tradesman  docs,  when  he  solicits  your  custom  ;  and  receives  a 
ehaiienge  with  as  much  good  humour  as  if  it  were  an  invitation  to 
dinner.  His  "  Dear  Sir**  is  a  salutation  so  equivocal,  that  we 
hardly  know  whedier  it  bodes  friendship  or  ^hting—9.  feast  for 
the  bodjf  or  for  the  worms — a  supper,  like  that  to  which  Polonius 
was  inTited,  not  where  we  eat,  but  where  we  are  eaten.  Mrs. 
Malaprop  is  cousin-german  to  the  renowned  Mrs.  Slipslop,  in  Tom 
Jones;  yet  Sheridan  has  shown  considerable  Ingenuity  in  going 
over  the  same  ground  so  saccessfally.  Her  parts  of  speech  are 
most  patly  inappropriate— it  would  be  impossible  to  select  temu  that 
more  whimsically  convey  the  intended  meaning,  by  its  opposite  sig- 
nification. The  mild  forbearance  of  Julia,  and  the  morbid  sens!- 
Ulity  of  Fanlkland,  are  agreeably  contrasted.  It  is  too  much  for  a 
lover  to  expect  that  his  mistress  shall  do  penance  during  his  absence. 
Such  an  inamorato  may  be  a  very  constant  swain,  but  a  mortally 
disagreeable  companion.  Love,  Wkt  piety,  may  be  dressed  \n  smiles, 
and  be  equally  true ;  it  is  none  the  better  for  wearing  a  snit  of 
■ables,  and  bighing  like  furnace.  If  a  lover,  who  happened  to  be 
■eareighted,  should  implore  his  mistress  to  mount  a  pair  of  specta- 
cles by  way  of  affectionate  sympathy,  how  lidicnlons  would  he 
appear  I  Tet  Fanlkland  would  have  his  Julia,  who  ii  naturally 
light  and  merry-hearted,  metamorphose  herself  into  a  complaining 
prude,  because  he,  forsooth,  is  gentlemanlike  and  melancholy  I 

It  is  to  such  novelists  as  Rosa  Matilda  and  Bridget  Bluemantle, 
that  we  owe  a  heroine  like  Lydia  Languish ;  and,  considering  tiie 
hopefhl  school  in  which  this  lady  has  been  trained,  it  is  well  that 
•he  has  escaped  with  being  ridiculous  only.    We  are  deddedly  of 

•  The  Editor. 
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SIR  ANTHONY  ABSOLUTE. -Light  brown  cloth 
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coat«  lined  with  white  silk,  and  gilt  buttons ;  white  waist~ 
coat,  black  silk  breeches  and  stockings,  and  cocked  hat. 

FAULKLAND.— Full  dress  black  coat,  white  waist- 
coat, black  breeches,  and  black  stockings. 

ACRES.— First  dress,  brown  riding  frock,  buff  waist- 
coat, and  white  cord  breeches.  Second  dress,  an  orange 
cloth  coat ;  white  waistcoat,  with  a  scarlet  satin  under  ; 
buff  stocking  pantaloons,  trimmed  with  light  blue  braid ; 
white  silk  stockings ;  and  cocked  hat.  « 

FAG. — Dark  livery  frock,  buff  waistcoat  and  breeches, 
glazed  hat,  with  cockade,  silver  band,  and  top  boots. 

DAVID.— Sky  blue  coat,  red  waistcoat,  leather 
breeches,  striped  stockings,  shoes  and  buckles,  wig,  and 
white  neckcloth. 

COACHMAN.— Blue  livery. 

JULIA. — ^Flrst  dress,  white  leno,  and  ditto  scarf, 
trimmed  with  lace.    Second  dress,  white  satin. 

LYDI A  LANGUISH.— White  crape  frock,  festooned 
up  at  the  bottom,  with  pink  silk  cord  and  tassels. 

MRS.  MALAPROR— Crimson  satin  dress,  trimmed 
with  white  lace  and  satin  ribbon. 

LUCY. — Light  coloured  gown  and  apron,  trimmed 
with  ribbon. 
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Cast  of  the  Characters  at  the  Theatre-Royaly 
Covent  Garden^  1824. 

Sir  Anthony  Absolute  •  •  •  •  Mr.  W.  Farren. 
Sir  Lucius  O^  Trigger  -  •  •  •  Mr.  Connor. 

FaulkUmd • Mr.  Abbott. 

Captain  Absolute*  •  • Mr.  Jones. 

Acres Mr.  Blanchard. 

Fa  J    ••  Mr.  Baker. 

David    Mr.  Meadows, 

Mrs,  MtUaprop Mrs.  Davenport. 

Lydia  Languish  •  •^  • Miss  Foote. 

Julia Mrs.  Faucit. 


THE  RIVALS. 


SCENE  I.— A  Street  ittBalk. 
Cotcavkit  and  P«e  meeang. 

Fag.  What !  Thomas!— Sure,  'lis  he  1— What,  Tho 
mas !  ThdiDHg  1 

Coach.  Hey?  odds  life! — Mr.  Fag,  gives  us  your 
hand,  my  olil  fellow  SBrvanl! 

Fag.  Excuse  my  glove,  Thomas  ;  I'm  devilish  glad 
to  see  you,  my  lad  I  why,  roy  prince  of  eharioleers,  yon 
look  as  hearty  ! — but  who  the  deuce  thought  of  seeing 
yon  In  Bath  I 

CkHuk.  Sure,  masrer,  mBilnm  Julia,  Harry,  Mrs. 
Kale,  and  the  postillion  be  all  come. 

fag.  Indeed  ! 

Coaek.  Ay :  master  thought  another  111  of  the  goiU 
waa  cnmfnr  to  make  him  a  TJsit,  so  he'd  a  mind  to  gl*t 
thesllp — anvhjp!  wg  were  all  off  at  an  hour's  vrani' 

Fag.  Ay,  ay  ;  hasty  In  every  thing,  or  it  vronld  not 
be  Sir  Anthony  Absolnte. 

Coaeh.  Bat  tell  lu,  Mr.  Pag,  how  does  young  master  T 
Oddi  I  Blr  Anthony  vlU  stare  to  see  the  captain  here  ] 

F<y.  I  do  not  serve  Captain  Absolute  now. 

OnkA.  Why,  sure  I 

Fag  At  present,  I  an  employed  by  Ensign  Bever- 
ley. 

Coadt.  t  doubt,  Mr.  Fag,  you  ha'n't  chang'd  for  the 
better. 

Fag.  I  have  not  chang'd,  Thomas. 

Caaek.  No  1  ohy,  didn't  you  say  yon  had  left  youttg 
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Fag,  No. — ^W«ll,  honest  Thomas,  1  roust  puzzle  you 
no  further  ;  —briefly  then-  Captain  Absolute  and  Ensign 
Beyerley  are  one  and  the  same  person. 

Coach,  The  devil  they  are :  do  tell  us,  Mr.  Fag,  the 
meaning  on't. 

Fag,  Why,  then  the  cause  of  all  this  is  love—  love, 
Fhomas,  who  has  been  a  masquerader  ever  tAnce  the 
days  of  Jupiter. 

Coach,  But,  pray,  why  does  your  gaster  pass  only 
'or  ensigu? — ^now,  if  he  had  shammed  general,  indeed — 

Fag,  Ah,  Thomas  !  there  lays  the  mystery  o*the  mat- 
ter f~Hark  ye,  Thomas,  my  master  is  in  love  with  a 
lady  of  a  very  singular  taste— a  lady  who  likes  him  bet- 
ter as  a  half-pay  ensign,  than  if  she  knew  he  was  son 
and  heir  to  Sir  Anthony  Absolute,  a  baronet*  of  three 
thousand  a  year. 

Coach,  That  is  an  odd  taste,  indeed  ! — But  has  she  got 
the  srutr, Mr.  Fag?  is  she  rich,  eh? 

Fag,  Rich  I  why,  I  believe  she  owns  half  the  stocks  : 

— Z s,  Thomas,  she  could  pay  the  national  debt  as 

easily  as  I  could  my  washerwoman !— She  has  a  lap-do 
that  eats  out  of  gold— she  feeds  her  parrot  with  small 
pearls,  and  all  her  thread-papers  are  made  of  bank- 
notes! 

Coach,  Bravo,  faith — Odd !  I  warrant  she  has  a  set 
of  thousands  at  least ;  but  does  she  draw  kindly  with 
the  captain  ? 

Fag.  As  fond  as  pigeons. 

Coach,  May  one  hear  her  name? 

Fag,  Miss  Lydia  Languish:— but  there  is  an  old 
tough  aunt  in  the  way,  though  by-the  bye,  she  has  never 
seen  my  roaster— for  he  got  acquainted  with  miss  while 
on  a  visit  to  Gloucestershire. 

Coach,  Well,  I  vrish  they  were  once  harnessed  toge- 
ther in  matrimony.  But  pray,  Mr.  Fag,  what  kind  of  a 
place  is  this  Bath?  I  ha'  heard  a  great  deal  of  it;— 
here*s  a  mort  o*merry  making,  eh  ? 

Fag,  Pretty  well,  Thomas,  pretty  well — *tis  a  good 
lounge— but  damn  the  place,  I  m  tired  of  it :  their  regu- 
lar hours  stupefy  me — not  a  fiddle  or  a  card  after  eleven  ! 
however,  Mr.  Faulkland*s  gentleman  and  I  keep  it  up  a 
little  in  private  parties  ;  III  introduce  you  there,  Tho- 
mas, you'll  like  him  much.      But,  Thomas,  you  musf 
polish  a  little— indeed  you  must : — Here,  now,  this  wig 
what  the  devil  do  you  do  with  a  wig,  Thomas  ?  non 
of  the  London  whips,  of  any  degree  of  ton,  Avear  wlf 
now. 
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Omm4.  More*s  the  pity,  more't  the  pity, .  I  My,  Mr. 
Fftg-*Oddf  life!  when  1  heard  how  the  lawyers  and 
doctors  had  took  to  their  own  hair,  1  thought  )m»w 
*twoa1d  fo  next.  Odd  rahbit  it  I  when  the  fuhion  had 
got  foot  on  the  bar,  I  guessed  'twould  moont  to  the  box  I 
bat  'tis  all  out  of  oharaeter,  believe  me,  Mr.  Fag :  and 
look  ye,  1*11  nerer  givevpmhie,  the  lawyers  and  doctors 
may  do  as  they  will. 

Fag*  Well,  Thomas,  we'll  not  quarrel  about  that. 
Bat  hold,  mark— mark,  Thomas. 

CoaO^  Zooks,  His  the  captain  1  Is  that  the  lady  with 
him  t 

Faa.  No,  no,  that  is  madam  Locy,  my  master's  mis- 
tress^i  maid :  thejr  lodge  at  that  house-^rat  I  mast  after 
him,  to  tell  him  tne  news. 

Coadk.  Odd,  he's  giving  her  money  I W«ll,  Mr. 

Fag— 

Fog»  Good  bye,  Thomas ;  I  have  an  appointment  in 
Oyde's  porch,  this  evening,  at  ei§^t ;  meet  me  there, 
and  we'll  nmke  a  little  party. 

[Bxewil  Thomas,  a.  Fao,  l. 


BCENE  l\.^A  Dressing-Room  in  Mrs,  MaJUipr§p"s 

Lodgings* 

Ltdia  Languish  sitting  on  a  Sqfa,with  a  Book  in  her 
hand ;— Luct,  as  just  returned  from  a  Message, 
on  her  r. 

Lucy,  Indeed, .  ma*am,  I  traversed  half  the' town  in 
search  of  it :  I  don't  believe  there's  a  circulating  library 
in  Bath  I  ha'n*t  been  at. 

Lyd,  And  could  not  you  get  "  The  Reward  of  Con- 
stancy." 

Lucy.  No,  indeed,  ma'am. 

Lyd.  Nor  "The  Fatal  Connexion?" 

Luev.  No,  indeed,  ma'am. 

Lyd,  Nor  "The  Mistakes  of  the  Heart?" 

Lucy,  Ma'am,  as  ill  luck  would  have  it,  Mr.  Bull 
said.  Miss  Sukey  Saunter  had  just  fetched  it  away. 

Lyd.  Heigho !  Did  you  inquire  for  "  The  DeliQ^te 
Distress  ?  " 

Lucy,  Or,  "The  Memoirs  of  Lady  Woodford ? "— 
Yes,  indeed,  ma'am,  I  asked  every  where  for  it ;  and  I 
might  have  brought  it  from  Mr.  Frederick's,  buX  \i^^^ 
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Blattern  Lounger,  who  had  just  sent  it  home,  had  so 
soiled  and  dog*s-eared  it,  it  wa*n't  fit  for  a  Christian  to 
read. 

Lpd,  Heigho  !  Yes,  I  always  know  when  Lady  Slat- 
tern has  been  before  me;  she  has  a  most  observing 
thumb,  and,  I  believe,  cherishes  her  nails  for  the  con- 
venience of  making  marginal  notes.  Well,  child,  what 
have  yon  brought  me  ? 

Luey.  Oh,  here,  ma*am !  ^Taking  Books  from  under 
her  Cloak,  and  from  her  Pockets.']  This  is  "The  Man 
of  Feeling, ••  and  this  "  Peregrine  Pickle/'—Here  are 
"The  Tears  of  Sensibility,"  and  **  Humphrey  Clinker." 

Lyd,  Hold !  here's  some  one  coming— quick,  see  who 
it  is— [£rt£  LucT,  l.  ]— Surely  I  heard  my  cousin  Julia's 
voice ! 

Re-enter  Lucy,  l« 

Lucy.  Lud,  ma'am !  here  is  Miss  NeviUe  ! 
Lyd,  Is  it  possible ! 

Enter  Julia  l.     ^ 

Lyd.  My  dearest  Julia,  how  delighted  I  am  I— [They 
embrace.]— How  unexpected  was  this  happiness  ! 

Jul.  True,  Lydia,  and  our  pleasure  is  the  greater; 
but  what  has  beien  the  matter?  you  were  denied  to  me 
at  first. 

Lyd,  Ah,  Julia,  I  have  a  thousand  things  to  tell  you  ! 
but  first  inform  me  what  has  conjured  you  to  Bath  ? — Is 
Sir  Anthonjr  here  ? 

Jul.  He  IS ;  we  are  arrived  within  this  hour,  and  I 
suppose  he  will  be  here  to  wait  on  Mrs.  Malaprop  as 
soon  as  he  is  dressed. 

Lyd.  Then  before  we  are  interrupted,  let  me  impart  to 
you  some  of  m^  distress  ;  I  know  your  gentle  nature  will 
sympathize  with  me,  though  your  prudence  may  condemn 
me :  my  letters  have  informed  you  of  ray  whole  con- 
nexion with  Beverley  ;  but  I  have  lost  him,  Julia ; — my 
aunt  has  discovered  our  intercourse,  by  a  note  she  inter- 
cepted, and  has  confined  me  ever  since :  Yet  would  you 
believe  it?  she  has  fallen  absolutely  in  love  with  a  tall 
Irish  baronet,  she  met  one  night,  since  we  have  been 
here,  at  Lad]^.  Macshuffle's  rout. 

Jul,  You  jest,  Lydia. 

lAfd.  No,  upon  my  word . — She  really  carries  on  a 
kind  of  correspondence  with  him,  under  a  feigned  name 
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Ihoiighy  till  she  ehoosei  to  be  known  to  Mm;  but  It  ft  a 
Delia,  Or  a  Celie,  I  assore  von. 

•fill.  Then,  rarely,  she  is  now  more  Indvlg^  to  her 
nieeet 

f^fd.  Qoite  the  eontrary.  Since  she  has  dlseorered 
her  own  frailty,  she  is  become  ten  times  more  mtMjplUkonB 
of  mine.  Then  I  mast  inform  yon  of  another  pls^ipae; 
that  odions  Acres  is  to  be  In  Bath  to-*day,  so  that,  I 
protest,  I  shall  be  teased  ont  of  all  spirits ! 
-  Jul.  Come,  oome,  Lydia.  hope  for  the  best.  Sir 
Anthony  shall  nse  his  interest  with  "Mrs.  Malaprop. 

JML  Bat  yon  hate  not  heard  the  worst.  XJnfortn- 
nately  I  had  qntrrelled  with  my  poor  Beverley,  Jnst 
before  my  aunt  made  the  discovery,  and  I  have  not  seen 
him  since  to  make  it  np      * 

«M.  What  was  his  offence  t 

Ljfd,  Nothing  at  all  \  bnt  I  don't  know  how  It  was,  as 
often  as  we  had  oeen  together,  we  had  never  had  ajqaar- 
rel ;  and^  somehow,  I  was  afraid  he  would  never  give 
me  an  oimortanity ;  so,  last  Thursday,  I  wrote  a  letter 
to  myseii.  to  inform  myself  that  Beverley  was,  at  that 
time,  paying  his  addresses  to  another  woman.  I  sigiiml 
it,  **  Your  unknown  friend,**  showed  it  to  Beverley, 
charged  him  with  his  falsehood,  put  myself  in  a  violent 
passion,  and  vow*d  I'd  never  see  him  more. 

Jui.  And  you  let  him  depart  so,  and  have  not  seen 
him  siiice  ? 

Ljfd.  *Twas  the  next  day  my  aunt  found  the  matter 
out ;  I  intended  only  to  have  teased  him  three  days  and 
a  half,  and  now  I*ve  lost  him  for  ever. 

Jul,  If  he  is  as  deserving  and  sincere  as  you  have, 
represented  him  to  me,  he  will  never  give  you  up  so.— 
Yet  consider,  Lydia,  you  tell  me  he  is  but  an  ensign : 
and  you  have  thirty  thousand  pounds  ! 

Ljfd.  But,  you  know,  I  lose  most  of  my  fortune,  if  1 
marry,  without  my  aunt's  consent,  till  of  age ;  and  that 
Is  what  1  have  determined  to  do  ever  since  I  knew  the 
penalty ;  nor  could  I  love  the  man  who  would  wish  to 
wait  a  day  for  the  alternative. 

Jui,  Nay,  this  is  caprice  ! 

Lycf.  What,  does  Julia  tax  me  with  caprice?  I 
thought  her  lover  Faulkland  had  inured  her  to  it. 

Jul,  I  do  not  love  even  his  faults. 

Ljfd.  But  you  have  sent  to  him,  I  suppose  ? 

Jill.  Not  yet,  upon  my  word  I  nor  has  he  the  least 
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idea  of  my  being  in  Bath: — Sir  Anthony  8  resolution 
was  so  sndden  I  could  not  inform  him  of  it. 

Ljfd,  Well,  Julia,  you  are  your  own  mistress,  though 
under  the  protection  of  Sir  Anthony ;  yet  have  you,  for 
Ihis  long  year,  been  a  slave  to  the  caprice,  the  whim, 
the  jealousy  of  this  ungrateful  Faulkland,  who  will  eyer 
delay  assuming  the  right  of  a  husband,  while  you  suffer 
him  to  be  equally  imperious  as  a  lover. 

JuZ.  Nay,  you  are  wrong  entirely.  We  were  con- 
tracted before  my  father's  death :  that,  and  some  conse- 
quent embarrassments,  have  delayed  what  I  know  to  be 
my  Faulkland's  most  ardent  wish.  He  is  too  generous 
to  trifle  on  such  a  point ;  and,  for  his  character,  you 
wrong  him  there  too.  No,  Lydia,  he  is  too  proud,  too 
noble,  to  be  jealous ;  if  he  Is  captious,  'tis  without  dis- 
sembling ;  if  fretful,  without  rudeness.  Unused  to  the 
fopperies  of  loye,  he  is  negligent  of  the  little  duties 
expected  from  a  loyer;  but,  being  unhacknied  in  the 
passion,  his  affection  is  ardent  and  sincere ;  and  as  it 
engrosses  his  whole  soul,  he  expects  every  look  and  emo- 
tion of  his  mistress  to  move  in  unison  with  his.  Yet, 
though  his  pride  calls  for  this  full  return,  his  humility 
makes  him  undervalue  those  qualities  in  him,  which 
would  entitle  him  to  it ;  and  not  feeling  why  he  should 
be  loved  to  the  degree  he  wishes,  he  still  suspects  that 
he  is  not  loved  enough.  This,  I  must  own,  has  cost 
me  many  unhappy  hours ;  but  I  have  learned  to  think 
myself  his  debtor  for  those  imperfections  which  arise 
from  the  ardour  of  his  attachment. 

Lyd.  Well,  I  cannot  blame  you  for  defending  him ; 
but,  tell  me  candidly,  Julia,  had  he  never  saved  your 
life,  do  yon  think  you  should  have  been  attached  to  him 
as  yon  are?  Believe  me,  the  rude  blast  that  overset 
your  boat  was  a  prosperous  gale  of  love  to  him 

Jul,  Gratitude  may  have  strengthened  my  attach- 
ment to  Mr.  Faulkland,  but  I  loved  him  before  he  had 
preserved  me ;  yet,  surely,  that  alone  were  an  obligation 
sufficient 

Lyd,  Obligation !  why,  a  water  spaniel  would  have 
done  as  much  !  Well,  1  should  never  think  of  giving 
my  heart  to  a  man  because  he  could  swim  !~>What*8 
here? 

Ewler  LucT,  i%  c  hurry^  l. 

Luey,  O,  ma'am,  here  it  Sir  Anthony  Absolute,  just 
come  home  with  your  aunt  I 
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Ljfd  T1i0y*ll  not  come  here : — Lacy,  do  yon  watch. 

Jmi,  Tot  I  nmst  go ;  Sir  Anthony  does  not  know  I  am 
hero,  and  If  wo  meet,  he'll  detain  mo,  to  show  mo  the 
town.  1*11  take  another  opportunity  of  paying  my  re- 
speeti  to  Mrs.  Malaprop,  when  she  sliali  treat  me,  as 
long  as  she  chooses,  with  her  select  words,  so  ingeniously 
misapplied,  without  being  misprononneod. 

[Crosf«t  io  a. 
BnUr  LvcT,  l. 

XiMw.  O  Ind,  ma*am !  they  are  both  coming  up  stairs. 

JC#£  WeB,  ru  not  detain  you.  Adieu,  mv  dear  Julia ! 
I*m  rare  you  are  In  haste  to  und  to  FauUuand.  There 
— througn  my  room  yoaUl  find  another  staircase. 

J«l.- Adieu !  [Exit,  r. 

Xjfd.  Here,  my  dear  Lucy,  hide  these  hooks.  Quick, 
auidu  Fling  *'  Peregrine  Pickle  "  under  the  toilet— 
throw  **  Roderick  Random  **  into  the  closet— put  **  The 
Innocoit  Adultery  **  into  /'  The  Whole  Duty  of  Mao  '*^ 
thrust  *'  Lord  Aimworth  *'  under  the  sofa— cram  *^  Ovid  *' 
behind  the  bolster— there— put  *'  The  Man  of  Feeling  " 
into  your  pocaet.    Now  for  them  ?        IBaU  Luot,  l* 

Jfafer  Mrs.  Malaprop  and  Sir  Anthony 

Absolute,  l 

Jlfrf.  M.  There,  Sir  Anthony,  there  stands  the  deli- 
berate simpleton,  who  wants  to  disgrace  her  family,  and 
lavish  herself  on  a  fellow  not  worth  a  shilling. 

L^d*  Madam,  I  thought  you  once — 

Mrs.  M,  You  thought,  miss !  I  don't  know  any  busi- 
ness you  have  to  think  at  all ;  thought  does  not  become 
a  young  woman.  But  the  point  we  would  request  of  you 
is,  that  you  would  promise  to  forget  this  feUow^-to  illi- 
terate him,  I  say,  from  your  memory. 

Ljfd,  Ah !  madam !  our  memories  are  independent  of 
our  wills.    It  is  not  so  easy  to  forget. 

Mrs.M,  But  1  say  it  is,  miss!  there  is  nothing  on 
earth  so  easy  as  to  forget,  if  a  person  chooses  to  set 
about  it.  I*m  sure  I  have  as  much  forgot  your  poor 
dear  uncle,  as  if  he  had  never  existed ;  and  I  thought  it 
my  duty  so  to  do;  and  let  me  tell  you,  Lydia,  these 
violent  memories  don't  become  a  young  woman. 

Ljfd,  What  crime,  madam,  have  I  committed,  to  be 
treated  thus  ? 

ifrs.  Jlf.  Now  don't  attempt  to  extirpate  youv&eVtlto\OL 
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the  matter ;  you  know  I  have  proof  controvertible  of  it. 
But,  tell  me,  will  you  promise  me  to  do  as  you*re  bid  1 
Will  you  take  a  husband  of  your  friends'  choosing  ? 

Lyd,  Madam,  I  must  tell  yon  plainly,  that,  had  I  no 
preference  for  any  one  else,  the  choice  you  have  made 
would  be  my  aversion. 

3fr«.  M.  What  business  have  you,  miss,  with  prefer- 
ence and  aversion  ?  They  don't  become  a  young  wo- 
man ;  and  you  ought  to  know,  that,  as  both  always  wear 
off,  'tis  safest,  in  matrimony,  to  begin  with  a  little 
aversion.  I  am  sure  I  hated  your  poor  dear  uncle,  be- 
fore marriage,  as  if  he'd  been  a  black-a-moor ;  and  yet« 
miss,  you  are  sensible  what  a  wife  I  made ;  and,  when 
it  pleased  Heaven  to  release  me  from  him,  'tis  unknown 
what  tears  I  shed !  But,  suppose  we  were  going  to  give 
you  another  choice,  will  you  promise  us  to  give  up  this 
Beverley  ? 

Lyd.  Could  I  belie  my  thoughts  so  far  as  to  give  that 
promise,  my  actions  would  certainly  as  far  belie  my 
words. 

Mrt,  M,  Take  yourself  to  your  room.  You  are  fit 
company  for  nothing  but  your  own  ill  humours. 

Lafd,  Willingly,  ma'am ;  I  cannot  change  for  the 
worse.  [Exit^  r. 

Mrt.  M,  There's  a  little  intricate  hussy  for  you ! 

Sir  Anth,  It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  ma'am ;  all  that 
is  the  natural  consequence  of  teaching  girls  to  read.  In 
my  way  hither,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  I  observed  your  niece's 
maid  coming  forth  from  a  circulating  library :  she  had  a 
book  in  each  hand— they  were  half-bound  volumes,  with 
marble  covers :  from  that  moment,  I  guessed  how  full  of 
duty  I  should  see  her  mistress !    . 

Mrt.  M,  Those  are  vile  places,  indeed  1 

Sir  Anth,  Madam,  a  circulating  library  in  a  town  is, 
as  an  evg|[green  tree  of  diabolical  knowledge  ! — It  blos- 
soms tlfroi^hThe  year  I  And,  depend  on  it,  Mrs.  Mala- 
prop, that  they  who  are  so  fond  of  handling  the  leaves, 
will  long  for  the  fruit  at  last. 

Mrt.  M,  Fie.  fie.  Sir  Anthony ;  you  surely  speak 
laconically. 

Sir  Anth.  Why  Mrs.  Malaprop,  in  moderation,  now, 
wliat  would  you  have  a' woman  know  ? 

Mrt.  M.  Observe  me.  Sir  Anthony— I  would  by  no 

.  means   wish  a  daughter  of  mine  to  be   a  progeny  of 

learning ;'  I   don't  think  so  much  learning  becomes  a 

young  woman: — for  instance— I  would  never  let  her 
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meddle  .with  Oreek,  or  Hebrew,  or  Algebra^  or  Simony, 
or  FlozloBS,  or  Paradoxes,  or  sucli  infiaittmatory 
branches  of  learning;  nor  will  it  be  necessary  for  her 
to  handle  any  of  your  mathematical,  astronomical,  ^a- 
bolieal  instrmnents ;  but.  Sir  Anthony,  I  would  send 
her,  at  nine  years  old,  to  a  ^boarding  school,  in  order 
to  learn  a  littlo  ingenuity  and  artifice.  Then,  sir,  she 
•hovld  have  a  supercilious  knowledge  in  accounts ;  and, 
as  she  grew  vp,  I  would  have  her  instructed  in  geo- 
BMtry«  that  she  might  know  something  of  the  contagi- 
ous countries :  above  all,  she  should  be  taught  ortho- 
dozy.  This,  Sir  Anthony,  is  what  I  would  have  a  wo- 
man know ;  and  I  don*t  think  there  is  a  superstidous 
article  in  it. 

Afr  Amik.  Well,  well,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  1  will  dlMute 
tlie  point  no  further  with  you :  though  I  must  confess, 
that  you  are  a  truly  moderate  and  polite  arguer,  for 
alBM>st  OTery  third  word  you  say  is  on  my  side  of  the. 
qnestion.  But,  to  the  more  important  point  in  debate- 
yon  say  yon  haye  no  objection  to  my  proposal  t 

Mn,  Mm  None,  I  assure  you.  1  teat  under  no  nosi- 
tlTe  engagement  with  Mr.  Acres ;  and  as  Lydia  is  so 
obstinate  against  him,  perhaps  your  son  may  have  bet- 
ter success. 

Sir  AfUk.  Well,  madam,  I  will  write  for  the  boy  di- 
rectly. He  knows  not  a  syllable  of  this  yet,  though  I 
have  for  some  time  had  the  proposal  in  my  head.  He 
is  at  present  with  bis  regiment. 

Mrs,  M,  We  have  never  seen  your  son,  Sir  Anthony  ; 
but  I  hope  no  objection  on  his  side. 

Shr  Anth,  Objection !~ Let  him  object  if  he  dare ! — 
No,  no,  Mrs.  Malaprop ;  Jack  knows,  that  the  least 
demur  puts  me  in  a  frenzy  directly.  My  process  was 
always  very  simple— in  his  younger  days,  'twas,  *^  Jack, 
do  this,** — ^if  he  demurred,  I  knocked  him  down ;  and, 
if  he  grumbled  at  that,  1  always  sent  him  out  of  the 
room. 

ilfrt.  M.  Ay,  and  the  properest  way,  o*my  consci- 
ence ! — Nothing  is  so  conciliating  to  young  people  as 
seyerity.  Well,  Sir  Anthony,  I  shall  give  Mr.  Acres 
his  discharge,  and  prepare  Lydia  to  receiye  your  son*s 
invocations ;  and  I  hope  you  will  represent  her  to  the 
Captain  as  an  object  not  altogether  illegible. 

Sir  Anth.  Madam,  I  will  handle  the  subject  prudent- 
ly. I  must  leave  you ;  and,  let  me  beg  you,  Mrs.  Mala- 
prop, to  imforce  this  matter  roundly  to  U\a  fs^A— \aJlua 

B  3 
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my  advice,  keep  a  tight  hand^if  she  rejects  tliis  propo- 
sal, clap  her  under  IocIl  and  key ;  and,  if  you  were  just 
to  let  the  servants  forget  to  bring  her  dinner  for  three  or 
four  days,  you  can't  conceive  how  she'd  come  about. 

.     .    '.  t    >  /  [Exit,  L. 

Mrs,  M,  Well,  at  any  rate,  I  shall  be  glad  to  get  her 
from  under  my  intuition — she  has  somehow  discovered 
my  partiality  for  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger.  Sure,  Lucy 
can't  have  betray'd  me ! — No,  the  girl  is  such  a  simple- 
ton, I  should  have  made  her  confess  it.  Lucy  !  Lucy ! 
lCalls.'\  Had  she  been  one  of  your  artificial  ones,  I 
should  never  have  trusted  her. 

Enter  Lucy,  r. 

Lueif,  Did  you  call,  ma'am  ? 

Mr$,M,  Yes,  girl.  Did  you  see  Sir  Lucius' while 
you  was  out  ? 

Lucy,  No  indeed,  ma'am,  not  a  glimpse  of  him. 

Mrt,  M.  You  are  sure,  Lucy,  that  you  never  men- 
tioned— 

Lucy,  O  gemini !  I'd  sooner  cut  my  tongue  out ! 

Mrs*  M,  Well,  don't  let  your  simplicity  be  imposed 
on. 

Lucy.  No,  ma'am 

Mrs,  M.  So.  come  to  me  presently,  and  I'll  give  you 
another  letter  to  Sir  Lucius— [Cro««eff  to  r.] — but 
mind,  Lucy,  if  ever  you  betray  what  you  are  entrusted 
with  (unless  it  be  other  people's  secrets  to  me),  you 
forfeit  my  malevolence  for  ever ;  and  your  being  a  sim- 
pleton shall  be  no  excuse  for  your  Ideality.       [Exit^  r. 

Lucy,  Ha !  ha  !  ha !  So,  my  dear  simplicity,  let  me 
give  you  a  little  respite ;  [Altering  her  manner'\ — let 
girls  in  my  station  be  as  fond  as  they  please  of  being 
expert  and  knowing  in  their  trust,  commend  me  to  a 
mask  of  silliness,  and  a  pair  of  sharp  eyes  for  my  own 
interest  under  it ! — Let  me  see  to  what  account  have  I 
turned  my  simplicity  lately :  [Looks  at  a  paper.]  '^  For 
abetting  Miss  Lydia  Languish  in  a.  design  of  running 
away  with  an  ensign !  in  money,  sundry  times,  twelve 
pound  twelve — gowns,  five ;  hats,  rufiles,  caps,  &c.  &c. 
numberless.  From  the  said  ensign,  within  this  last 
month,  six  guineas  and  a  half.  Item,  from  Mrs.  Mala- 
prop,  ifor  betraying  the  young  people  to  her" — when  I 
found  matters  were  likely  to  be  discovered — *^  two  gui- 
neas and  a  French  shawl  Item,  from  Mr.  Acres,  for 
cMrrying  divers  letters" — ^which  I  never  delivered,— 


*'  two  gniiiFBs  and  a  pair  of  buckles,  llei; 
Lucius  0'Trigg»,  three  crowns.  Iwo  gold  poc 
and  a  silver  snuIT-boi !"— Weli  done,  i 
yel  I  was  forceil  to  make  my  Hibernian  bi 
he  was  corresponding,  not  with  the  aunt,  ba 
nivce :  for,  thougii  not  over  rich,  I  found 
much  pride  and  deiicaey  to  jftcrifice  the  fa 
Sealleman  to  the  Decessilies  of  his  Tortgne. 


ACT  It. 

SCENE  l.—Cap 

Enter  Captain  AB»otUTE  anil  Fag,  k. 

Fag.  Sir,  wliile  I  was  there.  Sir    Anihony  cane  iB; 

I  told  him  you  had  «eiil  mc  to  inquire  after  his  healtb, 

Cupf.  A.  And  what  did  he  say  on  hearing  I  wa>  at 
Bath? 

Fag.  Sir,  in  mv  life,  I  never  saw  an  elderly  gentle 
man  more  mstonlsned  ] 

Capt.  A.  Well,  sir,  and  what  did  you  say? 

fag.  O,  I  lied,  sir — I  forgot  the  precise  lie,  but,  you 
may  depend  on't  he  got  no  truth  from  me.  Yet,  with 
submission.  Tor  feat  cf  blunders  in  future,  I  should  be 
glad  to  fix  what  lias  brought  ue  tu  Bath,  in  order  that 
we  may  Ilea  little  consistently.  Sir  Anthony's  ser- 
Tants  were  curious,  sir,  very  curious  indeed. 

Capl.A.     You  have  said  nothing  to  them?  — 

Fag.  O,  not  a  word,  sir — not  a  word.  ]Ur.  Thomas, 
indeed,  the  coachman  (whom  t  take  to  be  the  discreelest 
»f  whips)— 

Capi.  A.  'Sdeath!— you  rascall  yon  have  not  trust- 
ed bimt 

Fag.  Oh,  no,  sir, — no — no— not  a  syllable,  upon  my 
Tcraeltyl— He  was.  Indeed,  a  little  ln({uiutUe  ■,  ba1\ 
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was  sly,  sir — devilish  sly  !— My  master  (said  I),  honest 
Thomas  (you  know,  sir,  one  says  honest  to  one's  in« 
feriors)  is  come  to  Bath  to  recruit — yes,  sir — I  said 
to  recruit — and  whether  for  men,  money,  or  constitu- 
tion, you  know,  sir,  is  nothing  to  him,  nor  any  one 
else. 

Capt,  A.  Well  -  recruit  will  do — let  it  be  so — 

Fag,  Oh,  sir,  recruit  will  do  surprisingly :— indeed, 
to  give  the  thing  an  air,  I  told  Thomas,  that  your  ho- 
nour had  already  enlisted  five  disbanded  chairmen,  se- 
ven minority  waiters,  and  thirteen  billiard  markers. 

Capt,  A,  You  blockhead,  never  say  more  than  is  ne- 
cessary. 

Fag.  I  beg  pardon,  sir — I  beg  pardon.  But,  \vith 
submission,  a  lie  is  nothing  unless  well  supported. 
Sir,  whenever  I  draw  on  my  invention  for  a  good  cur- 
rent lie,  I  always  forge  endorsements  as  well  as  the  hill. 

Capt,  A,  Well,  take  care  you  don't  hurt  your  cre- 
dit by  offering  too  much  security.  Is  Mr.  Faulklani 
returned  ? 

Fag.  He  is  above,  sir,  changing  his  dress. 

Capt,  A,  Can  you  tell  whether  he  has  been  informed 
of  Sir  Anthony's  and  Miss  Melville's  arrival  ? 

Fag,  I  fancy  not,  sir ;  he  has  seen  no  one  since  he 
came  in,  but  his  gentleman,  who  was  with  him  at  Bris- 
tol.    I  think,  sir,  I  hear  Mr  Faulkland  coming  down  — 

Capt,  A,  Go,  tell  him  I  am  here.  {Crosses  to  n. 

Fag,  Yes,  sir— [Goiii^.]  I  beg  pardon,  sir,  but 
should  Sir  Anthony  call,  you  will  do  me  the  favour  to 
remember  that  we  are  recruiting,  if  you  plea^^e. 

Capt.  A,  Well,  well. 

Fag,  And  in  tenderness  to  my  character,  if  your 
hiHiour  could  bring  in  the  chairmen  and  waiters,  I  shall 
esteem  it  as  an  obligation ; — for  though  I  never  scru- 
ple a  lie  to  serve  my  master,  yet  it  hurts  one's  consci- 
ence to  be  found  out*  [Exit,  l.  d. 

Capt.  A.  Now  for  my  whimsical  friend :  ~  If  he  does 
not  know  that  his  mistress  is  here,  I'll  tease  him  a  lit- 
tle before  I  tell  him — 

Enter  Fag,  l.  d. 
Fag,  Mr.  Faulkland,  sir.  [Exit,  l.  d. 

Re-enter  Fag,  l.  d.  introduces  Mr.  Faulkland,  and 

exit,  n. 

Capt,  A.  Faulkland,  you're  welcome  to  Bath  again: 
you  are  punctual  in  your  return. 
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Famik,  Ym  ;  I  had  nothing  to  detain  me  when  I  had 
finished  the  business  I  went  on.  Well,  what  news  since 
1 1^  you  f  How  stand  matters  between  yon  and  Ly- 
diat 

Capt,  A.  'Faith,  mnch  as  they  were. 

Famlk.  Nay,  then,  you  trifle  too  long^-if  yon  are 
snre  of  her,  Tpropode  to  the  aunt,  in  your  own  charaeter, 
and  write  to  Sir  Anthony  for  his  consent. 

Cdpi,  A.  Softly,  softly,  for  though  I  am  convinced 
my  Uttle  Lydia  would  elope  with  me  as  Ensign  Bever- 
ley, yet  am  I  by  no  means  certain  that  she  would  take 
■e  with  the  impediment  of  our  fUends*.  consent,  a  re- 
gidar  humdrum  wedding,  and  the  reversion  of  a  good 
fortone  on  my  side.  Well,  but  Faulkland,  you'll  dine 
with  us  to-day  at  the  hotel  f 

Famik,  Indeed,  I  cannot ;  I  am  not  in  spirits  to  be 
of  such  a  party. 

CqiC  A,  By  heaTens !  I  shall  forswear  your  com- 
pany. Ton  are  the  ntost  teasing,  captious,  inoorrigi- 
Die  lOTer ! — Do  loye  like  a  man. 

JVralfe.  Ah  I  Jack,  your  heart  and  soul  are  not  Hke 
mine,  flzed  immutably  on  one  only  object.  Ton  throw 
for  a  large  stake,  but,  losing,  yon  could  Stake  and 
throw  again ;  but  I  have  set  my  sum  of  happiness  on 
this  cast,  and  not  to  succeed  were  to  be  stripped  of 
all. 

Capt.  A,  But,  for  heaYen's  sake  I  what  grounds  for 
apprehension  can  your  whimsical  brain  conjure  up  at 
present  ? 

Fa^Uk.  What  grounds  for  apprehension,  did  you  say  ? 
Heavens !  are  there  not  a  thousand  ?  I  fear  for  her 
spirits — ^her  health— her  life— O  !  Jack,  when  delicate 
and  feeling  souls  are  separated,  there  is  not  a  feature 
in  the  sky,  not  a  movement  of  the  elements,  not  an  as- 
piration of  the  breeze,  but  hints  some  cause  for  a  lover's 
apprehension ! 

Capt,  A.  Ay,  but  we  may  choose  whether  we  will 
take  the  hint  or  not.  So  then,  Faulkland,  If  you  were 
convinced  that  Julia  were  well,  and  in  spirits,  you 
wouid  be  entirely  content  ? 

Faulk.  I  should  be  happy  beyond  measure— I  am 
anxious  only  for  that. . 

Capt,  A,  Then  cure  your  anxiety  at  once— Miss 
Melville  is  in  perfect  health,  and  is  at  this  moment  in 
Bath. 

Feuik*  Nay,  Jack— don't  trifle  with  me. 
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Capt,  A,  She  is  arrived  here  with  iny  father,  within 
this  hour. 

FtKulk,  Can  you  be  serious  ? 

Capt,  A,  I  thought  you  knew  Sir  Anthony  better  than 
to  be  surprised  at  a  sadden  whim  of  this  kind. — Serlousl  y 
then,  it  is  as  I  teil  you,  upon  my  honour. 

Faulk.  My  dear  Jack— now  nothing  on  earth  can 
give  me  a  moment's  uneasiness. 

Enter  Fag,  b. 

Fag,  Sir,  Mr.  Acres,  just  arrived,  is  below. 

Capt,  A,  Stay,  Faulkland,  this  Acres  lives  within  a 
mile  of  Sir  Anthony,  and  he  shall  tell  you  how  your 
mistress  has  been  ever  since  you  left  her.  Fag,  show 
the  gentleman  up.  [Exit  Fag,  r. 

Faulk,  What,  is  he  much  acquainted  in  the  family  ? 

Capt,  A.  Oh,  very  intimate  ;  he  is  likewise  a  rival 
of  mine— —that  is,  of  my  other  seirs,  for  he  does  not 
think  his  friend.  Captain  Absolute,  ever  saw  the  lady 
in  question  ;  and  'it  is  ridiculous  enough  to  hear  him 
complain  to  me  of  one  Beverley,  a  conceited,  skulking 
rival,  who 

Faulk.  Hush !~  He's  here  I 

Enter  Acres,  r. 

Acres,  Hah!  my  dear  friend,  noble  captain,  and 
honest  Jack,  how  dost  thou  ?  just  arrived,  ^faith,  as 
you  see.— Sir,  your  humble  servant.  Warm  work  on 
the  roads.  Jack— odds  whips  and  wheels  !  I*ve  travel- 
led like  a  comet,  with  a  tail  of  dust  all  the  way  as  long 
as  the  Mall. 

Capt.  A.  Ah! 'Bob,  you  are  indeed  an  eccentric 
planet,  but  we  know  your  attraction  hither ;  give  me 
leave  to  introduce  Mr.  Faulkland  to  you  ;  Mr.  Faulk- 
land, Mr.  Acres. 

Acres,  Sir,  I  am  most  heartily  glad  to  see  you : 
[Crosses  to  c]  sir,  I  solicit  your  connexions. — Hey, 
Jack— what  this  is  Mr.  Faulkland,  who 

Capt,  A,  Ay,  Bob,  Miss  Melville's  Mr.  Faulkland. 

Acres,  Ah  !  Mr.  Faulkland,  you  are  indeed  a  happy 
man ! 

Faulk,  I  have  not  seen  Miss  Af elville  yet,  sir ;  I  hope 
she  enjoyed  full  health  and  spirits  in  Devonshire ! 

Acres,  Never  knew  her  better  in  my  life,  sir ;   never 
better.^  Odds  blushes  and  blooms !    she  has  been  «s 
heaithy  as  the  German  Spa, 
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^Fmaik.  Indeed!  I  did  hear  thet  the  luid  been  a  little 
indlspoeed. 

AertM.  False,  ftdse,  sir;  only  said  to  vex  you  i  qeite 
Ibe  reverse*.  I  assure  yon.  [ Acfirct  «p  ike  Mmgt. 

JVmA.  Tliere,  Jaek*  yon  see  she  has  the  advantage 
of  me  ;  I  had  almost  fretted  myself  ill. 

CapL  A,  Now  are  you  angry  with  your  mistress  for 
not  iMLTing  been  siek. 

FanUk,  No,  no,  yon  misunderstand  me :  yet  surely  a 
little  trilling  Indisposition  Is  not  an  unnatural  oonse- 
(faence  of  absence  from  those  we  love.  Now  oonfessT- 
isn't  there  something  unkind  in  this  violent,  robust, 
vuTeelittg  health? 

Capi.  A.  Oh,  it  was  very  unkind  of  her  to  be  well  in 
your  absttsoe,  to  be  sure ! 

Jertt.  Good  apartments,  Jack.     [Coming  formard. 

Mkmik.  Well,  sir,  but  you  was  saying  that  fiiUss  Mel- 
TiUe  has  been  so  exceedingly  well— what  then,  she  has 
be«n  merry  and  gay,  I  suppose? — always  in  ^irits, 
hey? 

^IsfVf •  Merry !  odds  crickets  I  she  has  bem  the  bdle 
and  spirit  of  the  company  wherever  she  has  been— to 
lively  and  entertaining !  so  full  of  wit  and  humour  1 

[Retires  up  the  stage, 

FtnUk.  By  my  soul !  there  is  an  innate  levity  in  wo- 
man that  nothing  can  overcome  ?— What !  happy,  and 
I  away ! 

CapL  A,  Just  now,  you  were  only  apprehensive  fur 
yonr  mistress's  spirits. 

Faulk,  Why,  Jack,  have  1  been  the  joy  and  spirit 
of  the  company  ? 

Capt,  A.  No,  indeed,  you  have  not. 

Faulk.  Have  I  been  lively  and  entertaining  ? 

Capt,  A.  Oh,  upon  my  word,  I  acquit  you. 

Fau'k.  Have  I  been  full  of  wit  and  humour  ? 

Ctq)t.  A,  No,  *faith,  to  do  you  justice,  you  have  been 
confoundedly  stupid  indeed. 

Acres,  (r.)  What's  the  matter  with  the  gentleman  ? 

Ckipt.  A.  He  is  onlv  expressing  his  great  satisfaction 
at  hearing  that  Julia  has  been  so  well  and  happy — that's 
all— hey,  Faulltland? 

Faulk*  Tes,  yes,  she  has  a  happy  disposition  ! 

Acres,  [Crosses  to  c]  That  she  has,  indeed— then 
she  is  so  accomplished — so  sweet  a  voice — so  expert  at 
her  harpsichord— such  a  mistress  of  flat  and  sharp; 
squallante,  rumblante,  and  quiverante !— there  was  this 
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time  month— odds  minums  and  crotchets  !  how  she  did 
chirrup  at  Mrs.  Piano*s  concert  I  [Sings.']  My  heart* s 
wng  own^  my  wUl  isjree.    That's  very  like  her. 

[Goes  up  the  stage, 

FaiUk.  Fool !  fool  that  I  am  !  to  fix  all  my  happi- 
ness on  such  a  trifler !  *Sdeath  I  to  make  herself  the 
pipe  and  ballad-monger  of  a  circle  !  to  sooth  her  light 
neart  with  catches  and  glees !  What  can  you  say  to 
this,  sir? 

Capt  A,  Why,  that  I  should  be  glad  to  hear  my  mis- 
tress had  been  so  merry,  sir. 

Faulk,  Nay,  nay,  nay— I*m  not  sorry  that  she  lias 
been  happy ;  no,  .1  am  glad  of  that^-but  she  has  been 
dancing  too,  1  doubt  not. 

Acres.  [In  the  c]  What  does  the  gentleman  say 
about  dancing  ? 

Capt.  A,  He  says  the  lady  we  speak  of  dances  as 
well  as  she  sings. 

Acres.  Ay,  truly  does  she— there  was  at  our  last  race 
ball 

FauUt,  Hell  and  the  devil !    [Acres  goes  suddenly  to 
^R.]    There!  there — I  told  you  so  !  I  told  you  so  1    oh  ! 
she  thrives  in  my  absence  !     Dancing ! 

Capt,  A.  For  heaven's  sake,  Faulkland,  don't  ex- 
pose yourself  so  !  Suppose  she  has  danced,  what  then  ? 
does  not  the  ceremony  of  society  often  oblige — 

Faulk.  Well,  well,  I'll  contain  myself — perhaps,  as 
you  say— for  form's  sake.  [Crosses  to  c]  I  say  Mr, 
—Mr. What's  his  d — d  name  ? 

Capt.  A.  Acres,  Acres. 

Faulk.  O  ay,  Mr.  Acres,  you  were  praising  Miss 
Melville's  manner  of  dancing  a  minuet — hey  ? 

Acres.  Oh,  I  dare  insure  her  for  that— but  what  I  was 
going  to  speak  of,  was  her  country  dancing:  odds 
swimmings  I  she  has  such  an  air  with  her  I 

Faulk.  Now,  disappointment  on  her  1  defend  this. 
Absolute  !  why  don't  you  defend  this  ?  country  dances  ! 
jigs  and  reels!  am  I  to  blame  now!  A  minuet  I  could 
have  forgiven— I  should  not  have  minded  that — I  say,  I 
should  not  have  regarded  a  minuet — ^but  country  dan- 
ces !  Z ds,  had  she  made  one  in  a  cotillion — I  be- 
lieve I  could  have  forgiven  even  that — but  to  be  mon- 
key-led for  a  night !  to  run  the  gauntlet  through  a  string 
of  amorous  palming  puppies  I  to  show  paces,  like  a 
managed  filly !  Oh,  Jack,  there  never  can  be  but  one 
man  in  the  world  whom  a  truly  modest  and  delicate 
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woman  ought  to  pair  with  in  a  eonntry  dance ;  and, 
even  then,  the  rest  of  the  couples  should  be  her  great 
Qndes  and  aunts  1  [Crosift  to  l. 

Capi,  A,  Ay,  to  be  sure  *  grandfathers  and  grand- 
mothers! 

Ftmlk,  If  there  be  but  one  vicious  mind  in  the  set, 
it  will  spread  like  a  contagion— the  action  of  their 
pulse  beats  to  the  laseMous  moTement  of  the  jig — ^their 
ouiyering,  warm-breathed  sighs  impregnate  the  air— 
the  atmosphere  becomes  electrical  to  love,  and  each 
amorous  sparlc  darts  through  every  link  of  the  cludn  1 — 
I  must  leave  you— I  own  1  am  somewhat  flurried— and 
timt  confounded  looby  has  perceived  it.  X^^*0' 

Capt,  A.  Nay,  but  stay,  Faulkland,  and  thank  Mr. 
Acres  fbr  his  good  news. 

Fanik,  D— n  his  news !  Ifi^*  ^' 

Copt,  il.  Ha  I  ha  I  ha !  poor  Faulkland  I  Five  mi- 
nutes since-—'*  nothing  on  earth  could  give  him  a  mo- 
ment's uneasiness  I'* 

Aeret*  The  gentleman  wasn*t  angry  at  my  praising 
his  mistress,  was  he  ? 

Capt,  An  A  little  jealous,  I  believe.  Bob* 

Acres,  You  don't  say  so  ?  Ha  1  ha !  jealous  of  me? 
— that's  a  good  joke  ! 

Caj^.  A.  There's  nothing  strange  in  that,  Bob  ;  let 
me  tell  you,  that  sprightly  grace  and  insinuating  man- 
ner of  yours  will  do  some  mischief  among  the  girls 
here. 

Aereg.  Ah!  you  joke— ha  I  ha!  mischief— ha!  ha! 
but  you  know  1  am  not  my  own  property  I  my  dear  Ly- 
dia  has  forestalled  me.  She  could  never  abide  me  in 
the  country,  because  I  used  to  dress  so  badly^but, 
odds  frogs  and  tambours !  I  sha'nt  take  matters  so 
here — now  ancient  madam  has  no  voice  in  it — 1*11  make 
my  old  clothes  know  who's  master— I  'shall  straitway 
cashier  the  hunting-frock,  and  render  my  leather  breech- 
es incapable— My  hair  has  been  in  training  some  time. 

Capt.  A.  Indeed ! 

Acres.  Ay — and  tho'f  the  side-curls  are  a  little  res- 
tive, my  hind  part  takes  it  very  kindly. 

Copt.  A,  Oh,  you'll  polish,  I  doubt  not. 

Acres.  Absolutely  I  propose  so--then  if  I  can  find  out 
this  Ensign  Beverley,  odds  triggers  and  flints !  I'll 
make  him  know  the  difference  o't. 

Capt.  A,  Spoke  like  a  man — but  pray,  Bob,  I   ob- 
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senre  yoa  have  got  an  odd  kind  of  a  new  method  of 
swearuig 

Aereg.  Ha !  ha !  yoaWe  taken  notice  of  it — *tis  gen- 
teel, isn*t  it  ? — ^I  didn*t  invent  it  myself  though  ;  but  a 
commander  in  our  militia,  a  great  scholar,  I  assure  you, 
says  that  there  is  no  meaning  in  the  common  oaths,  and 
that  nothing  but  their  antiquity  makes  them  respectable ; 
because,  he  says,  the  ancients  would  never  stick  to  an 
oath  or  two,  but  would  say,  by  Jove  I  or  by  Bacchus  ! 
or  by  Mars  !  or  by  Venus !  or  by  Pallas  I  according  to 
the  sentiment ;— so  that  to  swear  with  propriety,  says 
ray  little  major,  the  "  oath  should  be  an  echo  to  the 
sense  ;*'  and  this  we  call  the  oath  referential,  or  senti- 
mental swearing— ha !  ha!  ha!  *tis  genteel,  isn't  it? 

CapL  A.  Very  genteel,  and  very  new  indeed -and  1 
dare  say  will  supplant  all  other  figures  of  imprecation. 

Acres.  Ay,  ay,  the  best  terms  will  grow  obsolete — 
Damns  have  had  their  day. 

Enter  Fag,  r.  d. 

Fag.  Sir,  there  is  a  gentleman  below  desires  to  see 
you— Shall  I  show  him  into  the  parlour? 

Capt  A.  Ay— you  may. 

Acres.  Well,  I  must  be  gone — 

Capt  A.  Stay :  who  is  it.  Fag  ? 

Fag.  Your  father,  sir. 

Capt.  A.  You  puppy,  why  didn*t  you  shew  him  up 
directly?  [Exit  Fag,  r.  d. 

Acres,  You  have  business  with  Sir  Anthony. — I  ex- 

fect  a  message  from  Mrs.  Malaprop,  at  my  lodgings, 
have  sent  also  to  my  dear  friend.  Sir  Lucius  0*Trig- 
ger. — ^Adieu,  Jack,  we  must  meet  at  night,  when  you 
shall  give  me  a  dozen  bumpers  to  little  Lydia. 

[Exit,  n.    J 
Capt.  A.  That  I  will,  with  all  my  heart.    Now  for  a     ^ 
parental  lecture*-!  hope  he  has  heard  nothing  of  the 
ousiness  that  has  brought  me  here — I  wish  the  gout  had 
held  him  fast  in  Devonshire,  with  all  my  soul ! 

Enter  Sir  Anthony,  r.  d. 

Sir,  I  am  delighted  to  see  you  here,  and  looking  so  well ! 
—your  sudden  arrival  at  Bath  made  me  apprehensive 
for  your  health. 

Sir  Anth.  Very  apprehensive,  I  dare  say,  Jack. — 
What,  you  are  recruiting  here,  hey  ? 

Capt.  A.  Yes,  sir,  I  am  on  duty. 
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Sir  ifflilA.  Well,  Jack,  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  though  I 
did  not  expect  it ;  fbr  I  wai  going  to  write  to  yoa  on  a 
little  matter  of  bosioees.— Jaclc,  I  iiave  lieen  considering 
that  I  grow  old  and  infirm,  and  shall  probably  not 
tronbie  yoa  long. 

Capi.  A.  Pardon  me,  sir,  I  never  saw  you  look  more 
strong  and  hearty,  and  I  pray  fervently  that  you  may 
continue  so. 

Sir  Amtk,  I  hope  your  prayers  may  be  heard  witE  all 
my  heart.  Well  then.  Jack,  I  have  been  considering 
that  I  am  so  strong  and  hearty,  I  may  continue  to  plague 
yon  a  long  timew— Now,  Jack,  1  am  sensible  tint  the 
income  of  your  commission,  and  wliat  I  have  hitherto 
allowed  you,  is  but  a  small  pittanea  for  a  lad  of  your 
spirit. 

Gafit.  A,  Sir,  you  are  very  good. 

SirAntk.  And  it  is  my  wish,  while  yet  I  live,  to  have 
my  boy  make  some  figure  in  the  world.—!  have  re- 
solved, therefore,  to  fix  you  at  once  in  a  noble  indepen- 
dence. 

Cmd*  A.  Sir,  your  kindness  overpowers  me.— Tet, 
sir,  I  presume  you  would  not  wish  me  to  quit  the 
army  f 

Sir  Anth.  Oh  1  that  shall  be  as  your  wife  chooses. 

Copt.  A.  My  wife,  sir ! 

Sir  Anth,  Ay,  ay,  settle  that  between  you — settle 
that  between  you. 

Capt,  A.  A  wife,  sir,  did  you  say? 

Sir  Anth.  Ay,  a  wife — why,  did  I  not  mention  that 
before  ? 

Capt,  A,  Not  a  word  of  her,  sir. 

Sir  Anth,  Odd  so !— I  niusn*t  forget  her  though— 
Yes,  Jack,  the  independence  I  was  talking  of  is  by  a 
marriage — the  fortune  is  saddled  with  a  wife  ;  but  I 
suppose  that  makes  no  difference? 

Capt.  A.  Sir  I  sir !  yon  amaze  me  ! 

Sir  Anth.  Why,  what  the  devirs  the  matter  with  the 
fool  ?  Just  now  yon  were  all  gratitude  and  duty. 

Capt,  A.  I  was,  sir.'^You  talked  to  me  of  indepen- 
dence and  a  fortune,  but  not  a  word  of  a  wife. 

Sir  Anth.  Why,  what  difference  does  that  make?  — 
Odds  life,  sir  I  if  you  have  the  estate,  you  must  take  it 
with  the  live  stock  on  it,  as  it  stands. 

Capt,  A.  Pray,  sir,  who  is  the  lady  ? 

Sir  Anth,  What*s  that  to  you,  8ir?>-Gome,  give  me 
TOUT  promise  to  love  and  to  marry  her  directly. 
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Capt.  A,  Sure,  sir,  this  is  not  very  reasonable ;  to 
summon  my  affections  for  a  lady  I  know  nothing  of? 

Sir  AfUh,  I  am  sure,  sir,  'tis  more  unreasonable  in 
you  to  object  to  a  lady  you  know  nothing:  of. 

CapL  A,  You  must  excuse  me,  sir,  if  1  tell  you,  once 
for  all,  'that  in  this  point  I  cannot  obey  you. 

Sir  Anth.  Hark  ye.  Jack ; — I  have  heard  you  for  some 
time  with  patience — I  have  been  cool--quite  cool ;  but 
take  care — ^you  know  I  am  compliance  itself,  when  I  am 
not  thwarted ;  no  one  more  easily  led,  when  I  have  my 
own  way ; — ^but  don't  put  me  in  a  frenzy. 

Capt,  A:  Sir,  I  must  repeat  it — in  this  I  cannot  obey 
you. 

Sir  Anth,  Now  d— n  me !  if  ever  I  call  you  Jack 
again  while  I  live  ! 

Capt,  A,  Nay,  sir,  but  hear  me. 

Sir  Anth,  Sir,  I  won't  hear  a  word— not  a  word ;  not 
one  word !  so  give  me  your  promise  by  a  nod.  And 
I'll  tell  you  what,  Jack— I  mean,  you  dog — if  you  don't, 
by 

Capt,  A,  What,  sir,  promise  to  link  myself  to  some 
mass  of  ugliness ! 

Sir  Anth.  Z — ds,  sirrah!  the  lady  shall  be  as  ugly 
as  I  choose :  she  shall  have  a  hump  on  each  shoulder': 
she  shall  be  as  crooked  as  the  crescent ;  her  one  eye  shall 
roll  like  the  bull's  in  Cox's  Museum.  She  shall  have  a 
skin  like  a  mummy,  and  the  beard  of  a  Jew.  She  shall 
be  all  this,  sirrah  I  yet  I'll  make  you  ogle  her  all  day, 
and  sit  up  all  night  to  write  sonnets  on  her  beauty. 

Capt,  A.  This  is  reason  and  moderation  indeed  ! 

Sir  Anth,  None  of  your  sneering,  puppy  !  no  grin- 
ning, jackanapes . 

Capt,  A.  Indeed,  sir,  I  never  was  in  a  worse  humour 
for  mirth  in  my  life. 

Sir  Anth.  'Tis  false,  sir ;  I  know  you  are  laughing  in 
your  sleeve;  I  know  you'll  grin  when  I  am  gone, 
sirrah ! 

Capt.  A,  Sir,  I  hope  I  know  my  duty  better 

Sir  Anth,  None  of  your  passion,  sir !  none  of  your 
violence,  if  you  please — it  won't  do  with  me,  I  promise 
you. 

Capt,  A,  Indeed,  sir,  I  was  never  cooler  in  my  life. 

Sir  Anth.  'Tis  a  confounded  lie ! — I  know  you  are  in 
a  passion  in  your  heart ;  I  know  you  are,  you  hypocri- 
tical young  dog — but  it  won't  do. 

Capt.  A,  Nay,  sir,  upon  my  word— 
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Oil  be  cool,  Itke 

._ „  ,       .  lido?    Pasiion 

is  of  no  service,  you  impudent,  insolent,  oier-braring  re- 
probitc  1 — ThHTB,  you  sneer  ajfain  i — dori't  provoke  me ! 
but  yoB  rel;  iipOD  the  mildness  of  my  ttmpiT — ^von  do. 
you  doR  !  you  pUv  upon  the  niKeliness  of  my  diapi 
Yet,  lakecttre— thepaticDceof  asmnl  may  beni 
at  last ! — but  mark !  I  give  yoa  aix  hnur.s  iind  a  half  to 
consider  of  thU:  if  you  Ihcii  o.irree,  wilnout  any  con- 
dition, to  do  every  Mug  on  earlh  that  1  cbonse,  why — 
confound  your  Imayintirae  foigivt  you,— -if  not,  I— isl 
doQ*t  enter  the  same  hemisphere  witli  me  ;  iln n't  dare  to 
breathe  the  same  air.  or  use  the  same  liitht  wilhnie;  bat 
gel  analmosphereaniiasun  of  yourown'!  I'll  strip  yon 
of  your  commission  ;  I  il  lodf^e  aiivr'aud-threepence  In 
the  handl  oftrustees,  and  you  shitll  live  on  Ihe  iiiterdat. 
I'll  disown  yoD,  I'll  disinherit  you,  I'll  nuget  yonl 
and  d — D  me  !  if  ever  I  call  you  Jack  again  ! 

[_ElU,   B.  D. 

Capt.J.  Hild,  gentle,  eonslderale  father!  llcissyoQr 
Enter  Fas,  n.  d. 

Fag.  Assuredly,  sir,  your  father  is  wjolhtoa  degree; 
he  comes  down  stairs  eight  or  ten  steps  at  a  time,  mut- 
tering, (^roniing.  and  thumping  the  hanislers  all  the  way  ; 
I,  and  the  cook's  dog,  stand  bowing  nt  the  door— rap  ! 
he  gives  me  a  stroke  on  the  h^ad  with  his  cane ;  bids  me 
carry  that  to  ray  roaster ;  then  kicking  the  poor  turnspll 
into  the  area,  d— ns  us  all  for  a  tmppy  triumvirate  I — 
Upon  my  credit,  sir,  were  I  in  your  place,  and  found  my 
father  such  Vf;ry  bad  company,  I  shoulil  cerlaiHly  drop 
his  acquaialaace. 

CapLA,  Ceasa  your  impertinence,  sir — did  yon  come 
In  for  nothing  more  !    Staod  out  of  the  way, 

[Piulitt  Urn  lutde,  and  exit,  a.  v. 

Fag.  So  J  Sir  Anthony  trims  my  master  :  he  Is  afraid 
to  reply  to  his  father,  then  vents  his  spleen  on  poor  Faf ! 
When  one  Is  vexed  by  one  person,  to  revenge  one's  self 
on  another,  who  happens  to  come  in  the  way,  ibowt  the 
worst  of  temper,  the  basest — 

Sitter  EaatHD  Bot,  r.d. 
Bo$.  Mr.  Fag  I  Mr.  Fu  I  yonr  miuter  calli  yon. 
Fag.  Well  I  you  little,  dirty  pitppy,  you  aeedat  bawl 
■o — ue  meanest  dIsposlUon,  the — 
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Bojf,  Qaick,  quick !  Mr.  Fag. 

Fag,  Quick,  quick !  you  impudent  jackanapes  !  am  I 
to  be  commanded  by  you  too,  you  little,  impertinent, 
insolent,  kitchen  bred—  [Kicks  him  off,  n.  d. 

SCENE  II.— TAc  North  Parade, 

Enter  Lucy,  l. 

Lueff.  So,  I  shall  have  another  rival  to  add  to  my 
mistresses  list— Captain  Absolute  ;  however,  I  shall  not 
enter  his  name  till  my  purse  has  received  due  notice  in 
form.  Sir  Lucius  is  generally  more  punctual,  when  he 
expects  to  hear  from  his  dear  Dalia,  as  he  calls  her : — 
I  wonder  he*s  not  here ! 

Enter  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigoer,  r. 

Sir  L.  Hah !  my  little  ambassadress ;  upon  my  con- 
science I  have  been  looking  for  you ;  I  have  been  on  the 
South  Parade  this  half  hour. 

Lucy.  [Speaking  simplyJ^  O  gemini ;  and  I  have 
been  waiting  for  your  worship  here  on  the  North. 

Sir  L.  *Faith  !  may  be,  that  was  the  reason  we  did 
not  meet ;  and  it  is  very  comical  too,  how  you  could  go 
out,  and  1  not  see  you — for  I  was  only  taking  a  nap  at 
the  Parade  Coffee-house,  and  I  chose  the  window,  on 
purpose  that  I  might  not  miss  you. 

Lucy.  My  stars !  Now  I'd  wager  a  sixpence  I  went 
by  while  you  were  asleep. 

Sir  L.  Sure  enough  it  must  have  been  so ;  and  I  never 
dreamt  it  was  so  late,  till  I  waked.  Well,  but  my  little 
girl,  have  you  got  nothing  for  me  ? 

LMcg.  Yes,  but  1  have — l*ve  got  a  letter  for  you  in 
my  pocket. 

Sir  L.  r faith  !  I  guessed  you  weren't  come  enypty- 
handed  ;  well,  let  me  see  what  the  dear  creature  says. 

Lucy.  There,  Sir  Lucius.  [Gives  him  a  letter. 

Sir  L,  [Rcads.'l  "  Sir, — There  is  often  a  sudden  in- 
centive impulse  in  love,  that  has  a  greater  induction  than 
years  of  domestic  combination :  such  was  the  commotion 
I  felt  at  the  first  superfluous  view  of  Sir  Lucius  O'Trig 
ger."  Very  pretty  upon  my  word  !  "  Female  punctua- 
tion forbids  me  to  say  more !  yet,  let  me  add,  that  it 
will  give  me  joy  infallible  to  find  Sir  Lucius  worthy  the 
last  criterion  of  my  affections. 

*•  Yours,  while  meretricious, 

"  Delia." 
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Upon  my  conscience  I  Lucy,  your  laJy  is  a  groBl  rala- 
tresa  ot  language  !  'Fsilh  I  she's  quilu  the  queen  i>r  the 
(liclionnry  ;  for  the  devil  a  wonl  ilnre  refuse  coming  al 
her  call,  though  one  would  think  it  was  quite  oot  of 

Lacy.  Ay,  sir,  a.  lady  of  her  eiperlenci^. 

Sir  L.  Bnperience  !  Tthal,  nt  seventeen  ? 

Lues.  O,  true,  sir — hut  then  she  reads  so — niy  stars  ! 
how  she  will  read  ofT  hand  '. 

Sir  L.  'Faith  she  mu&l  be  very  deep  read,  to  write 
this  way,  though  she  Is  rather  an  arbitrary  writer,  toi> ; 
for  here  arfe  a  great  many  poor  words  jireased  into  ihe 
service  or  this  note,  that  would  get  their  habeat  corput 
from  any  court  in  Christendom.  However,  when  aOec- 
tion  guides  the  pen,  ha  must  be  a  brute  who  Hnds  fanll 
with  the  style. 

Lhcjt.  Ah !  Sir  Lueius,  if  you  were  to  hear  how  she 
talks  of  yon ! 

Sir  L.  Oh,  lell  her,  I'll  make  her  Ihe  best  husband  in 
Ihe  world,  and  Lady  O'Trlgger  into  the  bargain  !  But 
wemuat  gel  the  old  gentlewoman's  consent,  and  do  every 
Ihing  Tajrly. 

iMcg.  Nay,  Sir  Lucius,  I  thought  you  wa'n't  rich 
enough  lo  be  so  nice. 

Sir  L.  Upon  my  word,  yonng  woman,  you  have  hit  il : 
I  am  so  poor,  that  I  can't  afford  to  do  a  dirty  action. 
ir  I  did  not  want  money,  I'd  steal  your  mistress  and  her 
fortune  with  a  graat  deal  of  pleasure.  However,  ray 
pretty  girl,  [Giving  'ker  money^  here's  a  little  some- 
thing to  buy  you  a  ribband  ;  and  meet  me  in  the  evening, 
and  I  will  give  you  an  answer  to  this.  So,  husgy,  take 
a  h'SS  beforehand,  lo  put  you  in  mind.         [Kiim  her. 

Lwctl.  OIndl  Sir  Lucius — I  never  see  such  a  gem- 
man  !  My  lady  won't  like  you  if  you  are  so  Impudent. 

Sir  L.  'Faith  she  will,  Lucy— that  same— pho  1  what's 
thename  of  it?— modesty! — is  a  quality  In  a  lover  more 
praised  by  the  women  t^n  liked:  so,  if  yonr  millress 
asks  you  whether  Sir  Lucius  ever  gave  you  a  klw,  tell 
her  fifty,  my  dear. 

Lwcy.  What,  would  you  have  me  tell  her  a  lie  T 

Sti-  L.  Ah,  then,  you  baggage  I  I'll  make  it  a  truth, 
presently. 

Lacv.  For  shame  novf  ;  here  is  some  one  coming. 

Sir  L.  O  '(aitb,  I'll  quiet  your  oonsoieuce ! 

[See*  V^a.—Exil,  Mingtng,  a. 
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Enter  Fao, 

Fag.  So,  so,  ma'am ;  I  humbly  beg  pardon. 

iMcy.  O  lud !  now,  Mr.  Fag — ^you  flurry  one  so. 

Fag,  Come,  come,  Lucy,  here*8  no  one  by — so  a  little 
less  simplicity,  with  a  grain  or  two  more  sincerity,  if 
you  please.  You  play  false  with  us,  madam.  I  saw  you 
give  the  baronet  a  letter.  My  master  shall  know  this  ; 
and  if  he  don't  call  him  out — I  will. 

iMCff,  Ha !  ha !  ha !  you  gentlemen's  gentlemen  are 
so  hasty !  That  letter  was  from  Mrs.  Malaprop,  sim- 
pleton.   She  is  taken  with  Sir  Lucius's  address. 

Fag,  How !  what  taste  some  people  have !  Why  I 
suppose  I  have  walked  by  her  window  an  hundred  times. 
But  what'  says  our  young  lady  ? — any  message  to  my 
master? 

Lucy,  Sad  news,  Mr.  Fag !  A  worse  rival  than  Acres ! 
Sir  Anthony  Absolute  has  proposed  his  son. 

Fag,  What,  Captain  Absolute  ? 

Lucy,  Even  so. — I  overheard  it  all. 

Fag,  Ha!  ha!  ha!  very  good,  'faith!  Good  b*ye, 
Lucy :  I  must  away  with  this  news.  ICrosses  to  r. 

Lucy,  Well,  you  may  laugh,  but  it  is  true,  I  assure 
you,  \_Goifig  L.  H.  ]  But,  Mr.  Fag,  tell  your  master  not 
to  be  cast  down  by  this. 

Fag.  Oh,  he'll  be  so  disconsolate  ! 

Lucy.  And  charge  him  not  to  think  of  quarrelling  with 
young  Absolute. 

Fag,  Never  fear — never  fear.         ^*- 

Lucy,  Be  sure,  bid  him  keep  up  his  spirits. 

Fag,  We  will -^we  will. 

lExeunt  Fag,  r.  Lucy,  l. 

'    '  '  END  OF  act  II. 
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ACT  m. 

SCESEl,^The  North  Parade. 

Enter  Captain  Absolute,  l. 
Capt.A.  'Tis  just  as  Fag  told  me,  indeed!   Whim- 
sical  eaongh,  'faith !    My  father  wants  to  force  me  to 
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mair;  Ihe  very  girl  1  Bm  plotting  to  run  anaf  vltLI 
He  iDUBt  not  know  of  toy  conoexion  with  her  ^etawhile. 
He  has  bw  Bummary  a  method  or  proceedioK  in  tbeee 
mattera ;  howe>er,  I'll  read  my  recantation  iagtaslly. 
My  conreraion  is  something  audilen,  indeed  ;  but  I  can 
assure  him,  it  is  very  sincere.  So,  lo,  here  be  comes : 
he  looks  plaguy  grufi".  lSl,rps  aside,  L, 

Enter  Siit  Anthony,  h. 
SirAnlk.  No— I'll  die  sooner  than  forgive  him! 
Die,  did  1  say?  I'll  live  these  My  years  to  plague 
him.  A I  our  last  meeting,  his  impudence  had  almoat 
put  me  out  of  temper — an  obstinate — passionate — Belf* 
willed  boy  I  Who  car  he  lake  after  ?  This  ia  my  return 
for  KetlinK  him  before  all  his  brothers  and  sislers  I  for 
putting  him  at  twelve  years  old  into  a  marching  regi- 
ment, and  alloniag  him  fifty  pounds  a  year,  besides 
his  pay,  ever  since  1  But  I  hare  done  with  him—^he'^ 
any  body's  son  for  me — I   never  will  see  him  more — 

Ciqit.  A.  Now  for  a  penitential  face  '. 

[Coma  /onrord  on  Ihe  I.. 
SirAnlh.  Fellow,  gel  out  of  my  way!         [Croasti  la  b. 
Cajil.  A.  Sir,  you  see  a  penitent  before  jou. 
SirAnlh.   I  see  an  impudent  scoundrel  before  me. 
Capl.  A.  A  sincere  pcnileut.     I  am  come,  sir,  to  ac- 
^no>>  e  ge   my  trror,    an  au  mil  en    re  y  lo   yonr 

Sir  Anih.  What's  that? 

Copt.  A.  I  have  been  revolving,  and  reBecling,  and 
considering  on  your  past  goodness,  and   kindness,  and 

condescension  lo  me. 

Sir  AnIh.  Well,  sir  ! 

Cayl.  A.  I  have  been  likewise  weighing,  and  balanc- 
ing, what  you  were  pleased  lo  mention,  concerning 
duty,  and  obedience,  and  aulbority. 

Sir  AnIh.  Why,  now  you  talk  sense,  absolute  sense  ! 
I  never  heard  any  thing  mure  sensible  in  my  life.  Con- 
found you  !  you  shall  be  Jack  again. 

Capl.  A.  I  am  happy  in  the  appellation. 

SirAnlh.  Why  then.  Jack,  my  dear  Jack,  I  will 
now  inform  you  who  the  lady  really  is.  Nothing  bat 
jour  passion  and  violence,  you  silly  fellow,  prevented 
me  telling  yon  at  first.  Prepare,  Jack,  for  wonder 
and  rapture — prepare.  Whal  think  yon  ofMisaLydlA 
Unguisbf 
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Capt.  A,  Languish !  W^hai  the  Languishes  of  Wor- 
cestershire ? 

8br  Antk,  Worcestershire !  No.  Did  you  never  meet 
Mrs.  Malaprop,  and  her  niece.  Miss  Languish,  who 
came  into  our  country,  just  before  you  were  last  ordered 
to  your  regiment  ? 

CapL  A.  Malaprop  !  Languish !  I  don*t  remember 
ever  to  have  heard  the  names  before.  Yet  stay,  I  think 
I  do  recollect  something— Languish — Languish — She 
squints,  don*t  she  ?  A  little  red-haired  girl  ? 

SirAnth,  Squints!    A    red-haired  girl!    Z ds  ! 

no! 

Capt,  A,  Then  1  must  have  forgot  I  it  can*t  be  the 
same  person. 

Sir  Anth.  Jack  !  Jack  !  what  think  you  of  blooming, 
love-breathing  seventeen  ? 

Capt,  A,  J^  to  that,  sir,  1  am  quite  indifferent ;  if  1 
can  please  you  in  the  matter,  *tis  all  I  desire. 

Sir  Amth,  Nay,  but  Jack,  such  eyes !  such  eyes  !  so 
innocently  wild  I  so  bashfully  irresolute !  Not  a  glance 
but  speaks  and  kindles  some  thought  of  love !  Then, 
Jack,  her  cheeks  I  her  cheeks  !  Jack  !  so  deeply  blush- 
ing at  the  insinuations  of  her  tell-tale  eyes !  Then, 
Jack,  her  lips !  O,  Jack,  lips,  smiling  at  their  own 
discretion!  and,  i^ not  smiling,  more  sweetly  pouting 
r-more  lovely  in  sullenness  I  Then,  Jack,  her  neck ! 
O,  Jack!  Jack! 

Capt.  A.  And  which  is  to  be  mine,  sir,  the  niece 
or  the  aunt  ? 

Sir  Anth,  Why,  you  unfeeling  insensible  puppy,  I 
despise  you.  When  1  was  of  your  age,  such  a  descrip- 
tion would  have  made  me  fly  like  a  rocket !  the  aunt, 
indeed  !  Odds  life !  when  I  ran  away  with  your  mother, 
1  would  not  have  touched  a^y  thing  old  or  ugly  to  gain 
an  empire. 

Capt.  A.  Not  to  please  your  father,  sir  ? 

Sir  Anth.  To  please  my   father — Z ds !  not   to 

please— O,  my  father — Odso  ! — ^yes,  yes  ;  if  my  father, 
indeed,  had  desired — that's  quite  another  matter. — 
Though  he  wasn't  the  indulgent  father  that  I  am.  Jack. 

Capt,  A.  I  dare  say  not,  sir  ? 

Sir  Anth.  But,  Jack,  you  are  not  sorry  to  find  your 
mistress  is  so  beautiful  ? 

Capt.  A,  Sir,  I  repeat  it,  if  I  please  you  in  this  affair, 
'tis  all  I  desire.  Not  that  1  think  a  woman  the  worse 
for  being  handsome ;  but,  sir,  if  you  please  to  recollect 
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yon  before  Unted  fometliing  about  a  hump  or  two,  one 
eye,  and  a  few  more  graces  of  that  kind — now,  without 
htt>lof  very  niee,  I  own  I  ihonld  rfither  choose  a  wife  of 
mine  to  luiTre  the  nsaal  hnmlier  of  limbs,  and  a  linalted 
qoaatity  of  baek^  and,  though  one  eye  may  be  Tery 
agreeable,  yet,  as  the  prejudice  has  always  run  in  fa- 
Tour  of  two,  1  would  not  wish  to  affect  a  singularity  in 
that  article. 

Sir  Aniiu  What  a  phlegmatic  sot  it  is  I  Why,  sirrah, 
yon  are  an  anchorite  I  A  vile,  insensible  stock !  Ton  a 
soldier  I  you're  a  walking  block,  fit  only  to  dust  the 
company's  regimentals  on !  Odds  life,  I  have  a  great 
mind  to  marry  Uie  girl  myself  I 

Capi.  J.  I  am  entirely  at  your  disposal,  sir ;  if  yon 
should  think  of  addnesaing  Miss  Languish  yourself,  I 
suppose  you  would  haye  me  marry  the  aunt ;  or  if  you 
should  change  your  mind,  and  take  the  old  lady,  'tis 
the  same  to  me,  I'll  marry  the  niece. 

Sir  Amtk*  Upon  my  word.  Jack,  thou  art  either  a 
Tery  great  hypocrite,  or-— but,  come,  I  know  your 
indifferance  on  such  a  subject  must  be  ell  ajie— I'm 
sure  it  must— ceme  now,  £— n  your  demure  fkee ;  come, 
confess.  Jack,  you  haye  been  lylng-^han't  you  ?  You 
hare  been  playing  the  hypocrite,  hiBf?  i'U  never 
forgiTO  you,  if  you  ha*nt  been  lying  and  ^^luying  the 
hypocrite. 

Capt,  A.  I'm  sorry,  sir,  that  the  respect  and  duty 
which  I  bear  to  you  should  be  So  mistaken. 
•  Sir.iAnth,  Hang  your  respect  and  duty  I  But,  come 
along  with  me.  {^Crosses  to  l.]  1*11  write  a  note  to  Mrs. 
Malaprop,  and  yon  shall  Tisit  the  lady  directly.  Her 
eyes  shall  be  the  Promethean  torch  to  you — come  along, 
1*11  never  forgive  you,  if  you  don*t  come  back  stark 
mad  with  rapture  and  impatience— if  you  don*t,  'egad, 
rU  marry  the  girl  myself.  lExewU,  L. 

SCENE  II.<^Julia's  Dressing-Room. 
EtUer  Faulklano,  l.  d. 

Faulk.  They  told  me  Julia  would  return  directly:  I 
wonder  she  is  not  yet  come  ! — How  mean  does  this  cap- 
tious, unsatisfied  temper  of  mine  appear  to  my  cooler 
judgment !  What  tender,  honest  joy  sparkled  in  her  eyes 
when  we  met !  How  delicate  was  the  warmth  of  her  ex- 
pressions!—I  was  ashamed  to  appear  less  happy, 
though  i  had  come  resolved  to  wear  a  face  of  cooluesa 
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and  Upbraiding.  Sir  Anthony's  presence  prevented  my 
proposed  expostulations :  yet  I  must  be  satisfied  that 
she  has  not  been  so  very  happy  in  my  absence.  She  is 
coming — ^yes,  I  know  the  nimbleness  of  her  tread,  when 
she  thinks  her  impatient  Faulkland  counts  the  moments 
of  her  stay. 

Enter  Julia,  k.  d. 

Jui,  I  had  not  hoped  to  see  you  again  so  soon. 

Faulk,  Could  I,  Julia,  be  contented  with  my  first 
welcome,  restrained,  as  we  were,  by  the  presence  of  a 
third  person  ? 

Jul.  Oh,  Faulkland !  when  your  kindness  can  make 
me  thus  happy,  let  me  not  think  that  I  have  discovered 
something  of  coolness  in  your  first  salutation. 

Faulk,  'Twas  but  your  fancy,  Julia.  I  was  rejoiced 
to  see  you — to  see  you  in  such  health :  sure  I  had  no 
cause  for  coldness. 

Jul.  Nay,  then,  I  see  you  have  taken  something  ill ; 
you  must  not  conceal  from  me  what  it  is. 

Faulk,  Well,  then,  shall  I  own  to  you,  that  my  joy  at 
hearing  of  your  health  and  arrival  here,  by  your  neigh- 
bour Acres,  was  somewhat  damped,  by  his  dwelling 
much  on  the  high  spirits  you  had  enjoyed  in  Devonshire  : 
on  your  mirth — your  singing — dancing — and  I  know  not 
what :  for  such  is  my  temper,  Julia,  that  I  should  regard 
every  mirthful  moment  in  your  absence,  as  a  treason  to 
constancy.  The  mutual  tear,  that  steals  down  the  cheek 
of  parting  lovers,  is  a  compact,  that  no  smile  shall  live 
there  till  they  meet  again. 

Jul,  Must  I  never  cease  to  tax  my  Faulkland  with 
this  teasing,  minute  caprice !  Can  the  idle  reports  of  a 
silly  boor  weigh  in  your  breast  against  my  tried  affec- 
tion? 

Faulk,  They  have  no  weight  with  me,  Julia :  no,  no, 
I  am  happy,  if  you  have  been  so — yet  only  say  that  you 
did  not  sing  with  mirth-— say  that  you  thought  of  Faulk- 
land in  the  dance. 

Juh  I  never  can  be  happy  in  your  absence.  If  I 
wear  a  countenance  of  content,  it  is  to  show  that  my 
mind  holis  no  doubt  of  my  Faulkland's  truth.  Believe 
me,  Faulkland,  I  mean  not  to  upbraid  you,  when  I 
say,  that  I  have  often  dressed  sorrow  in  smiles,  lest  my 
friends  should  guess  whose  unkindness  had  caused  my 
tears. 

FatUk,   You  were  ever  all  goodness  to  me!   Oh,  I 
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am  a  bnite,  when  1  bot  mdmitadouBt  of  yonr  trae  eon* 
staney! 

Jut,  If  ever  without  8ach  cause  from  you,  as  1  will 
not  suppose  possible,  you  find  ray  affections  veering  but 
a  point,  may  I  become  a  proYerbial  scoff  for  levity  and 
base  ingratitude ! 

Faulk,  Ah,  Julia !  that  last  word  is  grating  to  me ! 
I  would  I  iiad  no  title  to  your  gratitude !  Search  your  - 
heart,  Julia :  perhaps  what  you  hare  mistaken  for  love, 
Is  but  a  warm  effusion  of  a  too  thanlcful  heart ! 

Jul.  For  what  quality  must  I  love  you  ? 

Faulk.  For  no  quality :  to  regard  me  for  any  quality 
of  mind  or  understanding,  were  only  to  esteem  me !  And 
for  person — ^I  have  often  wished  myself  deformed,  to  be 
convinced  that  I  owed  no  obligation  there  for  any  part 
of  your  affection. 

Jul.  Where  nature  has  bestowed  a  show  of  nice  at- 
tention in  the  features  of  a  man,  he  should  laugh  at  it  as 
misplaced.  T  have  seen  men,  who  in  this  vain  article, 
perhaps,  might  rank  above  you ;  but  my  heart  has  never 
asked  my  eyes  if  it  were  so  or  not. 

Faulk.  Now,  fhis  is  not  well  from  you,  Julia..  1  des- 
pise person  in  a  man,  yet,  if  you  love  me  as  I  wish, 
though  I  were  an  ^thiop,  you*d  think  none  so  fair. 

JtU.  I  see  yon  are  determined  to  be  unkind — ^The  con- 
tract, which  my  poor  father  bound  us  in,  gives  you  more 
than  a  lover*s  privilege. 

Faulk,  Again,  Julia,  you  raise  ideas  tiiat  feed  and 
justify  my  doubts.  How  shall  1  be  sure,  had  you  re- 
mained  unbound  in  thought  or  promise,  that  I  should 
still  have  been  the  object  of  yOur  persevering  love  ? 

Jul,  Then  try  me  now— Let  us  be  free  as  strangers  as 
to  what  is  past:  my  heart  will  not  feel  more  libertv. 

Faulk.  There,  now!  so  hasty,  Julia!  so  anxious  to 
be  free  !  If  your  love  for  me  were  fixed  and  ardent,  you 
would  not  loose  your  hold,  even  though  1  wished  it  I 

Jul,  Oh,  you  torture  me  to  the  heart !  1  cannot  bear 
it! 

Faulk,  I  do  not  mean  to  distress  you :  if  I  loved  you 
less,  I  should  never  give  you  an  uneasy  moment.  I 
would  not  boast,  yet  let  me  say,  tliat  I  have  neither  age, 
person,  nor  character,  to  found  dislike  on ;  my  fortune 
such,  as  few  ladies  could  be  charged  with  indiscretion 
in  the  match.  O,  Julia !  when  love  receives  such  coun- 
tenance from  prudence,  nice  minds  will  be  suspicious  of 
118  birth. 
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Jul,  I  know  not  whither  your  insinuations  would  tend ; 
but  as  they  seem  pressing  to  insult  me,  I  will  spare  you 
the  regret  of  having  done  so — I  have  given  no  cause 
tor  this !  [ExU-er^ing  b.  d. 

Faulk.  In  tears  !  stay,  Julia— stay,  but  for  a  moment 
— ^The  door  is  fastened  I  Julia  !  my  soul !  but  for  on« 
moment !— I  hear  her  sobbing  I  'Sdeath  I  what  a  brute 
am  I  to  use  her  thus !— yet  stay— Ay,  she  is  coming 
now  :  how  little  resolution  there  is  in  woman !  how  a 
few  soft  words  can  turn  them !  [Site  dawn  and  sings.] 
No,  7— ds  I  she's  not  coming,  nor  don't  intend  it,  I 
suppose !  This  is  not  steadiness,  but  obstinacy  I  Yet 
I  deserve  it.  What,  after  so  long  an  absence,  to  quar- 
rel with  her  tenderness  I  'twas  barbarous  and  unmanly ! 
— I  should  be  ashamed  to  see  her  now. — I'll  wait  till  her 
just  resentment  is  abated,  and  when  I  distress  her  so 
again,  may  I  lose  her  for  ever.  [Exit,  l. 

SCENE  III.— Mr«.  Malapropos  Lodgings. 

BMer  Mas.  Malaprop,  with  a  Letter  in  her  hand. 
Captain  Absolvte  following,  l. 

Mrs,  M.  Your  being  Sir  Anthmiy's  son,  Captain, 
would  itself  be  a  suflft&ient  accommodation ;  but  from  the 
ingenuity  of  .your  appearance,  I  am  convinced  you  de- 
serve the  character  here  given  of  you. 

Capt.  A.  Permit  me  to  say,  madam,  that  as  I  have 
never  yet  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  Miss  Languish,  my 
principal  inducement  in  this  affair,  at  present,  is  the  ho- 
nour of  being  allied  to  Mrs.  Malaprop,  of  whose  intel- 
lectual accomplishments,  elegant  manners,  and  unaffect- 
ed learning,  no  tongue  is  silent. 

Mrs,  M,  Sir,  you  do  roe  infinite  honour !  I  beg.  Cap- 
tain, you'll  be  seated. — [Hoth  sit] — Ah!  few  gentle- 
men, now-a-days,  know  how  to  value  the  ineffectual  qua- 
lities in  a  woman  I  few  think  how  a  little  knowledge 
becomes  a  gentlewoman  !  Men  have  no  sense,  now,  but 
for  the  worthless  flower  of  beauty, 

Capt,  A.  It  is  but  too  true,  indeed,  ma'am ;  yet  I  fear 
our  ladies  should  share  the  blame ;  they  think  our  admi- 
ration of  beauty  so  great,  that  knowledge,  in  them, 
would  be  superfluous.  Thus,  like  garden  trees,  they 
seldom  show  fruit,  till  time  has  robbed  them  of  the  more 
epacious  blossoms :  few,  like  Mrs.  Malaprop,  and  the 
orauge'ireef  ^re  rich  in  both  at  once. 
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Afrr.  M,  Sir,  you  overpower  me  with  good  breeding 
—He  is  the  very  pine-apple  of  politeness !  You  are  not 
ignorant.  Captain^  that  this  giddy  girl  has,  somehow, 
contrived  to  fix  her  aflfections  on  a  beggarly,  strolling, 
eves-dropping  ensign,  whom  none  of  us  have  seen,  and 
nobody  linows  any  thing  of. 

Capt,  A,  Oh,  I  have  heard  the  silly  affair  before*  I*m 
not  at  all  prejudiced  against  her  on  that  account.  But  it 
mast  be  very  distressing,  indeed,  to  you,  raa*am. 

Mn,  M.  Oh,  it  gives  me  the  hydrostatics  to  such  a 
degree  1 — ^I  thought  she  had  persisted  from  correspond- 
ing with  him ;  but  behold,  this  very  day,  I  have  inter- 
ceded another  letter  from  the  fellow^-l  believe  I  have 
it  in  my  pocket. 

CapU  A,  O,  the  devil  !  my  last  note !  [AHde, 

Mn.  M,  Ay,  here  it  is. 

CapU  A.  Ay,  ray  note,  indeed !  O,  the  little  traitress, 
Lucy  !  [Aside, 

Mrs,  M,  There,  perhaps  you  may  know  the  writing. 

\Bivt9  him  the  letter, 

Capt,  A,  I  think  I  have  seen  the  hand  before — yes,  J 
certainly  must  have  seen  this  hand  before. 

Mrt.  M.  Nay,  but  read  it.  Captain. 

Capt.  A.  [Reads.']  "  My  sours  idol,  my  adored 
Lydia  !*' — ^Very  tender,  indeed  ! 

Mrs.  M.  Tender !  ay,  and  profane  too,  o'my  con- 
science ! 

Capt.  A.  *'  I  am  excessively  alarmed  at  the  intelli- 
gence you  send  me,  the  more  so  as  my  new  rival**— 

Mrs.  M,  That*s  you,  sir. 

Capt.  A.  **  Has  universally  the  character  of  being  an 
accomplished  gentleman,  and  a  man  of  honour.**  Well, 
that's  handsome  enough. 

Mrs.  M.  Oh,  the  fellow  has  some  design  in  writing  so. 

Capt.  A,  That  he  had,  I'll  answer  for  him,  ma'am. 

Mrs.  M.  But  go  on,  sir — you'll  see  presently. 

Capt.  A.  *'  As  fotthe  old  weather  beaten  she-dragon, 
who  guards  you" — Who  can  he  mean  by  that? 

Mr$,  M.  Me,  sir — ^me — he  means  me  there — what  do 
you  think  now  ? — but  go  on  a  little  further. 

Capt.  A.  Impudent  scoundrel  I — "  it  shall  go  hard  but 
I  will  elude  her  vigilance ;  as  I  am  told  that  the  same 
ridiQulous  vanity,  which  makes  her  dress  up  her  coarse 
features,  and  deck  her  dull  chat  with  har  1  words  which 
s!ie  dop't  understand'* — 

Mr 9,  M,  ^here,   sir,  an  attack  upon  m^  \v(\%\\»k%^\ 
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what  do  yoa  think  of  that  ? — an  aspersion  upon  my  parts 
of  speech !  was  STer  such  a  brate !  Sure  if  I  reprehend 
any  thing  in  this  world,  it  is  the  use  of  my  oracular 
tongue,  and  a  nice  derangement  of  epitaphs. 

Capt,  A,  He  deserTes  to  be  hanged  and  quartered .'  let 
me  see — *'  same  ridiculous  vanity" — 

Mrs.  M,  You  need  not  read  it  again,  sir ! 

Capt,  A*  I  bf  g  pardon,  ma'am — "  does  also  lay  her 
open  to  the  grossest  deceptions  from  flattery  and  pre- 
tended admiration'* — an  impudent  coxcomb---''  so  that  I 
have  a  scheme  to  see  you  shortly,  with  the  old  Harri- 
dan's consent,  and  even  to  make  her  a  go-between  in  our 
interviews." — Was  ever  such  assurance ! 

Mrs.  M,  Did  you  ever  hear  any  thing  like  it  ?  [  Thei/ 
rise,^  He'll  elude  my  vigilance,  will  he  ?—  yes,  yes  !  — 
ha!  ha!  he's  very  likely  to  enter  these  doors!— we'll 
try  who  can  plot  best ! 

Capl.  A,  So  we  will,  ma'am— so  we  will. — Ha  !  ha  ! 
ha !  a  conceited  puppy  !  ha !  ha  I  ha  ! — Well,  but  Mi  s. 
Malaprop,  as  the  girl  seems  so  infatuated  by  this  *fellow. 
suppose  you  were  to  wink  at  her  corresponding  with  hi ii' 
for  a  little  time — let  her  even  plot  an  elopement  with  him 
— then  do  you  connive  at  her  escape— while  I,  just  in  the 
nick,  will  have  the  fellow  laid  by  the  heels,  and  fairly 
contrive  to  carry  her  off  in  his  stead. 

Mrs.  M.  I  am  delighted  with  the  scheme  ;  never  was 
any  thing  better  perpetrated. 

Capt.  A.  But,  pray,  could  I  not  see  the  lady  for  a  few 
minutes  now  1 — I  should  like  to  try  her  tempera  lit  le. 

Mrs.  M.  Why,  I  don't  know ;  I  doubt  she  is  not  pre- 
pared for  a  visit  of  this  kind.  There  is  a  decorum  in 
these  matters. 

Capt.  A.  O  Lord,  she  won't  mind  me  !  -  only  tell  her, 
Beverley — 

Mrs.M.  Sir! 

Capt.  A.  Gently,  gooff  tongue  I  [Aside. 

Mrs,  M.  What  did  you  say  of  Beverley  1 

Capt.  A,  Oh,  I  was  going  to  propose  that  you  should 
tell  her,  by  way  of  jest,  that  it  was  Beverley  who  was 
below — she'd  comedown  fast«noughthen— ha  !  ha  !  ha! 

Mrs,M.  'Twould  be  a  trick  she  well  deserves;  be- 
sides, you  know  the  fellow  tells  her  he'll  get  my  consent 
to  see  her — ha !  ha  !  Let  him  if  he  can,  I  say  again. 
Lydia,  come  down  here  !  \^Calliny.\  He'll  make  me  a 
go-between  in  their  interviews  ! — ha  !  ha !  ha  !  Conio 
down,  I  say,  Lydia  1    I  don't  wonder  at  your  laughini]^ 
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— iia  I  ha !  ha  I  his  impadenoe  is  truly  ridiculous. 

Cajj€.  A.  'Tis  very  ridiculous,  upon  my  soul,  ma'am ! 
-ha !  ha !  ha ! 

Jfn.  Jf.  The  little  hussy  won*t  hear.    Well,  1*11  go 
and  tell  her  at  once  who  it  is — she  shall  know  that  Cap 
t^in  Absolute  is  come  to  wait  on  her.  And  I'll  make  her 
behave  as  becomes  a  young  woman. 

CapL  A.  As  you  please,  ma*am. 

Mrg,  M,  For  the  present.  Captain,  your  servant — Ah, 
youWenot  done  laughing  yet,  I  see— elude  my  vigilance ! 
yes,  yes^Ha !  ha !  ha !  \_ExU^  R. 

Capt.  A,  Ha !  ha !  ha !  one  would  think,  now,  that  I 
might  throw  off  all  disguise  at  once,  and  seize  my  priae 
with  security ;  but  such  is  Lydia*s  caprice,  that,  to  un- 
deceive, were  probably  to  lose  her.  1*11  see  whether 
she  knows  me.     [  Walks  aside^  surveying  the  Pictures, 

Enter  Ltdia,  r. 

Ljfd,  What  a  scene  am  I  now  to  go  throuifh !  surely 
nothing  can  be  more  dreadful  than  to  be  obliged  to  listen 
to  the  loathsome  addresses  of  a  stranger  to  one*s  heart. 
I  have  heard  of  girls  persecuted,  as  I  am,  who  have 
appealed  in  behalf  of  their  favoured  lover,  to  the  gene- 
rosity of  his  rival:  suppose  I  were  to  try  it— there 
stands  the  hated  rival — an  officer  too  I  but,  oh,  how  un- 
like ray  Beverley  !  I  wonder  he  don't  begin — truly,  he 
seems  a  very  negligent  wooer  ! — quite  at  his  ease,  upon 
my  word !     Til  speak  first—- Mr.  Absolute  ! 

Capt.  A,  Ma'am.  [Turns  round. 

Lyd.  O  heavens !  Beverley  ! 

Capt,  A,  Hush !  hush,  my  life !  softly !  be  not  sur- 
prised ! 

Lyd,  I  am  so  astonished !  and  so  terrified !  and  so 
overjoyed !     For  heaven's  sake,  how  came  you  here? 

Capt.  A,  Briefly.  I  have  deceived  your  aunt.  I  was 
informed  that  my  new  rival  was  to  visit  here  this  even- 
ing, and,  contriving  to  have  him  kept  away,  have  passed 
myself  on  her  for  Captain  Absolute. 

Lyd.  Oh,  charming ! — and  she  really  takes  you  for 
young  Absolute  ?     * 

Capt.  i4.  Oh,  she's  convinced  of  it. 

Lyd,  Ha !  ha  !  ha  !  I  can't  forbear  laughing,  to  think 
how  her  sagacity  is  over-reached. 

Capt.  A,  But  we  trifle  with  our  precious  moments — 
such  another  opportunity  may  not  occur ;  then  let  me 
now  conjure  my  kind,  my  condescending  angel,  ta  tLx\^\^ 

D  3 


40  THB    RIVALS.  [aCT  111. 

time  when  I  may  rescue  her  from  undeserved  persecution, 
and,  with  a  licensed  warmth,  plead  for  my  reward. 

lAfd,  Will  you  then,  Beverley,  consent  to  forfeit  that 
portion  of  my  paltry  wealth  ?  that  burden  on  the  win^s 
of  love? 

Capt,A.  Oh,  come  to  me — rich  only  thus — in  loveli- 
ness !  Bring  no  portion  to  me  but  thy  love ;  *twill  be 
generous  in  you,  Lydia  ;  for  well  you  know,  it  is  the 
only  dower  your  poor  Beverley  can  repay. 

L^d,  How  persuasive  are  his  words  !  how  charming 
will  poverty  be  with  him  !  [Aside. 

CapL  A,  By  heavens,  I  would  fling  all  goods  of  for- 
tune from  me  with  a  prodigal  hand,  to  enjoy  the  scene 
where  I  might  clasp  my  Lydia  to  ray  bosom,  and  say, 
the  world  affords  no  smile  to  me  but  here. 

[Embracinf/  her. 
If  she  holds  out  now,  the  devil  is  in  it.  \_Aside. 

Lyd,  Now  could  I  fly  with  him  to  the  Antipodes— but 
my  persecution  is  not  yet  come  to  a  crisis.  [Aside, 

Enter  Mas.  Mai/aprop,  listening j  r. 

Mrs,  M,  I  am  impatient  to  know  how  the  little  hussy 
deports  herself.  [Aside, 

Capt,  A.  So  pensive,  Lydia! — is  then  your  warmth 
abated  ? 

Mrs.  M.  Warmth  abated  ? — so  ?  she  has  been  in  a 
passion,  I  suppose.  [Aside, 

Lyd,  No  ;  nor  ever  can  while  I  have  life. 

Mrs,  M,  An  ill-temper'd  littl'^  devil !— She'll  be  in  a 
passion  all  her  life,  will  she  ?  [Aside. 

Lj^r/.  Let  her  choice  be  Captain  Absolute,  but  Bp- 
verley  is  mine. 

Mrs.  M,  I  am  astonished  at  her  assurance  !— to  his 
face— this  to  his  face  I  [Aside. 

Capt,  A,  Thus,  then,  let  me  enforce  my  suit. 

[Kneelinrf. 

Mrs,  M,  Ay— poor  young  man  ! — down  on  his  knees, 
entreating  for  pity  I — 1  can  contain  no  longer.  [Aside. \ 
— Why,  thou  vixen  ! — 1  have  overheard  you. 

Capt,  A.  Oh,  confound  her  vigilance  !  [Aside. 

Mrs,  M.  Captain  Absolute — I  know  not  how  to  apo- 
logize for  her  shocking  rudeness. 

Capt,  A,  So,  airs  safe  I  find.  [Aside.'i  I  have  hopes 
madam,  that  time  will  bring  the  young  lady— 

Mrs,  M,  O,  there's  nothing  to  be  hoped  for  from 
her!  ahe*8  as  headstrong  as  an  allegory  on  the  banks  of 
ike  Nile. 
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X^.  Nay,  madun,  what  do  y'oii  charya  ma  with 
now  t  •   • 

.  Afrt.  M.  Why  thou  anblashing  rebel— didn't  yon  tell 
thia  f^tleman  to  his  ftuse,  that  yon  Joved  another  bet- 
ter ?---did*nt  you  say  you  never  would  be  his  ? 

L^.  No,  madam,  I  did  not. 

Mr»,  M.  Good  heavens,  what  assurance  I — Lydia, 
Lydia,  you  ought  to  know  that  lying  don't  beo<»ne  a 
young  woman  J  Didn't  you  boast  that  Beverley '—that 
stroller,  Beverley — possessed  your  heart?  Tell  me 
that,  I  say. 

iMd.  "Tis  true,  ma'am,  and  none  but  Beverley—-— 

Mrw.  M,  Hold !— hold,  assurance ! — ^you  shall  not  be 
so  rude. 

Copt,  J,  Nay,  pray,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  don't  stop  the 
young  lady's  speech  : — she's  very  welcome  to  talk  thus 
— ^it  does  not  hurt  me  in  the  least,  I  assure  you. 

Mr9,  M,  You  are  too  good,  captain— too  amiably 
patient: — ^but  come  with  me,  miss — ^tet  us  see  you  again 
soon,  captain— remember  what  we  have  fixed. 

Capt.  A.  I  shall,  ma'am. 

Mrg.  M,  Come,  take  a  graceful  leave  of  the  gentle- 
man. 

Lyd,  May  every  blessing  wait  on  ray  Beverley,  my 
loved  Bev [Mrs.  M,  prevents  her  speaking. 

Mrs,  M.  Hussy  ! — Come  along — come  along. 

[Exeunt  Capt.  Absolute,  l.  kissing  his  hand  to 
Lydia — Mrs.  Malaprop  and  Ltdia,  r 

SCENE   IV.— Acres'  Lodgings. 
Acres  att(2  DAvm  discovn-ed  ;  Acres  just  dressed 

Acres  Indeed,  David — dress  does  make  a  difference, 
David. 

Dav,  'Tis  all  in  all,  I  think— difference?  why,  an' 
•  you  were  to  go  now  to  Clod  Hall,  I  am  certain  the  old 
lady  wouldn't  know  you :  master  Bntler  wouldn't  be- 
lieve his  own  eyes,  and  Mrs.  Pickle  would  cry,  '  Lard 
presarve  me  !'  our  dairymaid  would  come  gigling  to 
the  door,  and  I  warrant  Dolly  Tester,  your  honour's 
favourite,  would  blush  like  my  waistcoat.  Oons  !  I'll 
hold  a  gallon,  there  an't  a  dog  in  the  house  but  would 
bark,  and  I  question  whether  Phillis  would  wag  a  hair 
of  her  tail  ? 

Aeres.  Ay,  David,  there's  nothins^  like  polishing. 

Dav.  So  I  says  of  your  honour's  boots  *,  bulWeXiQ^ 
never  heeds  me ! 
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Aeret,  Bnt  DaTid,  has  Mr.  de  la  Grace  been  here  f 
I  must  rub  up  my  balancing,  and  chasing,  and  boring. 

Dav,  1*11  eall  again,  sir.  {^Crosses  to  l. 

Acres,  Do  ;  and  see  if  there  are  any  letters  for  me  at 
the  Post-office. 

Dav.  I  will.  By  the  mass,  I  can*t  help  looking  at 
year  head !  if  I  hadn't  been  at  the  cooking,  I  wish  I 
may  die  if  1  should  haye  known  the  dish  again  myself. 

[_Exit  DA.VID,   R. 

[Acres  comes  forward  with<i  dancing  step. 
Acres  Sink,  slide— coupee — Confound  the  first  in- 
ventors of  cotillions,  say  1 1 — they  are  as  bad  as  algebra, 
to  as  country  gentlemen — I  can  >valk  a  minuet  easy 
enough,  when  I  am  forced—  and  I  have  been  accounted 
a  good  stick  in  a  country  dance.  Odds  jigs  and  tabors! 
— I  never  valued  your  cross-over  to  couple — figure  in — 
right  and  left^and  I'd  foot  it  with  e*er  a  captain  in  the 
country  ! — ^but  these  outlandish  heathen  allemandes  and 
cotillions  are  quite  beyond  me ! — I  s\\b\\  never  prosper  at 
them,  that's  sure — mine  are  true-born  English  legs — 
they  don*t  understand  their  cursed  French  lingo  !  their 
pas  this,  and  p<is  that,  and  pas  t'other?  damn  me !  my 
feet  don't  like  to  be  called  paws  ! 

Enter  Servant,  r. 

8er.  Here  is  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger  to  wait  on  you, 
sir. 
Acres.  Show  him  in.  {^Exit  Servant,  r. 

Enter  Sir  Lucius,  r. 

Sir  L,  Mr.,  Acres,  I  am  delighted  to  see  you. 

Acres.  My  dear  Sir  Lucius,  I  kiss  your  hands. 

Sir  L.  Pray,  my  friend,  what  has  brought  you  so 
suddenly  to  Bath  ? 

Acres.  'Faith,  I  have  followed  Cupid's  jack-a-lantern, 
and  find  myself  in  a  quagmire  at  last  I — In  short,  I  have 
been  very  ill-used.  Sir  Lucius.  I  don't  choose  to  men- 
tion names,  but  look  on  me  as  a  very  ill-used  gentle- 
man. 

Sir  X.  Pray,  what  is  the  cause? — I  ask  no  names. 

Acres.  Mark  me,  Sir^  Lucius ;  I  fall  as  deep  as  need 
be  in  love  with  a  young  lady — her  friends  take  my  part 
— I  follow  her  to  Bath — send  word  of  my  arrival ;  and 
receive  answer,  that  the  lady  is  to  be  otherwise  disposed 
of.    This,  Sir  Lucius,  I  call  being  ill-used. 

Sir  L.  Very  ill,  upon  my  conscience  I — Pray,   can 
yoa  divine  the  cause  of  it  ? 
Jeres.  Why,  there*8  the  maUeT*.  slkie  lv«^*  another 
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loTer,  one  Beverley,  who,  I  am  told,  U  now  in  Bath.— 
Odds  slanders  and  lies,  he  must  be  at  the  bottom  of  it. 

Sir  L,  A  rival  in  the  case,  is  there  ?  and  you  think  he 
has  supplanted  you  unfairly  t 

Acres,  Unfairly  !  to  be  sure  he  has.    Ije  never  could 

have  done  it  fairly.  — ~ 

^irLT^Theu  sure  you  know  what  is  to  be  done? 

Acres,  Not  I,  upon  my  soul ! 

Sir  L,  We  wear  no  swords  here,  but  you  understand 
me? 

Acres,  What!  fight  him! 

Sir  L,  Ay,  to  be  sure :  what  can  i  mean  else  ? 

Acres.  But  he  has  given  me  no  provocation. 

Sir  L.  Now,  I  think  he  has  given  you  the  greatest 
provocation  in  the  world.  Can  a  man  commit  a  more 
neinous  offence  against  another,  than  to  fall  in  love 
with  the  same  woman  ?  Oh,  by  my  soul,  it  is  the  mo9t 
unpardonable  breach  of  friendship. 

Acres,  Breach  of  friendship  !  Ay,  ay  ;  but  f  have  no 
acquaintance  with  this  man.  I  never  saw  him  in  all  my 
life. 

Sir  L,  That's  no  argument  at.  all — he  has  the  less 
right  then  to  take  such  a  liberty. 

Acres.  'Gad,  that's  true — I  grow  full  of  anger.  Sir 
Lucius  ! — I  fire  apace  ;  odds  hilts  and  blades  !  1  find  a 
man  may  have  a  deal  of  valour  in  him,  and  not  know 
it ! — But  couldn't  I  contrive  to  have  a  little  right  on  my 
side? 

Sir  L,  What  the  devil  signifies  right  when  your  ho- 
nour is  concerned  ?  do  you  think  Achilles,  or  my  little 
Alexander  the  Great,  ever  inquired  where  the  right 
lay  ?  No,  by  my  soul,  they  drew  their  broad  swords, 
and  left  the  lazy  sons  of  peace  to  settle  the  justice  of 
it. 

Acres.  Your  words  are  a  grenadier's  march  to  my 
heart !  I  believe  courage  must  be  catching  ! — I  certain- 
ly do  feel  a  kind  of  valour  arising,  as  it  were — a  kind 
of  courage,  as  I  may  say — Odds  flints,  pans,  and  trig- 
gers !  ril  challenge  him  directly. 

Sir  L.  Ah,  ray  little  friend  !  if  we  had  Blunderbuss 
Hall  here — I  conid  show  you  a  range  of  ancestry,  in  the 
O'Trigger  line,  that  would  furnish  the  New  Room,  eve- 
ry one  of  whom  had  killed  his  man  ! — For  though  the 
mansion-house  and  dirty  acres  have  slipped  through  my 
fingers,  I  thank  heaven,  our  honour  and  the  family  pic- 
tures are  as  fresh  as  ever. 
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Aere9*  Oh,  Sir  Lucius,  I  have  had  ancestors  too ! — 
•rery  man  of  them  colonel  or  captain  in  the  militia ! — 
odds  balls  and  barrels !  say  no  more — I*m  braced  for  k. 
The  thunder  of  your  words  has  soured  the  milk  of  hu- 
DMUi  k]ndnei|s  in  my  breast! — Z — ^s  !  as  the  man  in 
the  play  says,  *  I  could  do  such  deeds' — 

sir  if.  Come,  come,  there  must  be  no  passion  at  all 
in  the  case— these  things  should  always  be  done  civilly. 

Acres,  T  must  be  in  a  passion,  Sir  Lucius — I  must  be 
in  a  rage — Dear  Sir  Lucius,  let  me  be  in  a  rage,  if  you 
love  me.  Come,  here's  pen  and  paper.  [Sits/]  1  would 
the  ink  were  red  I — ^Indite,  I  say,  indite  !  —How  shall  [ 
begin?  Odds  bullets  and  blades!  I'll  write  a  good 
bold  hand,  however. 

Sir  L,  Pray  compose  yourself.  [SUt  down. 

Acres,  Come*«*now,  shall  I  begin  with  an  oath  ?  Do, 
Sir  Lucius,  let  me  begin  with  a  damme  ? 

Sir  L,  Pho  !  pho  !  do  the  thing  decently,  and  like  a 
Christian.    Begm  now—"  Sir,"— 

Acres,  That's  too  civil  by  half. 

Sir  L,  **  To  prevent  the  confusion  that  might  arise" — 

Acres,  Well — 

Sir  L,  **  From  our  both  addressing  the  same  lady*'— 

Acres.  Ay — "  both^jindre^sing  the  same  lady" — 
there's  the  reason — "  same  lady" — Well —  • 

Sir  L.  **  I  shall  expect  the  honour  of  your  com- 
pany"— 

Acres,  Z ds!  I'm  not  asking  him  to  dinner  !— 

Sir  L.  Pray,  be  easy. 

Acres.  Well,  then,  "  honour  of  your  company" — 
Does  company  begin  with  a  C  or  a  K  ? 

Sir  L,  "To  settle  our  pretensions"— 

Acres,  Well. 

Sir  L.  Let  me  see— ay.  Ring's  Mead  fields  will  do  — 
"  in  King's  Mead  fields." 

Acres,  So,  that's  done.  Well,  I'll  fold  it  up  pre- 
sently ;  my  own  crest,  a  hand  and  dagger,  shall  be  the 
seal. 

Sir  L.  Yon  see,  now,  this  little  explanation  will  put 
a  stop  at  once  to  all  confusion  or  misunderstanding  that 
might  arise  between  you. 

Acres,  Ay,  we  fight  to  prevent  any  misunderstand- 
ing. 

Sir  L,  Now,  I'll  leave  you  to  fix  your  own  time. 
Take  my  advice,  and  you'll  decide  it  this  evening  if 
yovL  can ;  then,  let  the  worst  come  of  it,  'twill  be  off 
your  mind  tO-morrow. 


i  J  mi  MtfALU»  4^ 

JkTe$.  Vtrr  true. 

Sir  L.  So  I  itell  tee  Dotbii^  More  of  ymi,  uoloM  It 
be  by  letler,  till  the  eT«iiiiig>— I  would  do  nyielf  the  ■ 
hoBov  to  earry  your  mewage ;  but,  to  tell  yon  a  fo* 
oret,  I  belioTe  I  shall  have  just  saeh  another  aflUr  on 
my  owa  hands.  Thereis  a  gay  oaptain  hers  who  pot  a 
jest  <Hi  ne  Utdy  at  the  expense  of  my  country,  and  I 
oidy  want  to  Ihfl  in  with  tilie  gentleman  to  call  him  o«t« 

Amrm,  By  my  tbIowt,  I  should  like  to  see  you  Ught 
first !  Odds  life,  I  should  like  to  see  yon  kUl  hlai,  tf  H 
was  only  to  get  a  little  lesson ! 

8irL.  I  shall  be  Tory  prond  of  instmottng  yon. 
Well,  for  the  present-  but  remember  now,  when  you 
meet  your  antagonist,  do  erery  thing  in  a  mild  and 
agresaWe  manner.  Letyonr  courage  be  as  keen,  but 
at  the  aamo  time  as  polished  as  your  sword. 

[AjMiini    Bi»'  Luoivs;  a.  Aomas,  u 

BMD  OF  ACT  III. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.— Acres*  Lodgings. 

Acres  and  Datxd  discovered, 

Dav.  Then,  by  tiie  mass,  sir,  I  would  do  no  such 
thing  I  ne'er  a  Sir  f«aciu8  0*Trigger  in  the  kingdom 
should  make  me  fight  when  I  wasn't  so  minded.  Oons ! 
what  will  the  old  lady  say  when  she  hears  o't? 

Acres,  But  my  honoor,  David,  my  honour !  I  must  be 
▼ery  careful  of  my  hononr. 

Dav.  Ay,  by  the  mass,  and  I  would  be  very  careful 
of  it,  and  I  think  in  return  my  honour  couldn't  do  less 
than  to  be  very  careful  of  me 

Acres.  Odds  blades  I  David,  no  gentlentan  will  ever 
risk  the  loss  of  his  honour  1 

Dav.  I  say,  then,  it  would  be  but  civil  in  honour 
never  to  rink  the  loss  of  a  gentleman.— Look  ^e^  teaa* 
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ter,  this  honour  seems  to  me  to  be  a  marvellous  false 
friend  ;  ay,  truly,  a  very  courtier-like  servant.  Put  the 
case  :  I  was  a  gentleman  (which,  thank  heaven^  no  one 
can  say  of  me)  ;  well — ray  honour  makes  me  quarrel 
with  another  gentleman  of  my  acquaintance.  80— we 
fight.  (Pleasant  enough  that.)  ..J^h  !  I  kill  him— (the 
more*s  my  luck.)  Now,  pray,  who  gets  the  profit  of  it? 
— why,  my  honour.  But,  put  the  case  that  he  kills  me  Iv; 
by  the  mass !  I  go  to  the  worms,  and  my  honour  whips '^^ 
over  to  my  enemy. 

Acres.  No,  David,  in  that  case ! — Odds  crowns  and 
laurels !  your  honour  follows  you  to  the  grave  ! 

Dav,  Now,  that^s  just  the  place  where  1  could  make 
,    a  shift  to  du  without  it. 

Acres.  Z — ds !  David,  you  are  a  coward  !-^It  doesn't 
become  my  valour  to  listen  to  you. — ^What,  shall  1  dis- 
grace my  ancestors  I — Think  of  that,  David— think  what 
it  would  be  to  disgrace  my  ancestors  ! 

Dav,  Under  favour,  the  surest  way  of  not  disgracing 
f  them,  is  to  keep  as  long  as  you  can  out  of  their  company. 
Look  ye,  now,  master,  to  go  to  them  in  such  haste — ^with 
an  ounce  of  lead  in  your  brains — I  should  think  it  might 
as  well  be  let  alone.  Our  ancestors  are  very  good  kind 
of  folks ;  but  they  are  the  last  people  I  should  choose  to 
have  a  visiting  acquaintance  with. 

Acres.  But,  David,  now,  you  don't  think  there  is  such 
very,  very — great  danger,  hey  ? — Odds  life !  people  of- 
ten fight  without  any  mischief  done  ! 

Dav.  By  the  mass,  I  think  *tis  ten  io  one  against  you  ! 
Oons  !  hereto  meet  some  lion-headed  fellow,  I  warrant, 
with  his  d — nd  double  barrell'd  swords  and  out-and- 
thrust  pistols !— Lord  bless  us!  it  makes  me  tremble 
to  think  on*t — those  be  such  desperate  bloody-minded 
weapons  I  well,  I  never  could  abide  them  .'—from  a  child 
I  never  could  fansy  them  I — I  suppose  there  an't  been  so 
merciless  a  beast  in  the  world  as  your  loaded  pistol ! 

Acres.  Z — ds!  I  won't  be  afraid— odds  fire  and  fury  ! 
you  sha'nt  make  me  afraid. — Here  is  the  challenge,  and 
I  have  sent  for  my  dear  friend.  Jack  Absolute,  to  carry 
U  for  roe. 

Dav.  Ay,  i'thenaroe  of  mischief,  let  him  be  the  mesr 
senger. — For  my  part,  I  would'nt  lend  a  hand  to  it,  for 
the  best  horse  in  your  stable.  By  the  mass!  it  don't 
look  like  another  letter  !— it  is,  as  I  may  say,  a  design- 
ing and  malicious-looking  letter !  and  I  warrant  smells 
of  gunpowder,  like  a  soldier's  pouch  !  Oons  !  I  wduldnU 
swear  it  mayn't  go  off  I 
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Acres.  Out,  your  poltroon ! — you  ha'n't  the  valour  of 
a  grasshopper. 

Dav.  Well,  I  say  no  more — 'twill  be  sad  news,  to  be 
sure,  at  Clod-Hall !— but  1  ha'  done.— How  Phillis  will 
howl  when  she  hears  of  it ! — ay,  poor  bitch,  she  little 
thinks  what  shooting  her  master's  going  after !  —and  I 
warrant  old  Crop,  who  has  carried  your  honour,  field 
and  road,  these  ten  years,  will  curse  the  hour  he  was 
bom  I —  [  Whimpering, 

Acres.  It  woTi^t  do,  David — T  am  determined  to  fight, 
so  get  along,  you  coward,  while  I'm  in  the  mind. 

Enter  Servant,  r. 

Ser.  Captain  Absolute,  sir. 

Acres,  O  ?  show  him  up.  \^Exit  Servant,  r. 

David,  Well,  heaven  send  we  be  all  alive  this  time 
to-morrow. 

Acres.  What's  that? — Don*t  provoke  me,  David! 

Dav,  Good  bye,  master.  [_Sobbing, 

Acres.  Get  along,  you  cowardly,  dastardly,  croaking 
raven.  [Exit  David,  l. 

Enter  Captain  Absolute,  r. 

Capt.  A.  What's  the  matter.  Bob  ? 

Acres.  A  vile,  sheep-hearted  blockhead  !— If  I  hadn't 
the  valour  of  St.  George,  and  the  dragon  to  boot — 

Capt.  A.  But  what  did  you  want  with  me.  Bob? 

Acres.  Oh  ! — there —  [Gwes  him  the  challenge. 

Capt.  A.  [To  Ensign  Beverley.]  So — what's  going 
on  now  !  [Aside.]  Well,  what's  this? 

Acres.  A  challenge ! 

Capt.  A.  Indeed! — Why,  you  won't  fight  him,  will 
you.  Bob? 

Acres.  'Egad,  but  I  will.  Jack.— Sir  Lucius  has 
wrought  me  to  it.  He  has  left  me  full  of  rage,  and  I'll 
fight  this  evening,  that  so  much  good  passion  mayn't  be 
wasted. 

Capt.  A.  But  what  have  I  to  do  with  this? 

Acres.  Why,  as  I  think  you  know  something  of  this 
fellow,  I  want  you  to  find  him  out  for  me,  and  give  him 
this  mortal  defiance, 

Capt.  A,  Well,  give  it  me,  and  trust  me  he  gets  it. 

Acres.  Thank  you,  my  dear  friend,  my  dear  .Jack  ; 
but  it  is  giving  you  a  great  deal  of  trouble. 

Capt,  A,  Not  in  the  least — I  beg  you  won't  mention 
it.    No  trouble  in  the  world,  I  assure  you. 

r  ^ 
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A9m.  Yon  are  very  kiiid.-^What  it  Is  to  have  a 
fHend :— yoa  coaldn*t  be  my  second— could  you.  Jack  'I 

Oipl.  A,  Why,  no,  Bob— not  in  this  affair— it  would 
not  be  quite  so  proper. 

Aoret,  Well,  then,  I  must  get  my  friend  Sir  Lucius. 
I  shidl  hare  your  good  wishes,  howerer.  Jack  ? 

Capt.  A.  Wbenerer  he  meets  you,  belieTe  me. 

JSMffr  Servant,  r. 

Ssrv.  Sir  Anthony  Absolute  is  below,  inquiring  for 
the  captain. 

Copt.  A,  rU  come  instantly.  [Exit  Servant,  r. 
Well,  my  little  hero,  success  attend  you.  [Going, 

Acm,  Stay,  stay,  Jack.  If  Beverley  should  ask  you 
what  kind  of  a  man  your  friend  Acres  is,  do  tell  him  I 
am  a  devil  of  a  fellow—will  you.  Jack  ? 

C(^L  A.  To  be  sure  I  shall.  1*11  say  you  are  a  de- 
termined dog— hey.  Bob  1 

Acres,  Ay,  do,  do — and  if  that  frightens  him,  *egad, 
perhaps  he  mayn*t  come.  So  tell  him  I  generally  kill 
a  man  a  week ;  will  you,  Jack  ? 

CapL  A,  I  will ;  I  will :  I'll  say  you  are  call'd,  in 
the  country,  '*  Fighting  Bob." 

Acres,  Right,  right — His  all  to  prevent  mischief :  for 
I  don*t  want  to  take  his  life,  if  I  clear  my  honour. 

Capt,  A,  No  I — that's  very  kind  of  you. 

Acres,  Why,  you  don't  wish  me  to  kill  him,  do  you. 
Jack? 

Capt,  4,  No,  upon  my  soul,  I  do  not.  But  a  devil 
of  a  fellow,  hey  ?  [Going, 

Acres,  True,  true— But  stay — stay.  Jack — you  may 
add,  that  you  never  saw  me  in  such  a  rage  before — a 
most  devouring  rage. 

Capt,  A,  I  will,  I  will. 

Acres,  Remember,  Jack—a  determined  dog 

Capt,  A,  Ay,  ay,  "  Fighting  Bob." 

[Exeunt  Acres,  l.  Capt.  Absolute,  r. 

SOBNB  I  [.—Mrs.  Malaprop's  Lodgings. 

Enter  Mrs.  Malaprop  and  Lydia,  r. 

Mrs.^  M.  Why,  thou  perverse  one  I— tell  me  what  you 
can  object  to  in  him?—- Isn't  he  a  handsome  man?— tell 
me  that.    A  genteel  man  ?  A  pretty  figure  of  a  man  ? 

Ljfd,  She  little  thinks  whom  she  is  praising.  [Aside,"] 
8o  is  Beverley,  ma*am. 


Mrm.  If.  No  oipKfliMs,  lulu,  if  jov  vImm.  Oipa- 
flsoM  <lMi*t  becMw  a  y^NBif  WDBMUi.  ffol  O^ptiJa 
Absolnte  is  indeed  « line  rameMan. 

Ljfd*  Afy  the  Captain  Abeolate  yon  bave  Men. 

tMd§. 

Mn.  BC  Then  he*a  en  well  bred ;— bo  fell  of  akerlty 
and  adolation !— 4]e  baa  ao  nraeb  to  eay  for  binuMlf,  in 
sndl  good  kngnage  too.  His  phyetognomy  so  granunn* 
tieal ;  then  bis  presenee  so  noble !  I  protest,  wbea  I 
saw  Mtt  1  thong ht  of  what  Hamlet  says  in  the  play  t^ 
**  HtfnerlAti  enrls^the  front  of  Job  himsrif  I  an  eye, 
like  Mbrcli,  to  threaten  at  eommand  !---a  station,  like 
Hmty  Mermnry,  new"*^80aietbing  about  kissin9-*on  a 
bHI-Hiowefer,  the  sfanilitnde  stmek  «se  directly. 

h0d.  Hew  enraged  sheHl  be  presently,  wKen  she 
dineoten  her  ntlstua !  [ifsMt • 

Bmier  Sietaxt,  l. 
8ir9»  6ir  Anthony  and  Captain  Absolute  are  below 


Jfr«.Jf.  Show  them  np  here.  IBxU  SnaTAxr,  &• 
Now,  Lydia,  I  insist  on  your  behsTlng  as  becomes  a 
young  woman.  Show  your  good  breedhig,  at  least, 
though  you  huTe  forgot  your  duty. 

Lvd,  Madam,  I  have  told  you  my  resolution — I 
shall  not  only  gvre  him  no  encouragement,  but  I  won*t 
even  speak  to,  or  look  at  him^ 

\^Flings  herself  into  a  ehair,  with  her  face 
from  the  door. 

Enter  Sin  ANTHoirr  and  Captain  Absolute,  l. 
Sir  Antk.  Herc^  we  are,  Mrs.  Malaprop ;  come  to 


he'd  have  given  roe  the  slip. 

MrM,  M,  You  have  infinite  trouble.  Sir  Anthony,  in 
the  affair.    I  am  ashamed  for  the  cause !  Lydia,  Lydia, 
rise,  I  beseech  you !— pay  your  respects  ! 
^  [Aeidetoher* 

Sir  AfUk,  I  hope,  madam,  that  Miss  Languish  has  re- 
fleeted  en  the  worUi  of  this  gentleman,  and  the  regard 
due  to  her  annt*s  choice,  and  my  alliance.  Now,  Jack, 
speak  to  her»  TAiide  /e  him. 

CA^I.  id.  What  the  dcTll  shall  I  do  ?    (Atidt.l   To^ 
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see,  sir,  she  won'^  even  look  at  me  whilst  you  are  here, 
I  know  she  wouldn't ! — 1  told  you  so — Let  me  entreat 
yoQ,  sir,  to  leave  us  together  I 

[Capt.  a.  seems  to  expostulate  with  his  father. 

Sir  Anth,  I  say,  sir,  1  won't  stir  a  foot  yet. 

Mrs,  M,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  Sir  Anthony,  that  my 
affluence  over  my  niece  is  very  small.  Turn  round, 
Lydia,  I  blush  for  you  I  \^A8ide  to  her. 

Sir  Anth,  May  I  not  flatter  myself,  that  Miss  Lan- 
guish will  assign  what  cause  of  dislike  she  can  have  to 
my  son? — why  don't  you  begin,  Jack?  Speak,  you 
puppy — speak !  [Aside  to  him, 

Mrs,  M,  It  is  impossible,  Sir  Anthony,  she  can  have 
any.  She  will  not  say  she  has.  Answer,  hussy !  why 
don't  you  answer  ?  [Aside  to  her. 

Sir  Anth.  Then,  madam,  I  trust)  that  a  childish  and 
hasty  predilection  will  be  no  bar  to  Jack's  happiness. 
Z — ds  I  sirrah  I  why  don't  you  speak  ?         [Aside  to  him. 

Capt,  A,  Hem!  hem  !  Madam— hem  !  [Capt.  Abso- 
lute attempts  to  speaky  then  returns  to  Sir  Anth.] 
'Faith  I  sir,  I  am  so  confounded  !— and  so — so  confused ! 
■*I  told  you  I  should  be  so,  sir, — I  knew  it.  The— the 
tremour  of  my  passion  entirely  takes  away  my  presence 
of  mind. 

Sir  Anth.  But  it  don't  take  away  your  voice,  fool, 
does  it?  Go  up,  and  speak  to  her  directly!  [Capt. 
Absolute  makes  signs  to  Mrs.  Malaprop  to  leave 
them  together. 1^  What  the  devil  are  you  at  ?  unlock  your 
jaws,  sirrah,  or —  i Aside  to  him, 

Capt.  A.  [Draw*  wear  Lydia.]  Now  heaven  send  she 
may  be  too  sullen  to  look  round !  I  roust  disguise  my 
Yoiee.  [Aside,  Speaks  in  a  lo7v  tone,'\  Will  not  Miss 
Languish  lend  an  ear  to  the  mild  accents  of  true  love? 
Will  not— 

Sir  Anth.Wh^t  the  devil  ails  the  fellow?  Why  don't 
you  speak  out  ?— not  stand  croaking  like  a  frog  in  a 
quinsey ! 

Capt,  A,  The — the  excess  of  my  awe,  and  my — my 
modesty,  quite  choak  me ! 

Sir  Anth.  Ah  I  your  modesty  again !  I'll  tell  you 
what.  Jack:  if  you  don't  speak  out  directly  and  glibly 
too,  I  shall  be  in  such  a  rage  !  Mrs.  Malaprop,  I  wish 
the  lady  would  favour  us  with  something  more  than  a 
side-front.       [Mrs.  Malaprop  seems  to  chide  Lydia. 

Capt,  A,  So !   all  will  out,  I  see !  [Goes  up  to  Lydia, 
speaks  sofUy,"]    Be  not  Surprised,  my  Lydia,  suppress 
all  surprise  at  present. 


tyrf.  ^Ailde.J  Heareosl  'Ha  Beverley's  voloe  I- 
iLookt  raliHd  b'l/ rlegnei,  then  iiturli  vjJ.]  la  this  poi- 
hblel — my  BevBfley!  how  canlhis  be? — my  Beverley  I 

Capt.  A.  Ah  I  'tis  all  OTer<  [AHdi. 

BtrAnlA.  BeTerUy  1— tht.  devil— Bererley  !  What 
on  the  girl  mean  !    This  ii  my  son,  JhcIc  Absolute. 

Jfrt,  M,  For  shame,  hussy !  for  shame  I— jaur  head 
naa  BO  on  Ihat  fellow,  thai  you  haye  him  always  in  joor 
eyest  beg'  Captain  Abaolute's  pardon  directly. 

Lt/d.  1  see  no  Captain  Absolule,  but  my  loTed  Bever- 
l»y! 

Sir  ArIIi.  Z— da,  the  glrl-a  msdl  her  brain's  turned 
by  readitii; '. 

Afri.  M.  O'my  coiiseience,  I  beliete  ao  1— what  do 
Jrou  mean  by  Beverley,  hussy  1 — you  saw  Captain  AbsO' 
lote  before  to-day,  therehe  is — your  husband  that  shall 
be. 

Lpd.  With  all  my  soul,  raa'ani ;  when  1  refuse  my  Be- 

BirAnth.Oti]  she's  as  mad  as  Bedlam  !—ar  hua  this 
MIow  beam  playing  us  a  rogue's  trick  I  Come  hera^ 
sirrah,  who   the  deril  are  you? 

Capt.  A.  'Faith,  sir.  1  am  not  quite  clear  rnyself;  bat 
I'll  endeavour  to  recoiled. 

Sir  Anth.  Are  you  mj  son  or  nut? — answer  for  your 
wotber,  y«u  dog.  If  yon  won't  fot  me. 

Ci^il.  A.  Ye  powers  of  ImpudMiee,  be&dend  me  !— 
[^AtUe.']  8tr  Aulhony,  moat  assuredly  I  am  yow  wlfe'i 
(OB  ;  and  that  I  sincerely  bellete  myself  to  be  fmir* 
tlio,  I  hope  ny  duty  has  alwKys  shown.  Mrs.  Mkla- 
prdp,  I  am  roar  most  respectfa)  admirer,  and  tkM  be 

ErOBd  to  add  affectionate  nephew  ;  I  need  not  tril  my 
>ydia  that  she  sees  her  faithful  Beverley,  who  koowbif 
tfaeaiagnlaTgeoeroslty  of  her  temper,  assumed  Aal  name, 
•nd  a  station,  which  has  proved  a  test  of  the  most  dialU- 
teretted  lore,  which  he  now  hopes  to  enjoy  bi  a  more 
e]«Tated  character. 

Lvd.  So ! — there  will  be  no  elopement  after  ell  I 

Sir  Anth.  Upon  my  sonl.  Jack,  Ihoa  art  •  very  Impa- 
dent  fellow  I     To  do  you  justice,  I  ihlok  I  netar  saw  a 

Capt.  A.  Oh,  yoB  flatter  me,  «)r  ;  yon  eompUl«eilt ; 
'111  aiy  modeaty  yon  know,  air  ;  modeaiy,  that  ba»  ilood 
In  mf  war. 

Afr  i<«U.  Wall,  1  an  f lad  yom  an  noi  te  Ml  ViMB. 
«  3 
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tible  varlet  you  pretend  to  be,  however !  I'm  glad  you 
have  made  a  fool  of  your  father,  you  dog,  I  am.  80 
this  was  your  penitence,  your  duty,  and  obedience  !  I 
thought  it  was  d — n*d  sudden.  You  never  heard  their 
names  before,  not  you !  What,  the  Languishes  of  Wor- 
cestershire, hey  ?  if  you  could  please  me  in  the  affair, 
'twas  all  you  desired !  Ah  !  you  dissembling  villain  ! 
What !  [Pointing  to  Lydia]  she  squints,  dou*t  she  ? 
a  little  red-haired  girl !  hey  ?  Why,  you  hypocritical 
young  rascal — I  wonder  you  a*u*t  ashamed  to  hold  up 
your  head  I 

Capt.  A,  'Tis  with  difficulty,  sir — I  am  confused — 
very  much  confused,  as  you  must  perceive. 

Mrs.  M  O  lud  I  Sir  Anthony ! — a  new  light  breaks  in 
upon  me  !  hey  !  how  !  what!  captain,  did  you  write 
the  letters  then?  What!  — am  I  to  thank  you  for  the 
elegant  compilation  of  an  *'  old  weather-beaten  she-dra- 
gon,'— hey  ?  O  mercy — was  it  you  that  reflected  on  my 
parts  of  speech  ? 

Capt.  A.  Dear  sir  !  my  modesty  will  be  overpowered 
at  last,  if  you  don't  assist  me.  I  shall  certainly  not  be 
able  to  stand  it. 

Sir  Awth,  Come,  come,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  we  must  for- 
get and  forgive  ;  odds  life  !  matters  have  taken  so  clever 
a  turn  all  of  a  sudden,  that  I  could  And  in  ray  heart  to  be 
so  good-humoured !  and  so  gallant ! — hey  !  Mrs.  Mala- 
prop !  Gome,  we  must  leave  them  together  ;  Mrs.  Mala- 
prop, they  long  to  fly  into  each  other's  arms,  I  warrant ! 
Jack — ^isn't  the  oheek  as  I  said,  hey  ? — and  the  eye,  you 
rogue ! — and  the  lip — hey  ?  Come,  Mrs.  Malaprop, 
we'll  not  disturb  their  tenderness— their's  is  the  time  of 
life  for  happiness  1  Youth's  the  season  made  for  joy — 
[Sings,']  Hey!  Odd's  life!  I'm  in  such  spirits — I 
don't  know  wlftit  I  could  not  do  !  Permit* me  ma'am — 
[Gives  his  hand  to  Mrs.  Malaprop.]  [Sings'] — Tol 
de  rol — 'gad  I  should  like  to  have  a  little  fooling  myself 
— Tol  de  rol!  de  rol! 

[Exit,  singing,  and  handing  Mrs.  Malaprop  off, 
R. — Ltd  I A  sits  sullenly  in  her  Chair. 

Capt.  A,  So  much  thought  bodes  me  no  good.  [Aside.] 
So  grave,  Lydia ! 

Lyd,  Sir  ! 

Capt,  A.  So!  'egad!  I  thought  as  much!  That 
d — ^n'd  monosyllable  has  froze  me?  [Aside.]  What, 
Lydia,  now  that  we  are  as  hai>py  in  our  friends'  consent 
BM  in  our  nutnal  vows. 
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Lyd.  Friends'  consent,  indeed  !  [Peevishly, 

Ctxpt.  A.  Gome,  come,  we  must  lay  aside  some  of  our 
romance;  a  little  wealth  and  comfort  may  be  endured 
after  all.  And  for  your  fortune,  the  lawyers  shall  make 
such  settlements  as — 

Lyd,  Lawyers  !  I  hate  lawyers  ! 

Capt,  A.  Nay  then  we  will  not  wait  for  their  linger- 
ing forms,  but  instantly  procure  the  license,  and — 

Lyd,  The  license !     1  hate  licenses  1 

Cktpt,  A.  Oh,  my  love  be  not  so  unkind — thus  let 
me  entreat-^  [Kneeling. 

Lyd.  Pshaw  !  what  signifies  kneeling,  when  you  know 
I  must  have  you  ! 

Capt,  A.  [Rising, '\  Nay,  madam,  there  shall  be  no 
constraint  upon  your  inclinations,  I  promise  you.  If  I 
have  lost  your  heart,  I  resign  the  rest.  *6ad  I  must 
try  what  a  little  spirit  will  do.  [Aside, 

Lyd,  ^Rising,]  Then,  sir,  let  me  tell  you,  the  inte- 
rest you  had  there  was  acquired  by  a  mean,  unmanly 
imposition,  and  deserves  the  punishment  of  fraud. — 
What,  yon  have  been  treating  me  like  a  child  I— hu- 
mouring my  romance  ;  and  laughing,  I  suppose,  at  your 
success ! 

CapL  A,  You  wrong  me,  Lydia,  you  wrong  me — 
only  hear — 

Lyd.  So,  while  I  fondly  imagined  we  were  deceiving 
my  relations,  and  flattered  myself  that  I  should  outwit 
and  incense  thera  all — behold,  my  hopes  are  to  be 
crushed  at  once,  by  my  aunt's  consent  and  approbation 
— and  lam  myself  the  only  dupe  at  last  I  [fValking 
about  in  a  heat.']— Bui  here,  sir,  here  is  the  picture — 
Beverley's  picture!  [Taking  a  Miniature  from  her 
bosom.'] — which  1  have  worn,  night  and  day,  in  spite  of 
threats  and  entreaties  ! — There,  sir,  [Flings  it  to  him,] 
— and  be  assured,  I  throw  the  original  from  my  heart  as 
easily. 

Capt.  A,  Nay,  nay,  ma'am,  we  will  not  differ  as  to 
that — here— [TaAmp  out  a  Picture,] — here  is  Miss 
Lydia  Languish.  What  a  difference  !— ay,  there  is  the 
heavenly  assenting  smile,  that  first  gave  soul  and  spirit 
to  ray  hopes  ! — those  are  the  lips  which  sealed  a  vow, 
as  yet  scarce  dry  in  Cupid's  calendar  !— and  there  the 
half-resentful  blush,  that  would  have  checked  the 
ardour  of  my  thanks.  Well,  all  that's  past ;  all  over 
indeed !  There,  madam,  in  beauty,  that  copy  is  not 
equal  to  you,  but  in  my  mind,  its  merit  over  lYve  qi\- 
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gidal,  in  being  still  the  same,  is  such— that — I'll  put  it 
in  my  pocket.  [Puts  it  up  again. 

Lyd.  [8oJlening.'\  'Tis  your  own  doing,  sir — I,  I»  I 
suppose  you  are  perfectly  satisfied. 

Capt,  A.  Oh,  most  certainly  :  sure  now,  this  is  much 
better  than  being  in  love !  ha !  ha  !  ha ! — there's  some 
spirit  in  this !  What  signifies  breaking  some  scores  of 
solemn  promises;  all  that's  of  no  consequence,  you 
know.  To  be  sure  people  will  say,  that  miss  didn't 
know  her  own  mind — ^but  never  mind  that :  or,  perhaps, 
they  may  be  ill-natured  enough  to  hint,  that  the  gentle- 
man grew  tired  of  the  lady,  and  forsook  her — ^but  don't 
let  that  fret  you. 

Lyd.  There's  no  bearing  his  insolence  ! 

[Bursts  iiUo  tears. 

Enter  Mrs.  Malaprop  and  Sir  Anthony,  ii 

Mrs,  M.  [Entering, "]  Come,  we  must  interrupt  your 
billing  and  cooing  awhile. 

Lyd.  This  is  worse  than  your  treachery  aud  deceit, 
you  base  ingrate  I  [Sobbing, 

Sir  Antk,  What  the  devil's  the  matter  now  !  Z— ds! 
Mrs.  Malaprop,  this  is  the  oddest  billing  and  cooing 
ever  heard  I     but  what  the  deuce  is  the  meaning  of  it? 
I'm  quite  astonished ! 

Capt,  A.  Ask  the  lady,  sir. 

Mrs,  M.  Oh,  mercy !  I'm  quite  analys'd,  for  my 
part !    Why,  Lydia,  what  is  the  reason  of  this  1 

Lyd,  Ask  the  gentleman,  ma'am. 

Sir  Anth.  Z— ds !  I  shall  be  in  a  frenzy  !  Why, 
Jack,  you  are  not  come  out  to  be  any  one  else,  are 
you? 

Mrs.  M.  Ay,  sir,  there's  no  more  trick,  is  there  ? — 
you  are  not,  like  Cerberus,  three  gentlemen  at  once,  are 
you? 

Capt.  A.  You'll  not  let  me  speak — I  say  the  lady 
can  account  for  this  much  better  than  I  can. 

Lyd.  Ma'am,  you  onre  commanded  me  never  to 
think*  of  Beverley  again ;  there  is  the  man — 1  now  obey 
you :  for,  from  this  moment,  I  renounce  him  for  ever. 

[Exit,  R. 

Mrs.  M.  O  mercy  and  miracles  !  what  a  turn  here  is ! 
Why  sure.  Captain,  you  haven't  behaved  disrespectfully 
to  my  niece  ? 

Sir  Anik.  Ha !  ba  I  ha  I — ^ha !  ha !  ha !-- -now  I  see 
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59, 

II-Hb  1   hB  '   lia  '-now  I 

hce  it— you  have  been  to* 

Uvely,  Jack. 

iCapt. .,(.  Nay,  sir,  npon 

my  word- 

'Sir  ^il/A.  Come,  no  lyii 

Come,  no  excuses.  Jack  :  ' 

*hy,  your  falhcr 

vaa  so  before  you  ;  the  blc 

)od  of  Ihu  Alisolules  was  al- 

ways  impallenl. 

Capt.  A.  By  all  that's  go 

.od,  sir— 

Sir  Anlh.  Z— ds  !  aay  ni 

.  more,  1  tell  yoa- 

-Mrs.  Mai-' 

aprop  shall  make    your  peaee.      You    must   make    hli. 

peace,  Mrs.  Malaprop  ;   y 

ou  must  Irll  her 

,  -tia  Jack's 

Say-lellher,  ■tisBllour> 

vays-il  runs  in 

the  blood  oP 

onr  rumily  !    Come   away, 

.  Jack,  hal   ha 

I    lial    Mrs. 

Malaprop— a  young  villaii 

1 ;            \Pushei 

kim  out,  L. 

JKm.  M.  Oh,  Sir  Anlhon 

.y  I  0,  Be,  Captb 

Lin! 

«-    , 

[^.«Kfa^ 

'  ■■'-■  -SkCt^Sn  Lvctot  OTiiosMi^  i.'  '  ''■  ■ 
mrt.  I  wonder^  vbere  tbis  Captain  Absolute  hldei 
Umielf.  UpoD  my  conscience  these  officers  are  always 
in  one's  way  in  loie  affairs  ;  I  remember  I  might  have 
married  Lady  Dorothy  Carmine,  ir  it  had  not  been  for  a 
llltle  rogue  of  a  major,  who  ran  away  with  her  before 
she  could  get  a  sight  of  me  1    And  I  wonder  loo  what  it 

less  it  be  a  touch  of  the  old  serpent  In  them,  that  makes 
the  little  creatures  be  caught,  like  ilpers,  with  a  bit  of 
red  cloth.  Hah,  isn't  this  the  Captain  coming  t— 'faith, 
it  is!  There  Is  a  probability  of  succeeding  about  tliat 
fellow,  that  is  mighty  provoking  I  who  the  devil  is  he 
talking  to?  IRttirtM,  a. 

Elder  Captain  Absolute,  i;. 
Cap!.  A.  To  what  Sne  purpose  have  I  been  plotting ! 
a  noble  reward  for  all  my  schemes,  upon  my  soul  1  a 
little  gipsy  !  I  did  not  think  her  romance  could  have 
made  her  so  d— n'd  absurd  either.  'Sdealh,  I  never 
was  In  a  worse  humour  in  my  life  !  I  could  cat  my  own 
throat,  or  any  olher  person's,  with  tbe  grealesi  pleasure 
in  the  world  ! 

Sir  L.   O,  "faith !    I'm  in  the  luck  of  it.     1  uever 
would  have  roand  him  in  a  sweeter  temper  for  u)  '^w- 


56  THE   RIVALS.  [ACT  IV. 


to  bo  sure  Tin  just  come  In  the  nick  !  now  to  en- 
ter into  conversation  with  him,  and  so  quarrel  grenteelly. 
[Aside,  Advances  to  Capt.  Absolute.]  With  re- 
gard to  that  matter.  Captain,  I  must  beg  leave  to  differ 
in  opinion  with  yon. 

Capt.  A,  Upon  my  word,  th^n,  you  must  be  a  very 
subtle  disputant:  because,  sir,  I  happened  just  then  to 
be  giving  no  opinion  at  all. 

Sir  L.  That's  no  reason ;  for  give  me  leave  to  tell 
you,  a  man  may  think  an  untruth  as  Well  as  speak  one. 

Capt,  A,  Very  true,  sir  ;  but  if  a  man  never  utters 
his  thoughts,  I  should  think  they  might  stand  a  chance 
of  escaping  controversy. 

Sir  L.  Then,  sir,  you  differ  in  opinion  with  ttie, 
which  amounts  to  the  same  thing. 

'  Capt.  A.  Hark  ye,  Sir  Lucius,  if  I  had  not  before 
known  you  to  be  a  gentleman,  upon  my  soul,  I  should 
not  have  discovered  it  at  this  interview  ;  for,  what  you 
can  drive  at,  unless  you  mean  to  quarrel  with  me,  I  can- 
not conceive  I 

Sir  L.  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir,  for  the  quickness  of 
your  apprehension — [Bowing.'\ — you  have  named  the 
very  thing  I  would  be  at. 

Capt,  A,  Very  well,  sir — I  shall  certainly  not  baulk 

your  inclinations but  I  should  be  glad  if  you  would 

please  to  explain  your  motives. 

Sir  L,  Pray,  sir,  be  easy — the  quarrel  is  a  very 
pretty  quarrel,  as  it  stands— we  should  only  spoil  it  by 
trying  to  explain  it.  However,  your  memory  is  very 
short— or  you  could  not  have  forgot  an  affront  you 
passed  on  me  within  this  week.  So,  no  more,  but  name 
your  time  and  place. 

Capt,  A,  Well,  sir,  since  you  are  So  bent  on  it,  the 
sooner  the  better ;  let  it  be  this  evening— here  by  the 
Spring  Gardens.    We  shall  scarcely  be  interrupted. 

Sir  L.  *Faith  !  that  same  interruption,  in  affairs  of 
this  nature,  shows  very  great  ill-breeding.  I  don*t 
know  what's  the  reason,  but  in  England,  if  a  thing  of 
this  kind  gets  wind,  people  ma,ke  such  a  pother,  that  a 
gentleman  can  never  fight  in  peace  and  quietness.  How- 
ever, if  it's  the  same  to  you.  Captain,  I  should  take  it 
as  a  particular  kindness,  if  you*d  let  us  meet  in  King's 
Mead-fields,  as  a  little  business  wilt  call  me  there  about 
six  o'clock,  and  I  may  despatch  both  matters  at  once. 

Capt,  A,  'Tis  the  same  to  me  exactly.  A  little  after 
fix,  than,  we  will  discuss  this  matter  more  seriously. 
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l9irU^  yov  pleaie,  «ir ;  thtra  will  Im  ynrf  pielty 
small-sword  liplit,  thoogh  It  wmi*l  do  for  a  Un$  s&oC 
So  tbal  nailers  settled;  aad  ■▼  mind's  al  ease. 
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ACT  V. 
SCENB  L— Julia's  Dremmg'Sosm, 

Enier  Juua,  b. 

Jmi.  How  this  message  lias  alarmed  me !  what  d>ea# 
M  aeoident  can  he  meaa  ?   why  saeh  chai^  to  bo 
alone  f    OFaolklandl  how  many  unhappy  mooifiitS) 
bow  meny  tears,  yon  have  eost  me ! 

Enter  Faulkland,  l. 

What  means  this  ?  why  this  caution,  Faulkland  ? 

JPaii^.  Alas,  Julia !  I  am  come  to  take  a  long  fkre- 
weUl 

Jul.  HeaT*ns !  what  do  yon  mean  ?  ^ 

Faulk»  You  see  before  you  a  wretch  whose  life  is 
forfeited : — Nay,  start  not ;  the  infirmity  of  my  temper 
has  drawn  all  this  misery  on  me  :  I  left  you  fretful  and 
passionate — an  untoward  accident  drew  me  into  a 
quarrel— the  eyent  is,  that  I  must  fly  this  kingdom 
instantly  l-~Oh,  Julia,  had  I  been  so  fortunate  as  to 
haTe  called  you  mine  entirely,  before  this  mischance 
had  fidlen  <m  me,  I  should  not  so  deeply  dread  my 
banishment  1 

Jul.  My  soul  is  oppressed  with  sorrow  at  the  nature 
of  your  misfortune :  had  these  adverse  circumstances 
arisen  from  a  less  fatal  cause,  I  should  have  felt  strong 
comfort  in  the  thought,  that  I  could  now  chase  A'om 
▼our  bosom  every  doubt  of  the  warm  sincerity  of  my 
loTe.  My  heart  has  long  known  no  other  guardian :  I 
BOW  entrust  my  person  to  your  honour — ^we  will  fly  to- 
gelliirs  when  safe  frcHn  pursuit,  my  father's  will  ma.^ 
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be  fulfilled,  and  I  receive  a  legal  claim  to  be  the  partner 
of  your  sorrows,  and  tenderest  comforter. 

FaiUk,  O  Julia !  I  am  bankrupt  in  gratitude !— 
Would  you  not  wish  some  hours  to  weigh  the  advan- 
tages you  forego,  and  what  little  compensation  poor 
Faulkland  can  make  you,  beside  his  solitary  love  ? 

Jul,  I  ask  not  a  moment— No,  Faulkland,  1  have 
loved  you  for  yourself:  and  if  I  now,  more  than  ever, 
prize  the  solemn  engagement  which  so  long  has  pledged 
us  to  each  other,  it  is  because  it  leaves  no  room  for 
hard  aspersions  on  my  fame,  and  puts  the  seal  of  duty 
to  an  act  of  love.  But  let  us  not  linger — perhaps  this 
delay — 

Faulk.  *Twill  be  better  I  should  not  venture  out 
again  till  dark :  yet  am  I  grieved  to  think  what  num- 
berless distresses  will  press  heavy  on  your  gentle  dis- 
position ! 

Jul.  Perhaps  your  fortune  may  be  forfeited  by  this 
unhappy  act  ?  I  know  not  whether  His  so,  but  sure  that 
alone  can  never  make  us  unhappy — The  little  I  have 
will  be  sufficient  to  support  us,  and  exile  never  should 
be  splendid. 

Faulk,  Aj,  but  in  such  an  abject  state  of  life  my 
wounded  pnde,  perhaps,  may  increase  the  natural  fret- 
fulness  of  my  temper,  till  I  become  a  rude,  morose  com- 
panion, beyond  your  patience  to  endure. 

JuL  }f  your  thoughts  should  assume  so  unhappy  a 
bent,  you  will  the  more  want  some  mild  and  affectionate 
spirit  to  watch  over  and  console  you ;  one  who,  by 
bearing  your  infirmities  with  gentleness  and  resig- 
nation, may  teach  you  so  to  bear  the  evils  of  your  for- 
tune. 

Faulk.  Julia,  I  have  proved  you  to  the  quick !  and 
with  this  useless  device,  I  throw  away  all  my  doubts. 
How  shall  I  plead  to  be  forgiven  this  last  unworthy 
effect  of  my  restless,  unsatisfied  disposition  ? 
JttZ.  Has  no  such  disaster  happened  as  you  related? 
Faulk.  I  am  ashamed  to  own  that  it  was  all  pretend- 
ed. Let  me  to-morrow,  in  the  face  of  heaven,  receive 
my  future  guide  and  monitress,  and  expiate  my  past 
folly,  by  years  of  tender  adoration. 

J%U.  Hold,  Faulkland!  that  you  are  free  from  a 
crime,  which  I  before  feared  to  name,  heaven  knows 
how  sincerely  I  rejoice  I  These  are  tears  of  thank- 
fulness for  that !  But,  that  your  cruel  doubts  should 
have  urged  you  to  an  imposition  that  has  wrung  my 
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hwTtf  gifet  AM  BOW  «  pug  nore  keen  than  I  mm 
ezBMtl 

JVMtt.  BvliMTeDS!  Julia^ 

J^.  Yet  Mftr  me— Mv  fkther  lored  yon,  Favlkland ! 
and  yon  prtterred  the  life  that  tender  parent  gare  me ! 
in  his  preienoe  I  pledged  my  hand— joyfully  pledged  It, 
where  before  I  had  .given  my  heart.  When,  toon  after, 
I  lost  that  parent,  it  seemed  to  me,  that  ProTideace  had, 
•in  Filnlkland,  shown  me  whither  to  transfer,  withont  a 
panse,  my  gratified  dmty  as  well  as  my  aflSeetion :  hence 
1  have  been  content  to  bear  from  yon,  what  pride  and 
delicacy  would  have  forbid  me  from  another.  I  will 
iM»l  upbraid  yon  by  repeating  how  yon  haTe  ^fled  with 
my  suieerlty. 

WwUk»  I  confess  it  all !  vet,  hear — 

Jml,  After  snch  a  year  of  trial,  I  might  haTe  flattered 
myself  that  I  should  not  hare  been  insulted  with  a  new 
probation  of  my  sincerity,  as  cruel  as  unnecessary !  I 
■ow  see  that  it  is  not  in  your  nature  to  be  content,  or 
eonlldent  in  Iotc.  With  this  conyiction  I  never  will  by 
yours. 

Famlk.  Nay,  but  Julia,  by  my'  soul  and  honour  !^- 
If,  after  this— 

J%1,  But  one  word  more.  As  my  faith  has  once  been 
given  to  you,  I  will  ueyer  barter  it  with  another.  I 
shall  pray  for  your  happiness  with  the  truest  sincerity  ; 
and  the  dearest  blessing  1  can  asli  of  heaven  to  send 
yoo,  will  be  to  charm  you  from  that  unhappy  temper 
which  alone  has  prevented  the  performance  of  our 
solemn  engagemetit.  All  I  request  of  you  is,  that  you 
will  yourself  reflect  upon  this  inflrmity ;  and,  when  you 
number  up  the  many  true  delights  it  has  deprived  you 
of,  let  it  not  be  your  least  regret,  that  it  lost  you  the 
love  of  one  who  would  have  followed  you  in  beggary 
through  the  world.  [Exit^  r. 

FmtUc.  She's  gone ! — for  ever !— There  was  an  awful 
resolution  in  her  manner  that  rivetted  me  to  my  place. 
O,  fool  I— dolt !— barbarian !  Cursed  as  [  am,  with 
more  imperfections  than  my  fellow  wretches,  kind  for- 
tune sent  a  heaven-gifted  cherub  to  ray  aid,  and,  like  a 
rufllan,  I  have  driven  her  from  my  side  !  i  must  now 
hasten  to  my  appointment.  Well,  my  mind  is  turned 
for  such  a  scene  !  I  shall  wish  only  to  become  a  prin- 
cipal in  it,  and  reverse  the  tale  my  cursed  folly  put  me 
upon  forging  here.  O  love  I  tormentor  !  flend !  whose 
iBflsenee,  like  the  moon's,  acting  on  men  of  dull  souls. 


#0  THE   RIVALS.  [ACT    V. 

makes  idiots  of  them,  but  meeting  subtler  spirits,  be- 
trays their  coarse,  and  urges  sensibility  to  madness  I 

lEartt,  L. 

Enter  Mais  and  Lti^la,  l. 

JUiaid,  My  mistress,  ma'am,  1  know,  was  here,  just 
DOW ;  perhaps  she  is  only  in  the  next  room.      [Exit,  r. 

Lyd,  Heigho !  Though  he  has  used  me  so,  this  fet* 
low  runs  strangely  in  my  head.  I  believe  one  lecture 
from  my  grare  cousin  win  make  me  recall  him. 

Enter  JvLiA,  b. 

Oh,  Julia,  I  am  come  to  you  with  such  an  appetite  for 
consolation  I  Lud,  child !  what^s  the  matter  with  you  I 
You  have  been  crying!— I'll  be  hanged  if  that  Faulk' 
land  has  not  been  tormenting  you  I 

Jul.  You  mistake  the  cause  of  my  uneasiness :  some- 
thing has  flurried  me  a  little.  Nothing  that  you  can 
guess  at. 

Lyd,  Ah !  whatever  vexations  you  may  have,  *I  can 
assure  you  mine  surpass  them.  You  know  who  Bever- 
ley proves  to  be  ? 

Jul.  I  will  now  own  to  you,  Lydia,  that  Mr.  Faulk- 
land  had  before  informed  me  of  the  whole  affair. 

Lyd,  So,  then,  I  see  I  have  been  deceived  by  every 
one !  but  I  don*t  care,  I'll  never  have  him. 

Jul,  Nay,  Lydia— 

Lyd,  Why,  is  it  not  provoking,  when  I  thought  we 
were  coming  to  the  prettiest  distress  imaginable,  to  find 
myself  made  a  mere  Smithfield  bargain  of  at  last  ?- — - 
There  had  I  projected  one  of  the  most  sentimental 
elopements  I  so  becoming  a  disguise  I  so  amiable  a 
ladder  of  ropes  I  conscious  moon— four  horses — 
Scotch  parson — ^with  such  surprise  to  Mrs.  Malaprop! 
and  such  paragraphs  in  the  newspapers !-— Oh,  I  shall 
die  with  disappomtment ! 

Jul,  I  don't  wonder  at  it. 

Lyd.  Now — sad  reverse  ! — what  have  I  to  expect, 
but  after  a  deal  or  flimsy  preparation,  with  a  bishop*8 
licence,  and  my  aunt's  blessing,  to  go  simpering  up  to 
the  altar !  or,  perhaps,  be  cried  three  times  in  a  coun- 
try church,  and  have  an  unmannerly  fat  clerk  ask  the 
consent  of  every  butcher  in  the  parish,  to  join  John 
Absolute  and  Lydia  Languish,  spinster.-7-Oh,  that  I 
should  live  to  hear  myself  called  spinster ! 

Jul.  Melancholy,  indeed ! 
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Xfuf.  How  iiA0rti(>fUig»  to  irwDtabar  the  Aetr,  Ml- 
etou  shifts  I  used  to  bo  out  to^  to  gain  half  a  fldsate's 
eosYorsatloii  with  this  fellow  1  How  often  haTfe«I  stole 
forth  in  the  coldest  night  in  January,  and  foond  him  in 
the  garden,  staok  like  a  dripping  statue  !*There  wovld 
Im kneel  tome  in  the  snow,  and sneese and  eongh,  sopa- 
tbeacaUyl— ho  sldtrerinff  with  cold,  and  I  with  appro- 
hmsion !— and,  while  the  ftwmii^r  hlast  aamiiea  onr 
Jofata,  how  waraidy  would  lie  press  me  to  pity  his  iamoi 
and  riow  with  matnal  ardoar  I— Ah*  Jalim  that  was 
someudng  like  being  in  love ! 

jMi»  If  1  were  in  spirits,  Lydia,  I  conld  chide  yon 
o«ly  by  lamgfaing  heartily  at  yon ;  but  it  salts  mora  the 
■itaatfoB  of  my  ntlnd  at  present  earnestly  to  entreat  yon, 
■ot  to  let  a  man,  who  loves  you  with  sincerity,  sniinr 
that  pdmppiness  firom  your  caprice,  which  I  know  too 
well  capnee  can  inflict. 

FMbs.  Mau^peop  9p§ak$  miihkk^  l. 

Lftf.  dh,  Ind !  what  has  brought  my  amnt  here  t 

IBnUr  Mas.  *B/LALkPkoP  and  Datio,  l. 

Mr9,M,  So!  so!  here's  fine  work!  here's  fine  sal* 
eide,  paracide,  and  simulation^  going  oh  in  the  fields ! 
and  Sir  Anthony  not  to  be.  found  to  prevent  the  antis- 
trophe! 

Jml,  For  heaven's  sake,  madam,  what's  the  matter  7  1 

Jfrt.  Jf.  That  gentleman  can  tell  you,  'twas  he  enve- 
loped the  affair  to  me. 

Lyd,  Oh,  patience ! — Do,  ma'am,  for  heaven's  sake, 
tells  us  what  is  the  matter ! 

Mrs,  M.  Why,  murder's  the  matter !  slaughter's  the 
matter !  killing  s  the  matter  I  But  he  can  tell  you  the 
perpendiculars.  [Pointing  to  David. 

Jnl,  Do  speak,  my  friend.  [To  David. 

Dor.  Lookye,  my  lady— by  the  mass,  there's  mischief 
going  on.  Folks  don't  use  to  meet  for  amusement  with 
fire-arms,  fire-locks,  fire-engines,  fire-screens,  fire-office, 
and  the  devil  knows  what  other  crackers  beside  !— This, 
my  lady,  1  say  has  an  angry  favour. 

Jul,  But  who's  engag^  ? 

Duo.  My  poor  master — under  favour  for  mentioning 
him  first.  You  know  me,  my  lady — I  am  David — and 
my  master  of  course  is,  or  was.  Squire  Acres— and  Cap- 
tain Absolute.    Then  comes  Squire  Fanlkland. 

Jul,  Do,  ma'am,  let  as  instantly  endeavour  to  prevent 
mischief. 
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Mr8,M,  Oh,  fie  I  it  would  be  very  inelegant  in  us  — 
we  should  only  participate  things. 

Lyd.-  Do,  my  dear  aunt,  let  us  hasten  to  prevent 
them. 

Dav,  Ah,  do,  Mrs.  Aunt,  save  a  few  lives  ! — they  are 
desperately  given,  believe  me.  Above  all,  there  is  that 
blood-thirsty  Philistine,  Sir  Lucius  0*Trigger. 

Mrs,  M,  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger ! — Oh,  mercy  !  have 
they  drawn  poor  little  dear  Sir  Lucius  into  the  scrape  ! 
[>4«f de.] — Why,  how  you  stand,  girl !  you  have  no  more 
feeling  than  one  of  the  Derbyshire  putrefactions  !  / 

Lyd.  What  are  we  to  do,  madam  ? 

.Mrs.  M,  Why,  fly  with  the  utmost  felicity,  to  be 
sure,  to  prevent  mischief! — Come,  girls,  this  gentleman 
will  exhort  us.  Come,  sir,  you're  our  envoy,  lead  the 
way,  and  we'll  precede.  You*re  sure  you  know  the 
spot. 

Dar,  Oh,  never  fear  !  and  one  good  thing  is,  we  shall 
find  it  out  by  the  report  of  the  pistols. 

All  the  Ladies,  The  pistols  I    Oh,  let  us  fly. 

{^Exeunty  l. 

SCENE  ll.-^King^s  Mead  Fields, ' 
Enter  Sir  Lucius  and  Acres,  with  Pistols,  r.  u.  e. 

Acres.  By  my  valour,  then.  Sir  Lucius,  forty  yards 
is  a  good  distance.  Odds  levels  and  aims !  I  say  it  is  a 
good  distance. 

Sir  L,  It  is  for  muskets,  or  small  field-pieces ;  upon 
my  conscience,  Mr.  Acres,  you  must  leave  these  things 
to  me.  Stay  now,  I'll  show  you.  {^Measures paces  along 
the  Stage.']  There,  now,  that  is  a  very  pretty  distance — 
a  pretty  gentleman's  distance. 

Acres.  Z — ds !  we  might  as  well  fight  in  a  sentry- 
box  !  I  tell  you.  Sir  Lucius,  the  farther  he  is  off  the 
cooler  I  shall  take  my  aim. 

Sir  L,  Faith,  then,  I  suppose  you  would  aim  at  him 
best  of  all  if  he  was  out  of  sight ! 

Acres,  No,  Sir  Lucius,  but  I  should  think  forty,  or 
eight-and- thirty  yards 

Sir  L,  Pho !  pho !  nonsense !  three  or  four  feet  be- 
tween the  mouths  of  your  pistols  is  as  good  as  a  mile. 

.Acres,  Odds  bullets,  no  I  by  my  valour,  there  is  no 
merit  in  killing  him  so  near !  Do,  my  dear  Sir  Lucius, 
let  me  bring  him  down  at  a  long  shot :  a  long  shot,  Sir 
JLucius,  if  you  love  me. 
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Sir  L,  Well,  the  geBtlemao^s  friend  Md  I  tnuet  BctUe 
thttt.  But  tell  me  now,  Mr.  Acres,  in  cAise  of  an  eecl- 
dent.  It  there  enjr  Ultle  will  or  eommission  I  eoald  exe- 
eetefor  joa? 

Aerew,  I  am  much  obliged  to  yoe.  Sir  Lsdni,  bal  I 
don't  viulerstand >• 

8§r  L.  Why,  yoii  may  think  there's  no  beliv  shot  at 
wl^ont  a  little  risk ;  and,  if  an  unlucky  bullet  shovld 
carry  a  qidetns  with  it,  I  say,  it  wUl  be  no  time  thih  to 
be  bothering  you  aboat  funily  matters. 

AereB,  Aquietos! 

Sbr  jL.  For  instance,  now^  if  tliat  should  be  the  ease, 
w«Mdd  Tom  eboose  to  be  pickled  and  sent  home  f  or  would 
It  be  the  Mme  thing  to  you  to  lie  here  in  the  Abbey  f 
l*m  told  there  is  very  snug  lying  in  the  Abbey. 

Aert9»  Pickled !— -Snug  lying  in  the  Abbey!— Odds 
tremors !  Sir  Lbeins,  doa*t  talk  so ! 

Hbr  L.  I  aappose,  Mr.  Acres,  yoa  never  wete  eagaged 
iB  aa  afta#  of  this  kind  beforet 

AertM.  No,  Sir  Lucius,  ncTcr  before. 

Sir  JL.  Ah,  that*s  a  pity ;  there's  nothfaig  like  being 
Bsed  to  a  thihg.  Pray,  now,  how  would  yon  receive  the 
gentleman's  shot? 

Aeret,  Odds  files!  I've  practised  that — there,  Sir 
Lucius,  there— [Pu^t  hinue(finto  an  attitude'] — a  side- 
front,  hey  ?  Odd,  I'll  make  myself  small  enough ;  I'll 
stand  edgeways. 

Sir  L,  Now,  you're  quite  out ;  for  if  you  Stand  so 
when  I  take  my  aim [Levelling  at  him, 

Aeree,  Z — ds.  Sir  Lucius!  are  you  sure  it  is  not 
cocked? 

Sir  L.  Never  fear. 

Aeree.  But — but~you  don't  know — it  may  go  off  of 
its  own  head  I 

Sir  L.  Pho  !  be  easy.  Well,  now,  if  I  hit  you  in  the 
body,  my  bullet  has  a  double  chance ;  for  if  it  misses  a 
vital  part  on  your  right  side,  'twill  be  very  hard  if  it 
don't  succeed  on  the  left. 

Aeret.  A  vital  part ! 

Sir  L.  Bat  there — fix  yourself  so — [Placing  him']'^ 
let  him  see  the  brosdside  of  your  full  front — there— now 
a  ball  or  two  may  pass  clean  through  your  body,  and 
never  do  you  any  harm  at  alL 

Acrtt.  Clean  through  me  I  aballortwocleanthroiigh 

ml  ^ 

r  3 
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Sir  L,  Ay,  may  they ;  and  it  is  much  the  genteelest 
attitude  into  the  bargain. 

Acres.  Lookye,  Sir  Lucius  ;  I*d  just  as  lieve  be  shot 
in  an  awkward  posture  as  a  genteel  one  ;  so,  by  my 
valour  I  I  will  stand  edgeways. 

Sir  L.  {^Lookiny  at  his  wtUch,'\  Sure  they  don't  mean 
to  disappoint  us — hah!  no  faith — I  think  I  see  them 
coming. 

Acres.  Hey !— what ! — coming  I 

Sir  L.  Ay,  who  are  those  yonder,  getting  over  the 
stile? 

Acres.  There  are  two  of  them  indeed ! — well,  let  them 
come— hey.  Sir  Lucius  !— -we— we— we— we— won't 
run! 

Sir  L,  Runl 

Acres.  No,  I  say — we  won't  run,  by  my  valour ! 

Sir  L,  What  the  devil's  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Acres.  Nothing,  nothing,  my  dear  friend— my  dear 
Sir  Lucius — butt — I— I  don't  feel  quite  so  bold  some- 
how as  I  did. 

Sir  L.  O  fie  !  consider  your  honour. 

Acres.  Ay,  true— ray  honour— do.  Sir  Lucius,  edge 
in  a  word  or  two,  every  now  and  then,  about  my  ho- 
nour. 

Sir  L.  Well,  here  they're  coming.  [^Looking. 

Acres.  Sir  Lucius,  if  I  wasn't  with  you  I  should  al- 
most think  I  was  afraid— if  my  valour  should  leave  me  ! 
valour  will  come  and  go. 

Sir  L.  Then  pray  keep  it  fast  while  you  have  it. 

Acres.  Sir  Lucius — I  doubt  it  is  going — yes,  my 
valour  Is  certainly  going  !  it  is  sneaking  off ! — I  feel  it 
oozing  out,  as  it  were,  at  the  palms  of  my  hands  ! 

Sir  L.  Your  honour — your  honour — Here  they  are. 

Acres.  Oh,  that  I  was  safe  at  Clod  Hall !  or  could  be 
shot  before  I  was  aware  ! 

Enter  Faulkland  and  Captai.v  Absolute,  r.  u.  b. 

Sir  L.  Gentlemen,  your  most  obedient — hah  ! — what, 
Captain  Absolute  !  So,  I  suppose,  sir,  you  are  come 
here,  just  like  m^^elf — to  do  a  kind  office,  first  for  your 
friend,  then  to  procieed  to  business  on  your  own  ac- 
eount? 

Acres.  What  Jack  !— my  dear  Jack ! — my  dear  friendl 

dipt.  A.  Harkye,  Bob,  Beverley's  at  hand. 

Sir  L.  Well,  Mr.  Acres— I  don't  blaifie  your  saluting 
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the  gentlmian  cItrUly.  So.  Mr.  BeTerleji.  [Ta  Paulk- 
(.and]  ir  you  chouse  your  weapoas,  tlia  Captain  and  I 
will  uieasure  the  graund. 

Faulk.  My  weapons,  air  ! 

Arrei.  Oililslife!  Sir  Lucius,  I'm  not  Roini;  to  light 
Mr.  FauUclanil;  tbese  are  my  parliculsr  frienda  ! 

Sir  L.  What,  sir,  did  you  not  come  here  to  fight  Mr. 
Acres  ; 

Faulk.  Not  1,  upon  my  noril,  sir! 

Sir  L.  Well,  now,  that's  mighty  proToking  I     But  I 
hope,  Mr.  Paulkland,  as  thert^  are  three  of  us  come  on 
purpose  for  the  game— you  won't  ba  so  cantanckerous 
BS  to  spoil  Ihe  party,  by  slttint;  out. 
.    Capl.  A.  Oh   pray,   Paulkland,   fight  to   oblige  Sir 

Fimik.  Nay,  if  Mr.  Acres  ia  so  bent  on  the  matter. 

Acrti.  No,  no,  Mr.  Paulkland ;  I'll  bear  my  disap- 
poinlment  like  a  Christian.  Looke,  Sir  Lucius,  there's 
no  occasion  at  all  for  me  to  fight ;  and  if  it  is  the  same 
to  yon,  I'd  as  lieve  let  it  alone. 

Sir  L.  Observe  me,  Mr.  Acres — [  must  not  he  trifled 
Vith.  Vou  have  certainly  challenged  somebody,  and 
you  came  here  to  fight  hini.  Now,  if  that  gentleman  is 
willing  to  repreaent  him,  I  can't  see,  for  my  aoul,  why 
it  isu'tjusl  the  same  Ihii^. 

Acret.  Why,  no.  Sir  Luclns,  I  tell  yon,  'tis  one  Be- 
verley I've  challenged— a  fellow,  you  see,  that  dare  not 
■how  his  face  !  If  he  were  here,  I'd  make  him  gire  up 
his  pretensions  directly  '. 

Capt.  A.  Hold,  Bob"-lBt  me  set  jton  right — there  ii 
no  such  man  as  Beverley  in  the  ease.  The  person  who 
Assumed  that  name  is  before  yon  ;  and  as  his  pretenalon* 
are  the  same  in  both  characters,  he  Is  ready  to  support 
tbem  in  whatever  way  yon  please. 

Sir  L.  Well,  this  is  lucky.  Now  you  have  an  oppor- 
tnnitj— 

Aerti.  What,  quarrel  with  my  dear  friend  Jack  Ab- 
solute !— not  if  he  were  fifty  Beverleys  I  Z— ds  !  Sir 
Lndus,  you  would  not  have  me  so  unnatural  1 

Sir  L.  Upon  my  conscience,  Mr.  Acres,  your -ralour 
hu  ooted  away  with  a  vengeance  I 

Aem.  Not  in  the  least  1  odds  backs  and  abettors ! 
Ill  be  your  second  with  all  my  heart— and  if  yon  should 
(el  a  iguiMoB,  yon  may  command  me  entirtdy.  Ill  get 
JOH  tnug  lying  ia  the  Abbey  here ;  or  pioUe  yon,  and 
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sefAd  yoa  over  to  Blunderbuss  Hall,  or  any  thing  of  the 
kind,  with  the  greatest  pleasure. 

Sir  L.  Pho  I  pho  I  you  are  little  better  than  a  coward. 

Acres.  Mind,  gentlemen,  he  calls  me  a  coward ; 
coward  was  the  word,  by  my  valour ! 

Sir  L.  Well,  sir? 

Acres,  Lookye,  Sir  Lucius,  *tisn't  that  I  mind  the 
word  coward — Coward  may  be  said  in  a  joke — But  if 
you  had  called  me  a  paltroon,  odds  daggers  and  balls — 

Sir  L.  Well,  sir  ? 

Acres.  I  should  have  thought  you  a  very  Ill-bred 
man. 

Sir  L.  Pho  I  you  are  beneath  my  notice. 

Capf.  A,  Nay,  Sir  Lucius,  you  can't  have  a  better 
second  than  my  friend  Acres.  He  is  a  most  determined 
dog— called  in  the  country,  fighting  Bob.  He  generally 
kills  a  man  a  week — don't  you,  Bob  ? 

Sir  L,  Well,  then,  captain,  'tis  we  must  begin— so 
coTM  out,  my  little  counsellor  [Draws  his  srvord'\  and 
ask  the  gentleman,  whether  he  will  resign  the  lady  with- 
out forcing  you  to  proceed  against  him  ? 

Ctipt.  A.  Come  on  then,  sir,  [Draws'^  since  you  won't 
let  It  be  att  amicable  suit,  here's  my  reply. 

Enter  Sir  Amthokt,  David,  and  the  Ladies,  l.  u.  e. 

Dav,  Knock  'em  all  down,  sweet  Sir  Anthony  ;  knock 
down  my  master  in  particular — and  bind  his  hands  over 
to  their  good  behaviour. 

Sir  Anth.  Pat  up,  Jack,  put  up,  or  I  shall  be  in  a 
frenzy— how  came  you  in  a  duel,  sir  ? 

Capi.  A.  'Faith,  sir,  that  gentleman  can  tell  you  bet- 
ter than  I ;  'twas  he  called  on  me,  and  you  know,  sir,  I 
serve  his  majesty. 

Sir  Anth.  Here's  a  pretty  fellow !  I  catch  him  going 
to  cut  a  man's  throat,  and  he  tells  me  he  serves  his  ma- 
jesty !  i-^ds !  sirrah,  then  how  durst  you  draw  the 
king's  sword  against  one  of  his  subjects? 

Capt,  A.  Sir,  I  tell  you,  that  gentleman  called  me  out, 
without  explaining  his  reasons. 

Sir  Anth.  'Gad  sir !  how  came  ynu  to  call  my  son 
oat,  without  explaining  your  reasons  ? 

Sir  L.  Yeur  son,  sir,  insulted  rae  ia  a  manner  which 
my  honour  could  not  brook. 
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Sir  Anlh.  1 — ds,  Jack !  hnv  durst  ;f  ou  Inault  the 
veatleman  ins  manner  which  his  honour  could  not  bronkt 

Mrt.  M.  Come,  come,  lei's  have  no  honour  before 
ladlei — CaptalD  Absolut?,  come  here — Hnw  could  ygtt 
intimidate  ua  so  1  Here's  Lf dia  has  been  terrifted  to 
death  for  you. 

Capt.  A.    For    fear    1    should   be   killed,  or  escape, 

Mf.  M.  Nay,  nodeluaionslothi^piisl— Lydin  iacon- 
vinced  i  speak,  child. 

Sir  L.  With  your  leare  ma'am,  I  must  pot  in  a  word 
bere.  1  believe  I  could  interpret  the  young  lady's  il- 
leoce.     Now  mark — 

Lgd.   What  is  It  you  mean,  sir  ? 

Sir  L.  Come,  come,  Dalia,  we  mustbe  serloBB  DOwl 
this  is  nu  time  for  Irifliog. 

Lyd.  'Tis  true,  sir  ;  and  yoDr  reproof  bids  me  offer 
diis  geDtleman  my  hand,  and  solicit  the  return  of  bia 

Capt.  A.  Oh,  my  little  angel,  say  you  so?  Sir  Ln- 
etns,  I  perceiietheremusl  he  some  mislakehere.  With 
■  regard  to  the  affront  whicb  you  alBrm  1  have  giTen  yon, 
I  can  only  say  that  it  could  not  have  Ikpo  inteationa]. 
And  as  you  must  he  convinced,  that  I  should  not  Tear 
to  ■opport  s  real  injury,  you  shall  cow  Me>that  I  km 
not  ashamed  to  atone  for  an  InadverteDcy—'I  ask  your 
pBidon.  But  for  this  lady,  whilr  hniioured  with  her 
approbation,  T  will  support  my  claim  against  any  man 

Sir  Anth.  Well  said,  Jack,  and  I'll  stand  by  you,  my 

Aert*.  Mind,  I  give  upallmyclaim-I  mak«nopr«- 
tMsions  to  any  thing  in  the  world  ;  and  If  I  can't  net  > 
wife  without  flghtiug  for  her,  bymyvalourt  I'll  llTe  a 
bachelor. 

Mrt.  Captaiu,  give  me  yonr  hand — an  affront  hand- 
■omely  M^Qowledged  becomes  an  obligation  ;  and  M  for 
the  lady,  if  she  chooses  to  deny  her  own  hand-writing, 
here—  [Talctt  oul  LttUrt. 

Mn.  M.  Oh,  he  will  dissolve  my  mystery !  Sir  Lu- 
dus.  perhaps  there  is  some  mistake.  Perhaps  I  can  il- 
Inminate — 

Sir  L.  Pray,  old  gentlewoman,  don't  interfere  where 
von  bare  no  business.  Miss  Languish,  are  you  my 
iMl»,  or  not  t 
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Ia^.  Indeed,  Sir  Lucius,  1  am  not ! 

[Lydia  and  Absolute  walk  atide, 

Mrt,  M.  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger — ungrateful  as  you 
are— I  own  the  soft  impeachment — pardon  my  cameiion 
blushes,  I  am  Delia. 

Sir  L,  You  Dalia  ! — pho  !  pho  !    be  asy. 

Mrs.  M,  Why,  thou  barbarous  Vandyke — those  let- 
ters are  mine.  When  you  are  more  sensible  of  my  be- 
nignity, perhaps  1  may  be  brought  to  encourage  your 
addresses. 

Sir  L,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  I  am  extremely  sensible  of 
your  condescension :  and  whether  you  or  Lucy  have  put 
this  trick  upon  me,  I  am  equally  beholden  to  you.  And 
to  show  yuu  I  am  not  ungrateful.  Captain  Absolute, 
since  you  have  taken  that  lady  from  me,  1*11  give  you 
my  Dalia  into  the  bargain. 

Capt,  A.  I  9im  much  obliged  to  you.  Sir  Lucius  ;  but 
here*s  my  friend^  fighting  Bob,  nnprovided  for. 

Sir  L.  Hah  !  little  valour — here,  will  you  make  your 
fortune  ? 

Acres.  Odds  wrinkles!  No.— But  give  me  your  hand. 
Sir  Lucius,  forget  and  forgive :  but  if  ever  I  give  you 
a  chance  of  pickling  me  again,  say  Bob  Acres  is  a  dunce, 
tl)at*s  all. 

Sir  Anth.  Come,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  donH  becast^down 
—your  are  in  your  bloom  yet. 

Mrs.  M.  O,  Sir  Anthony!  men  are  all  barbarians? 
[All  retire  but  Julia  and  Faulkland. 

Jul.  He  seems  dejected  and  unhappy— not  sullen:— - 
there  was  some  foundation,  however,  for  the  tale  he  told 
me— O  woman  !  how  true  should  be  your  judgment,  when 
your  resolution  is  so  weak  ! 

FauUc.  Julia  !~^how  can  I  sue  for  what  I  so  little  de- 
serve ?  I  dare  not  presume — yet  hope  is  the  child  of  pe- 
nitence. 

Jul.  Oil  I  Faulkland^  you  have  not  been  more  faulty 
In  your  unkind  treatment  of  me,  than  I  am  now  in  want- 
ing inclination  to  resent  it.  As  my  heart  honestly  bidt 
me  place  my  weakness  to  the  account  of  love,  I  should 
be  ungenerous  not  to  admit  the  same  plea  for  yours. 

[Sir  Anthony  comes  forward  between  ihem.'] 

Faulk.  Now  I  shall  be  blest  indeed. 

Sir  Anth.  What's  going  on  here  ?— So  you  have  been 
quarrelling  too,  I  warrant. —Come,  Julia,  I  never  inter- 
fered before ;  but  let  me  have  a  hand  in  the  matter  at 
last. — AU  the  faults  I  have  ever  seen  in  my  friend  Faulk- 
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land,  ie«med  to  proceed  from  what  he  calls  the  delicacy 
and  warmth  of  his  affection  for  yon. —There,  marry  him 
diraetly,  Julia,  yoa'U  find  hell  mend  sarprisingly. 

[TAe  rest  (^f  the  eharactete  eome  forward.'] 

Sir  L.  uome  now,  I  hope  there  is  no  dissatisfied  per* 
Km  but  what  is  content ;  for  as  I  have  been  disappointed 
myself,  it  will  be  very  hard  if  I  have  not  the  sansfaetion 
of  seehig  other  people  sncceed  better. 

AerfB,  Ton  are  right,  Sir  Lncius-^So,  Jack,  I  wish 
you  joy  — Mr.  Fanlkland  the  same. — l4uiies, — come 
B9W,  to  show  you  I'm  neither  vest  nor  ansry,  odds 
tabors  and  pipes !  1*11  order  the  fiddles  in  half  an  hour 
to  (he  New  Rooms — and  I  insist  on  your  all  meeting  me 
there. 

Sir  J.  *Oad  1  sir,  I  like  your  spirit ;  and  at  night 
we  dnffle  lads  will  drink  a  health  to  the  young  coiip&, 
and  a  good  husband  to  Mrs.  Malaprop. 

FanSk.  Our  partners  are  stolen  from  us,  Jack-— I  hope 
to  be  eoDgratuIaled  by  each  other — yours  for  having 
ehedbed  in  time  the  errors  of  an  ill-directed  imagin^tlfm, 
which  might  have  betrayed  an  innocent  heart ;  and  mine 
for  having  by  her  gentleness  and  candour,  reformed 
the  unhappy  temper  of  one,  who  by  it  made  wretched 
wh<mi  he  loved  most,  and  tortured  the  heart  he  ought  to 
bave  adored. 

Ctqft.  A,  True,  Faulkland,  we  have  both  tasted  the 
bitters,  as  well  as  the  sweets  of  love— with  this  dif- 
ference only,  that  you  always  prepared  the  bitter  cup  for 
yourself,  while  1 — 

Lyrf.  Was  always  obliged  to  me  for  it,  hey,  Mr. 
Modesty  ? — But  coine,  no  more  of  that — our  happiness 
is  now  as  unalloyed  as  general. 

Jul,  Then  let  us  study  to  preserve  it  so  ;  and  while 
bope  pictures  to  us  a  flattering  scene  of  future  bliss,  let 
us  deny  its  pencil  those  colours  which  are  too  bright  to 
be  lasting. — ^When  hearts  deserving  happiness  would 
unite  their  fortunes,  virtue  would  crown  them  with 
an  unfading  garland  of  modest,  hurtless  flowers ;  but 
ill-judging  passion  will  force  the  gaudier  rose  into  the 
wreath,  whose  thorn  offends  them  when  its  leaves  are 
dropt  I 

THE  END. 


dc  fiellCfi  stratogtiu. 

Um.  CoHLii  ii  om  ol  tbuic  wrilen  In  vbta,  ir Ibfre  be  UIIJ.^  >» 
Mamei  1l?err  U  nolMiie  miicli  lu  pralK-  Her  charvlFn  btc,  for  IJit 
■poatpvl,  Itvtihp  iknchei,  niher  Lhjui  Siiuhcd  punraila  J  Iter  lHjiluijut 

■bd  kcr  ploit  uv  nifnpw  in  point  of  ioTeutloD—  (iiey  ire  a  wche- 
■ion  of  IkdrlcbU,  no!  Hjwaya  connecled  by  *  nxular  oloiy,  Htr 
Ikiu  of"  mo'i  tit  DuBif  dlipltyi  ■  xruin  porliDn  of  conUc  Ulrnl 
Uw  -  nt  BttUt  Slralagem ,-»— Cur  Gridtu  li  HmiElhliig  like  an 
•HfliMl,UKlOfda>rI(yl>dn*D<rlU)caui<luiUcli<iinopr.    But 

Plln-  Tmti ;  Mn.  HicJiel  UKl'  Hill  OkIb  [ec>l['io  <»>r  tEmciabnnie 
■ha MednUund  lidiM of  Uie icudilaBi  college ;  wbili  Dul  Imptr- 
Hosl  IrUu-,  Flnntr,  ti  ■  iUiie  of  ilirH]!  and  pilehel,  mada  ap  of 
nitit  tn  Li>»  for  Loie,  PaMh  In  tba  PonndUng,  air  SeqfaMJn 
.SocUfte.  ud  Uc  vliole  boil  of  ephtnenl  coicoiubi,  that  bars 
^allcRd  bsm  time  hnmemorlal  !■  comedy  and  rarce.  Tte  aallutna 
bai  laid  nndrr  Hmtrlballon  QnldaBlilh'a  cOBedy  of  She  Sltvpt  to 
Onrmer,  for  lbs  llrallfimi  priellied  by  Iflilia  Hardvi  bat  mure 
pant»Urly  Horphy'a  hrci  of  Thi  cUittit,  nlwre  Jfunlii  pliya 

of  Darieaurl,  Mn.  Gonley  hu  kipl  In  'tnlnd  ratextiHC,  ix  "  Lok 


LucRLIa'a  digtct,  RoHmosdi'a  bowl"— 
Tla  D«t,  (be  t>  a  bojilrniai  Tu^r  boyden  i  aid  tbeo,  bcboJd  bcr 
ntumorpboKd  into  a  roinaDllc  unanw,  tody  lu  cbant*  bar  a« 
•Bd  uulty,  ud  to  (o  down  Ibe  middli  and  Dp  >tiln,  lu  tbe  vic- 
torimi  war-daim  on  Iht  bordcta  of  the  Lake  ODlario  I  If  aba 
wtw  to  Ibe  tall,  ihe  could  biVa  »  oUeeUon  lo  May  la  lb*  lOffT. 
We  an  qaRe  etnaln,  tbal  tba  uaUiod  LetltU  Hard  j  taket  to  ttt^uM 
ha  >a*er  nmu  pmc  anccnaAil  wilb  any  Ban  of  auK ;  bnt  we  aro 
wM  *qBall|r  la  wktfa  rE^ard  to  bar  ftntuciu  10  ^ti  ktm*  A  youg 
lady  tha^Hf  hitrit\f  ii|>  *•  ■  maigMride  mMI  b*  an  amiilni,  bii 
ociolnly  net  a  T«ty  daunt  »Ublirat>.  I^y  Toncbwood  la  (b<  moat  - 
nalnnlly  drawo  cbaractcr  in  tbe  piece.     Sbe  exblbila  ■  Tlrtnoni 


'  atragiLlntf  between 


cbaracur  in  tbe  piece. 
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rivets  the  eye,  and  fixes  the  attention.  The  masquerade^  though  some- 
what too  long, is  rare  to  gooff  ytiiheclat;  and  Letitia  Hardy,  thongh 
a  character  extremely  nnnataral,  will  be  seen  and  beard  with  effect, 
when  played  by  a  lively  actress.  The  denouement,  arising  oat 
of  Hardy^  pretended  sidUHft,  i*  extravagant  and  absurd.  It  ti 
not  often  that  a  deatb-b^  scene  is  rendered  available  to  the  purposes 
of  mirth.  There  is  much  staff  about  oar  national  superiority — not 
only  English  women,  bat  English  footmen,  are  more  virtuous  and 
intelligent  than  those  of  France  and  Germany.  The  former  are  per- 
fectly  immaculate — 

"  Obr  wives  are  pare— oar  daughters  chaste. 
Bear  witness  many  a  slender  waist 
From  Charing  Cross  to  'Change  I" 

And  the  lattertake  upon  themselves  to  reason,  form  opinions,,  cogi* 
tate,  and  dispute  with  their  masters  ;  and,  thoagh  they  stand  behind 
them  in  livery,  are  often  before  them  in  argument.  It  speaks  little 
for  the  propriety  and  good  taste  of  the  public,  that  could  applaud 
sach  flattery  and  falsehood. 

Mr.  Charles  Kemble  is  seen  to  great  advantage  in  X>oriconrt. 
The  various  allusions  that  are  made  to  the  agreeable  person  of  this 
darling  of  the  ladies,  were  rafBciently  borne  out  by  the  appearance 
of  the  actor.  Mr.  Elliston  was  an  admirable  Doricourt,  and,  with 
Mrs.  Davison  for  bis  Letitia  Hardy,  formed  a  very  accomplished 
pair.  Letitia  Hardy  h  not  calculated  to  display  Miss  Foote  to  par- 
ticular advantage.  She  has  some  elegance,  much  simplicity,  bat 
tittle  hnmonr ;  and  a  large  portion  of  the  latter,  and  an  unusual  flow 
of  animal  spirits,  are  indispensable  to  the  just  performance  of  this 
character.  Letitia  fairly  met  with  her  match  in  the  late  Mrs.  Jor- 
dan. 

Few  women  have  passed  through  life  more  beloved  and  respected, 
than  the  ingenious  writer  of  this  comedy.  To  a  lively  wit,  she 
joined  all  those  domestic  virtues  that  render  a  woman  the  delight  of 
society,  and  the  cbarm  of  private  life.  Mrs.  Cowley's  poetical  effu- 
sions are  not  particularly  hap|.y,  being  characterized  by  the  affecta- 
tion of  the  I>elia-Cruscan  school,  of  which  she  was  the  well-known 
Anna  Matilda,  Among  the  principal,  are  "  The  Maid  of  Arra- 
gen*'  "  The  Siege  of  Acre,"  and  «  The  ScotHsh  Village,"  She 
was  born  at  Tiverton,  Devonshire,  about  the  year  1743,  and  died  at 
the  same  place,  March  11, 1809. 

aj»  D — G. 

STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  their  own 
personal  observations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

•    EXITS  and   ENTRANCFS. 
B.  means  Right ;  L.  Left ;  D.  F.  Door  in  Flat ;   R.  D.  Right 
Door  J  L.  D.  Left  Door;  S,  E,  Second  Entrance;    U.  £.  Upper 
Entrance;  M.  D.  Middle  Dcor, 

EELATIVB  POSITIONS. 
K.  means  Rigftt ;  L.  Left;  C»  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre; 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre, 

R.  RC.  C.  LC.  Im 

%*  The  Reader  i»  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience* 
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DOHICOURT.— Plain  blue  coat,  white  waisteoat  and  breeebes. 
Second  dress — A  bronrn  dress  coat,  lined  with  aillc,  &c.  Third 
Iress — Olire  brown  domino.  Fourth  dress — Liglit  spotted  dressing* 
?own.  Fifth  dress — Blue  dress  coat,  lined  with  white  sillc,  buff 
iiraistcoat,  white  breeches,  and  sillc  stockings. 

HARDY. — Brown  half-dress  coat  and  breeches,  black  satin 
nraistcoat  Second  dress — Black  silk  morning  gown.  Third  dress 
—A  Spanish  dress. 

SIR  GEOROE  TOUCHWOOD.— Blue  coat,  buff  kersermere 
(vaistcoat  and  breeches.  Second  dress — Pink  domino,  trlmmea  with 
blue. 

FLUTTER — Claret-coloured  coat,  lined  with  silk,  white 
nraistcoat  and  breeches.    Second  dress — Blue  silk  domino. 

SAVILLE.— Black  coat,  waistcoat,  andbree«ehe9.  Seeond  dress 
—A  black  gown. 

COURT  ALL.— Green  dress  coat,  white  waistcoat,  and  breeches. 
Second  dress — Black  silk  domiuo. 

VILLERS.— Blue  coat,  white  waistcoat  and  breeebes. 

LETITI A  HARDY.— Plain  white  muslin.  Second  dres»— White 
satin  slip  leno  dress,  trimmed  with  roses  and  silver. 

LADY  TOUCHWOOD.- Leno  dress,  trimmed  with  white  satin 
Sowers.    Second  dress — A  domino. 

MRS.  RACK  ETT.— Black  leno  dress,  trimmed  with  silver. 
Second  dress — A  domino. 

MISS  OGLE.— Blue  satin  body,  white  petticoat,  trimmed  with 
blue  satin.  * 

KITTY  WILLIS.— White  dress,  and  domino  like  Lady  Touch- 
wood's. 


Ctist  of  the  Characters  at  the  Theatre  Royal, 
Covent'Garden,  1825. 

Sir  George  Touchwood Mr.  Cooper. 

Doricourt Mr.  C.  Kemble. 

Hardy Mr.  Fawcett. 

Flutter Mr.  Jones. 

SaviUe Mr.  Baker. 

Villers Mr.  Mason. 

Courtall Mr.  Duruset. 

Silvertongue .• Mr.  Austin. 

Mountebank Mr.  Hayes. 

Lelitia  Hardy Miss  Foote. 

Lady  Frances  Touchwood Miss  F.  H.  Kelly. 

Mr».  Racket Mrs.  Gibbs. 

MiuOgle ; Miss  Henry. 

KUtjf  fvuiie Mrs.  Boyle. 


PROLOGUE. 

•  POKBN  BY  MB.  LBWIS. 


[Speaks  wlthtnU. 
Make  way — make  way,  good  folks  t    I  miisi  appear — 
Nay,  let  me  pass — You  won't ^why  then  {EHiers.'\  I'm  here. 
Pray  welcome  me :  I've  had  a  squeedging  bout ; 
Yon'd  bless  yonr  eyes,  coald  yoa  bnt  see  our  roat ; 
We've  all  the  company  behind  the  scenes, 
Up  from  their  train-bearers  to  tragic  qaeens ; 
There's  Harlequin,  and  Pnnch,  and  Banqao's  ghost. 
And  all  the  soldiers — Richmond's  conquering  host ; 
And  Richard's  troops — ^nay,  honest  Bayes's  too. 
Most  all  this  night  perform  a  grand  review. 
They  all  are  angry — low'ring  discontent 
Sits  on  each  brow — when  thus  they  gave  it  vent: 
There,  there's  a  part  I  Just  two  lines  and  a  letter  1 
And  mine,  cry'd  one,  is  rather  worse  than  better ; 
I'm  three  times  doobled~twice  I'm  deaf  and  dumb ; 
Nod,  smile,  bow  round,  look  grave,  and  bite  my  thumb  ; 
The  thhrd— ft  Aiiracle  I   like  Bacon's  bead. 
Utter  three  words,  and  these  three  words  are  lead. 

Yon  grumble  I  said  a  third ;  then  I  should  rave : 
A  part  Tike  n^ne  no  author  ever  gave  : 
A  lord  I'm  titled,  and,  to  speak  out  plain. 
Few  on  these  boards  could  half  so  well  sustain 
The  grace  and  proper  action  of  a  peer, 
The  ease»  the  loll,  the  shrug,  the  careless  sneer. 
Bnt  thodgh  our  author  thinks  in  wise  debate. 
In  senate  seated,  on  affairs  of  state 
I  might  hold  forth — yet  in  her  cursed  play. 
The  deuce  a  word  am  I  allowed  to  say ; 
Or  rather  coop'd,  like  other  folks  we  know, 
Between  two  barren  adverbs— jly  and  tut. 
Tis  tlius  we're  serv'd,  when  saucy  women  write — 
Grant  me,  ye  gods,  no  more  to  see  the  night. 
When  lady  writers  crowd  our  Govent  stage  1 — 
Yet  other  gods  assist  my  mighty  rage  I 

Another  cries.  Why  friend,  some  folks  are  out ; 
About  a  comedy  make  all  this  rout ; 
A  pantomime  indeed,  'twere  sense  and  reason  ; 
They  bring  the  chink,  boys — they'll  run  through  a  season. 
A  comedy  may  yawn  its  nine  nights  through. 
And  then  to  mortal  troubles  bid  adieu  1 
Secure  upon  its  shelf  supinely  lie, 
Remov'd  from  every  thought  and  ev'ry  eye. 

No,  no,  a  fifth  man  cry'd,  the  pr«ss  succeeds, 
Tis  then  we  know  its  merits  and  its  deeds : 
Actors  are  thank'd  for  having  done  so  well. 
And  told  how  monstrously  they  all  excel : 
The  town  is  thank'd  for  having  shown  its  taste. 
In  clapping,  bravoing — 

[Prompter  withovt*}  Pray,  sir,  make  haste  I 
A  long-spun  Prologue  isn't  worth  a  pin. 

D'ye  think  so,  Mr.  Wild  ?  Ihen  I'll  go  in,— 
Yet  here  permit  me,  each  succeeding  day. 
To  damn  this  author— but,  oh !  save  her  play. . 
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SCENE  y.—Lixeoln't  Inn  Gale. 

fn/cr  S*viLLB,  L./ollatPtd  by  a  Servant. 

Sav.  Liocoln'g  Inn  I  Well,  but  where  lo  find  him. 

now   I  am  in   Uncoln'B   Inn  I   Wbere  did  he  say  his 

Serv.  Ho  only  aald  in  Lincoin'a  Inn,  sir. 

San.  Tbttt'a  pretty  1  And  your  wiBdoni  never  Inquired 
at  whose  chimbersi 

Scrr.  Sir,  you  apohe  to  the  servant  yonrself. 

Sav.  If  I  was  loo  impatient  lo  nsli  quealiona,  you 
ought  to  have  takea  directions,  biotliheBd  I 
filler  COURTAL^,  tinging,  R. 
Ha,  Coartall  I  Bid  him  Iceep  the  horses  in  motion,  and 
then  iuqaire  at  all  ihe  chambers  round. 

[Eii7  Servant,  u. 
What  the  deiil  brings  yon  to  this  part  of  the  town? 
Have  any  of  the  Lung  Robes  handsome  wltes,  slaters, 
or  chambermaids  ? 

Cimrt.  (r.  c.)  Perhaps  they  ha(e;butl  came  on  a  ditTe- 
ttal  errand  ;  and  had  thy  good  fortuDe  brought  thee  here 
half  itn  honr  sooner,  I'd  hare  gireD  thee  such  a  treat, 
ha  [  ha  I  ha  ! 

Sor.  (l.  c.)  I'm  sorry  I  mies'd  it :  what  was  it  1 
Court.  1  was  Informed  n  few  days  since,  that  my  cau- 
sing Fallow  were  oome  lolown,  and  desired  earneally  to 
see  me  Ht  thei  r  lodgings  in  Warwicli  Court,  Holbom. 
Away  drove  I,  painting  them  all  the  way  as  so  many 
Rebes.  They  came  from  the  furthest  part  of  Northuni- 
berlaod,  had  n<^ver  been  in  town,  and  in  course  were 
made  up  of  rusiicily,  innocence,  and  beauty. 
Sav    Well! 
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Court.  After  waiting  thirty  minutes,  during  which 
there  was  a  violent  bustle,  in  bounced  five  sallow  dam- 
sels, four  of  them  Maypoles  ;  the  fifth.  Nature,  by  way 
of  ?ariety,  had  bent  in  the  JEsop  style.  But  they  'all 
opened  at  once,  like  hounds  on  a  fresh  scent: — **  Ob, 
cousin  Courtall  I  How  do  you  do,  cousin  Gourtall ! 
Lord,  Cousin,  I  am  glad  you  are  come!  We  want 
you  to  go  with  us  to  the  Park,  and  the  plays,  and  the 
opera,  and  Almack*s,  and  all  the  fine  places!*'  The 
devil,  thought  I,  my  dears,  may  attend  you,  for  I  am 
sure  I  won't.  However,  I  heroically  stayed  an  hour  with 
theili,  and  discovered  the  virgins  were  all  come  to  town 
with  the  hopes  of  leaving  it — wives  :  their  heads  full 
of  knight-baronights,  fops,  and  adventurers. 

Sav.  Well,  how  did  you  get  off? 

Cauri,  Oh,  pleaded  a  million  engagements.  How- 
ever, conscience  twitched  me  ;  so  I  breakfasted  with 
them  this  morning,  and  afterwards  'squired  them  to  the 
gardens  here,  as  the  most  private  place  in  town :  and 
then  took  a  sorrowful  leave,  complaining  of  my  hard, 
hard  fate,  that  obliged  me  to  set  off  immediately  for 
Dorsetshire,  ha !  ha !  ha ! 

Sor.  I  congratulate  your  escape  !  Courtall  at  Al- 
mack*s,  with  five  aukward  country  cousins!  Why, 
your  existence,  as  a  man  of  gallantry,  could  never  have 
survived  it. 

Court.  Death,  and  fire  !  had  they  come  to  town,  like 
the  rustics  of  the  last  age,  to  see  St.  PauPs,  the  lions, 
and  the  wax-work — at  th^ir  service ;  but  the  cousins  of 
our  days  come  up  ladies->and,  with  the  knowledge  they 
glean  from  magazines  and  pocket-books,  fine  ladies  ; 
laugh  at  the  bashfulness  of  their  grandmothers,  and 
boldly  demand  their  entrees  in  the  first  circles. 

Sav.  Come,  give  me  some  news.  I  have  been  at  war 
with  woodcocks  and  partridges  these  two  months,  and 
am  a  stranger  to  all  that  has  passed  out  of  their  region. 

Court,  Oh  !  enough  for  three  gazettes.  The  ladies 
are  going  to  petition  for  a  bill,  that,  during  the  war, 
every  man  may  be  allowed  two  wives. 

Sav.  Tis  impossible  they  should  succeed,  for  the  ma- 
jority of  both  houses  know  what  it  is  to  have  one. 

Court.  But  pr*ythee,  Saville,  how  came  you  to  townt 

Sav.  I  came  to  meet  my  friend  Doricourt,  who,  yon 
know,  is  lately  arrived  from  Rome. 

Court.  Arrived !  Yes,  faith,  and  has  cut  us  all  out. 
His  carriaffOf  his  liveries,  his  dress,  himself,  are  the 


ragn  nf  lh»  day '.  Ills  flrat  sppeiLrancp   iel  thi       k^* 
tun  In  H  fvnneat,  and  liis  thIdI  is  besieged  tiy  li  tl 

tallorti,  hBbil-makors,  and  olher  ralnlslcrs  of  fas 
graliry  the  Impntiencu  of  Iheir  custnmen  for  bi 
a-ta-lnode  do  Doriaoart.  Nay,  tho  beaulifu 
FrollR  t'other  night,  with  two  sister  Countt^aseii, 
upon  his  waistcoat  for  muffs ;  and  their  snuwy  ai 
baar  It  iu  triumph  abnul  town,  to  tbv  heart- 
anicticin  of  all  our  Buaux  Gar^ODH. 

Sav.  Indeed  I  Well,  those  IJllle  gallantries  will 
be  over  ;  he's  od  Ihe  point  of  inarriare. 

Court.  Marriage!  Dorieonrt  no  the  poiot  < 
fiagel  'T is  the  happi«st  liditiga  yos — '■" — 
next  to  hJB  being  hanged.    Who  Is  iht  . 

heifHSS— the  match  was  mailu  bv 
eonrtahip  tiegan  on  their  iinrsffi 
trow  Ht  mlsB,  aiid  miss  usvd  to 

Court.  Oh  !  then  by  this  lim 
cfccb  olher  than  I  do  for  my  Ci  -«.».. 

Bav.  Idnn'tknon  that;  tt  ever  ' 

Unit  hlfrh,  end  so.  prubabljr, regar 

Court.  Never  mEt '.   Odd  I 

Star.  A  whim  or  Mr.  Hardy's  ;  he  thought  his  d*Dgb- 
ter's  charms  wonld  make  a  more  forcible  impresgiOO,  tt 
her  lover  remained  in  ignorance  of  tliem  till  his  fstani 
from  the  cantineot. 

Enfcr  SiviLLB'sSfrtHnt,  l. 

Strv.  Mr.  Dorieouit,  sir.  has  been  at  eoanMllor 
Fleadweirs,  and  gone  about  fire  minutes. 

[Exit  Servant,  t. 

j!at>.  Fire  minutes  I  Zounds!  I  haTe  been  Sts  «i- 
nnles  too  late  all  my  life-dnte  I  Good  morrow.  Court- 
all;  I  mast  pursue  iiitn.  (GtriHff,  m. 

CUwrt.  Cromlse  to  dtne  with  me  lo-day  ;  IhSTe some 
boooM  fellows.  [OoiH^  off  ok  tke  oppotitt  Me, 

Sat.  (^'t  promise;  perhaps  I  may.  See  th«r«, 
tbare's  >  tMTy  of  female  Patapinlaas,  coming  down 
■pon  at.  [^'"i  *■ 

CMtrt.  By  the  lord,  then,  it  mnsi  bo  my  strapping 
Mafias.    I  dare  not  looli  behind  me — Run.  man,  run. 
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SCENE  II.— An  Apartment  at  Doricourts, 
Enter  Doricourt,  l. 

^  Doric,  [Speaking  to  a  Servant."]  I  shall  be  too  late 
^r  St.  Jain§s*s  ;  bid  him  como  immediately. 

£nfer  Saville,  l. 

Doric,  Most  fortunate  I  My  dear  Saville,  let  the 
warmth  of  this  embrace  speak  the  pleasure  of  my  .heart. 

Sav,  Well,  this  is  some  comfort,  after  the  scurvy  re- 
ception I  met  with  in  your  hall.  I  prepared  my  mind, 
as  I  came  up  stairs,  for  a  honjour^  a  grimace,  and  an 
adieu. 

D(nix:.  Why  so  ? 

Sav.  Judging  of  the  master  from  the  rest  of  the  family. 
What  the  devil  is  the  meaning  of  that  flock  of  foreigpaers 
below,  with  their  pfirchment  faces  and  snuffy  whiskers  ? 
What  I  can*t  an  Englishman  stand  behind  your  carriage, 
buckle  your  shoe,  or  brush  your  coat  ? 
'  Doric.  Stale,  my  dear  Saville,  stale  I  Englishmen 
make  the  best  soldiers,  citizens,  artizans,  and  philoso- 
phers in  the  world ;  but  the  very  worst  footmen.  I  keep 
French  fellows  and  Germans,  as  the  Romans  keep  slaves ; 
because  their  own  countrymen  had  minds  too  enlarged 
and  haughty  to  descend  ^th  a  grace  to  theduties  of  such 
a  iBtation. 

Sav.  A  good  excuse  for  a  bad  practice. 

Doric.  On  my  honour,  experience  will  convince  you 
of  its  truth.  A  Frenchman  neither  hears,  sees,  nor 
breathes,  but  as  his  master  directs  ;  and  his  whole  sys- 
tem of  conduct  is  compris*d  in  one  short  word,  obedi- 
ence !  An  Englishman  reasons,  forms  opinions,  cogi- 
tates, ftnd  disputes  ;  he  is^iot  the  mere  creature  of  your 
will,  but  a  being  conscious  of  equal  importance  in  the 
universal  scale  with  yourself,  he  is  therefore  your  judge, 
whilst  he  wears  your  livery,  and  decides  on  your  actions 
with  the  freedom  of  a  censor. 

Sav.  And  this  in  defence  of  a  custom  I  have  heard  you 
execrate,  together  with  all  the  adventitious  manners  im- 
ported by  our  traveird  gentry.  Now  to  start  a  subject 
which  must  please  you.  When  do  you  expect  Miss 
Hardy? 

Doric,  Oh,  the  hour  of  expectation  is  past.  She  is 
arrived,  and  I  this  morning  had  the  honour  of  an  inter- 
view at  Pleadweirs.    The  writings  were  ready  ;    and« 


to  obedience  to  tlie  njll  ur  Mr.  Hardy,  vc  met  tu  sign 
Bud  lea.!. 

Sar.  Haalha  ETcnt  nnawer'd'!  Did  jour  litart  Ipiip, 
or  sink,  when  yon  beheld  yonr  miilreas! 

Doric.  Faith,  npither  one  nor  t'other:  she's  n  Rue 
girl,  as  far  as  flesh  ami  blood  goes.    But — 

Sar.  But  wtial  1 

Doric.  Why.  she'a  only  a  line  girl ;  complexion, 
shape,  and  featurev  ;  nothing  more^ 

Sav.  Isnot  that  enough? 

Doric.  No!  she  should  hiive  spirit!  fire  I  fair  tn- 
•one!  thDt  something,  that  nothing,  vhich  every  body 
feels,  and  which  oobody  can  describe,  in  the  rcsislless 
channerE  of  Italy  and  France. 

SUr.  Thanks  to  the  pBrsimony  of  my  father,  that  kept 
Die  from  Irarel !  I  would  not  have  lost  my  relisli  for  true 
unaffecled  English  beauty,  to  have  been  quariell'd  for 
by  all  the  Belles  of  Versailles  and  Florence.  Bui  has 
Miss  Hardy  nolhingof  this? 

DoT^.  If  she  has,  she  was  plenaed  to  keep  it  to  her- 
aelf,  1  wai  in  the  room  half  an  hour  before  1  could  ' 
caleh  the  colour  of  her  eyes  ;  and  every  attempt  to  draw 
ber  into  conversation  occasioned  so  cruel  an  embarrass- 
ment, that  I  was  reduced  to  the  necessity  of  nevs,  Frimcb 
fleets,  and  Spanish  captures,  with  her  father. 

Sav.  So  Miss  Hardy,  nilb  only  benuty,  mode.sty.  and 
merit,  is  dooni'd  to  the  arms  of  a  husband  who  will  de- 
spise her. 

Dortt^  Yon  are  unjust.  Though  she  has  notinspir'd 
me  vilh  violent  passion,  my  honour  secures  her  felicitjr. 

Sav.  Come,  come,  Doricourt,  you  know  very  well  that 
when  tbe  honour  of  a  husband  is  locum-teneus  for  Ills 
heart,  his  wife  must  be  as  indifTcrent  as  himself.  If  she  is 
not  unhappy. 

Doric.  Pbol  never  moralize  wilbout  spectacles.  But 
M  we  are  upon  tbe  tender  subject,  how  did  you  betr 
Tonchwood's  carrying  Lady  Frances  ? 

Sav.  You  know  I  never  looked  up  Co  her  wltb  hope  ; 
•ad  Sir  Qeorge  is  every  way  worthy  of  her. 

Boric,  A  la  mode  Angloise,  a  philosopher,  even  In 

Sap,  Come.  I  detain  you — you  seem  dressed  at  all 
points,  and  of  course  have  an  engagemenl 

Doric.  To  St.  James's.    1  dine  al  Hardy's    — '  — 
company  th        '     "' 
breakfitit.w 
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companions— for  I  swear  to  you,  Saville,  the  air  of  t^e 
continent  has  not  effaced  one  youthful  prejudice  or  a^ 
fachment. 

Sav,  With  an  exception  to  the  case  of  ladies  and 
servants. 

Doric.  True ;  there  I  plead  guilty :— hutlhaTenever 
yet  found  any  man,  whom  I  could  cordially  take  to  ny 
heart  apd  call  friend,  who  was  not  bom  beneath  a  Bri- 
lisli  sky,  and  whose  heart  and  manners  were  not  truly 
English.  '  [Exeunt  Dor.  and  Sat.  r. 

SCENE  III.— An  Apartment  in  Mr.  Harbt's  Houtt. 
ViLLBRS  seated  on  a  Sofa^  reading. 

Enter  Flutter,  l. 

Flut.  Ha,  Villers,  have  you  seen  Mrs.  Racket  t  Miss 
Hardy,  I  find,  is  out. 

Vil,  I  have  not  seen  her  yet.  I  have  made  a  voyage 
to  Lapland  since  I  came  in.  [Flinffing  away  the  book. 
A  lady  at  her  toilette  is  as  diflBcult  to  be  moved  as  a 
quaker.  What  events  have  happened  in  the  world  since 
yesterday  ?  have  you  heard  7 

Flut.  Oh,  yes  ;  I  stopped  at  Tattersall's,  as  I  came 
by,  and  there  I  found  Lord  James  Jessamy,  Sir  William 

Wilding,  and  Mr. .    But,  now'  I  think  on*t,  you 

shf^nH  £now  a  syllable  of  the  matter ;  for  I  have  been 
informed  you  never  believe  above  one-half  of  what  I 
say. 

VU,  My  dear  fellow,  somebody  has  imposed  upon  yon 
most  egregiously  I  Half!  Why,  I  never  believe  one- 
tenth  part  of  what  you  say :  that  is  according  to  the 
plain  and  literal  expression  ;  but,  as  I  understand  yon, 
your  intelligence  is  amusing. 

Flut.  That's  very  hard  now,  very  hard.  I  never  re- 
lated a  falsity  in  my  life,  unless  I  stumbled  on  it  by  mis- 
take ;  and  if  it  were  otherwise,  your  dull  matter-of-faet 
people  are  infinitely  obliged  to  those  warm  imaginations 
which  soar  into  fiction  to  amuse  you ;  for,  positiy^, 
the  common  events  of  this  little  dirty  world  are  not 
worth  talking  about,  unless  you  embellish  them  ! — Ha ! 
here  comes  Mrs.  Racket :  Adieu  to  weeds,  I  see !  All 
life! 

^/er  Mrs.  Rackett,  r. 
Enter,  madam,  in  all  your  charms !    Villers  has  been 
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nbasin'g  your  toilette,  for  keeping  yuu  so    loil| 
think  wu  are  much  obliged  to  ll.  nnil  au  are  yo 
Mri   II,  How  BO.  pray  ?    Goml  luoming  1'; 
Here,  here'a  a  hand  a  plfce  for  )ou. 

FIM.  How  Ro!  Beeiuge  it  hu  givpn  yoa 
beautiei. 

Mrt.  B.  Delighlfal  compUuienl  1  wliol  da  y. 
of  thai,  Villerg! 

VU.  That  he  and  his  Eiiinptimenlb  are  ulike- 
but  won't  bear  examining.  So  you  brought  M 
dy  to  lowu  last  nigiil ! 

A/ri.  R,  Yes,  I  ahnuld  hart  brought  her  br' 
I  had  a  fall  from  niy  horse,  that  cnnHned  me  t 
dare  aay  she  vished  me  hauged  a  dozen  limes  lu. 

Flut.  Whyf 

Mn.  R.  Had  she  not  an  eipcctinp  loi 
the  timet  she  meets  him  this  morning  a 
I  hope  she'll  chsrm  faim;  she's  the  awee 


worH. 


VU.  Vanity,  like  murder,  will  oat.    Vou 
fiDced  me  you  think  yourselr  more  charming. 

Jtfri.  R.  How  can  that  bo  I 

VU.  No  woman  ever  praises  another,  unleii  ibe 
thinks   herseir    superior    in    the  very   pi-rreotion*   ihe 

Flut.  [Aiideto  Mrs.  R.]  O,  shockin^r ;  but  lei?a 
him  to  ma.— [TumiBjf  to  Vil.]  Nor  no  man  over'  rails 
at  lh>  tax,  anlesa  he  ii  conieloas  he  daserves  their  ha- 
tred. 

dfri.  R.  "nianlt  ye.  Flutter ;  I'll  owo  ys  a  bouquet 
fbr  ibaX.  I  am  going  to  Tbtl  the  new  married  L«dy 
France*  Touchwood.    Who  knowi  ber  hntband? 

flitt.  Ejrery  body. 

"  I.  R.  Is  there  not  aemethiog  odd  in  ths  oharactert 


_«  of  *,  favourite  bnllfincli,  and  si 
HDSbnOBUte  ihe  rSwarded  Its  song  with  her  kiasei. 
Jfrt,   R,   Intolerable  monster!     Sueb   a  brute  de- 

TO.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  nay,  this  )■  your  iss  dow.  QJ»e 
a  woman  but  one  Itroke  of  character,  off  atie  foea,  like 
•  bali  from  a  racket ;  see*  the  whola  man,  mark*  him 
down  for  an  angel  or  a  deTil,  and  so  exhihitt  him  to  her 
This  monster  I  this  brute !  It  one  of  the 
>2 
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worthiest  fellows  upon  earth :  sound  sense,  and  a  liberal 
mind :  but  dotes  on  his  wife  to  such  excess,  that  he  quai> 
rels  with  every  tying  she  admires,  and  is  jealous  of  her 
tippet  and  nosegay. 

Mrs.  R,  Oh,  less  love  for  me,  kind  Cupid !  I  can  see 
no  difference  between  the  torment  of  such  an  affection, 
and  hatred. 

FiuL  Oh,  pardon  me,  inconceivable  difference,  incon- 
ceivable ;  1  see  it  as  clearly  as  your  feather.  In  the 
one  case  the  husband  would  say,  as  Mr.  Snapper  said 
t'other  day ;  zounds  I  madam,  do  you  suppose  that  my 
table,  and  my  house,  and  my  pictures ! — ^Apropos,  des 
Bdttes ; — ^There  was  the  divinest  plague  of  Athens  sold 
yesterday^  at  Langford*s-!  the  dead  figures  so  natural; 
you  would  have  sworn  they  had  been  alive.  Lord  Prim- 
rose bid  five  hundred — Six,  said  Lady  Carmine— A  thou- 
sand, said  Ingot  the  nabob — Down  went  the  hammer. — 
A  rouleau  for  your  bargain,  said  Sir  Jeremy  Jingle. 
And  what  answer  do  you  think  Ingot  made  him  ? 

Mrs,  R,  Why,  took  the  offer. 

Flut,  Sir,  I  would  oblige  you,  but  I  buy  this  picture 
to  place  in  the  nursery ;  the  children  have  already  got 
Whittington  and  his  cat !  *tis  just  this  size,  and  they*!! 
make  good  companions. 

Mrs,  R,  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Well,  I  protest  that*s  just  tlie 
way  now :  the  nabobs  and  their  wives  outbid  one  at 
every  sale,  and  the  creatures  have  no  more  taste — 

VU,  There  again  !    You  forget  this  story  is  tpld  by 

Flutter,  who  always  remembers   everything  but  the 

circumstances  and  the  person  he  talks  about ;  'twas  Ingot 

•  who  offered  a  rouleau  for  the  bargain,  and  Sir  Jeremy 

Jingle  who  made  the  reply. 

Flut.  'Egad,  i  believe  you  are  right.  Well,  the 
story  is  as  good  one  way  as  t'other,  you  know.  Good 
morning.    I  am  going  to  Mrs.  Crotchet's. 

[Crosses  to  l. 

VU.  I'll  ¥enture  every  figure  in  your  tailor's  bill  you 
make  some  blunder  there. 

Fiut,  [Turning  beuk.^  Done!  my  tailor's  bill  has 
not  been  paid  these  two  years  ;  and  I'll  open  my  mouth 
with  as  much  -care  as  Mrs.  Bridget  Button,  who  wears 
cork  plumpers  in  each  cheek,  and  never  hazards  more 
tluin  six  words,  for  fear  of  showing  them.        [Exit,  l. 

Mrs,  R,  'Tis  a  good-natured  insignificant  creature ! 
let  in  every  where,  and  cared  for  no  where.  Tliero's 
Miss  Hardy  returned  from  Lincon's  Inn :  she  seems 
rather  chagrined. 
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Vii,  Then  I  lea? e  you  to  yonr  commimlcatioDB. 
Enier  hETtriA^  foU&med  by  her  Maid^'m. 

Adiea  I  I  am  rejoiced  to  86e  you  so  well,  madam !  but  I 
nast  tear  myself  away. 

Let.  DonH  vanish  In  a  moment. 

Ftf.  Oh,  inhuman !  you  are  two  of  the  most  danger- 
ous women  in  town.  Staying  here  to  be  cannonaded  by 
four  such  eyes.  Is  equal  to  a  rencontre  with  Paul  Jones, 
or  a  midnight  march  to  Omoa ! — They'll  swallow  the 
mmMose  for  the  sake  of  the  compliment.    [AHde.} 

[ExU,  L. 

iX.  [Oivef  her  eioak  to  the  Maid,  goes  baek  to  a  ta- 
bteamaamirveyeheree^finaylaee.']  Order  Du  Quesne 
iMTer  more  to'  come  again  ;  Be  shall  positiyely  dress 
my  hair  no  more.  [ExU  Maid,  r.]  And  this  odious 
fliliky  bow  unbecoming  it  is !  I  was  bewitched  to  choose 
it.    Did  you  ever  see  such  a  fright  as  I  am  to-day  t 

Jfrt.  B.  Yes,  I  have  seen  you  look  much  worse. 

Let*  How  can  you  be  so  provoking  ?  If  I  do  not  look 
tUt  morning  worse  than  ever  I  looked  in  my  life,  I  am 
nalarally  a  fngfat.  You  shall  have  it  which  way  you  vrill. 

Mn,  R.  Just  as  yon  please ;  but  pray  what  is  the 
meaning  of  all  this  ? 

'Let,  Men  are  all  dissemblers,  flatterers,  deceivers! 
Have  I  not  heard  a  thousand  times  of  my  air,  my  eyes, 
my  shape — all  made  for  victory !  and  to  day,  when  I 
bent  my  whole  heart  on  one  poor  conquest,  1  have  prov- 
ed that  all  those  imputed  charms  amount  to  nothing  ;  for 
Doricourt  sees  them  unmoved.  A  husband  of  fifteen 
months  could  not  have  examined  me  with  more  cutting 
indifference. 

Mrs,  R,  Then  you  return  it  like  a  wife  of  fifteen 
months,  and  be  as  indifferent  as  he. 

Let.  Ay,  there's  the  sting  !  the  blooming  boy  that  left 
his  image  in  my  young  heart,  is  at  four  and  twenty  im- 
proved in  every  grace  that  fixed  him  there.  It  is  the 
same  face  that  my  memory  and  my  dreams  constantly 
painted  to  me ;  but  its  graces  are  finished,  and  every 
beauty  heightened.  How  mortifying,  to  feel  myself  at 
the  same  moment  his  slave,  and  an  object  of  perfect  in- 
difference  to  him. 

Jlfrf.  R.  How  are  you  certain  that  was  the  case  ?  Did 
you  expect  him  to  kneel  down  before  the  lawyer,  his 
clerks,  and  your  father,  to  make  oath  of  your  beauty  ? 

Let.  No ;  but  he  should  have  looked  as  if  a  sudden 

B  3 


18  THB   BELLB*S  .   [aCT   t, 

ray  bad  pierced  him ;  he  should  have  been  breathless  ! 
speechless  !  for,  oh  !  Caroline,  all  this  was  1 ! 

Mrs.  R,  I  am  sorry  you  was  such  a  fool.  Can  you 
expect  a  man.  Who  has  courted  and  been  courted  by  half 
the  fine  women  in  Europe,  to  feel  like  a  girl  from  a 
boarding-school  ?  He  is  the  prettiest  fellow  yon  have 
seen,  and  in  course  bewilders  your  imagination  ;  but  he 
has  seen  a  million  of  pretty  women,  child,  before  he  saw 
you  ;  and  his  first  feelings  have  been  over  long  ago^ 

Let,  Your  raillery  distresses  me ;  but  I  will  touch  his 
heart,  or  never  be  his  wife. 

Mrs,  R.  Absurd  and  lomantic !  If  you  have  no  rea- 
son to  believe  his  heart  pre-engaged,  be  satisfied ;  if  he 
is  a  man  of  honour,  you*ll  have  nothing  to  complain  of. 

Let,  Nothing  to  complain  of!  Heaven!  shall  I 
marry  the  man  I  adore  with  such  an  expectation  as  that  ? 

Mrs,  R,  And  when  you  have  fretted  yourself  pale,  my 
dear,  youUl  have  mended  your  expectation  greatly. 

Let.  {Pausing.'i  Yet  I  have  one  hope.  If  there  is 
any  power  'whose  peculiar  care  is  faithful  love,  that 
power  I  invoke  to  aid  me. 

Enter  Mr.  Hardt,  l. 

Har.  Well,  now,  wasn't  I  right  ?  Ay,  Letty :  Ay, 
cousin  Rackett !  wasn't  I  right  ?  I  knew  'twould  be  so. 
He  was  all  agog  to  see  her  befort^  he  went  abroad  ;  and 
if  he  had,  he'd  haite  thought  no  more  of  her  face,  may 
be,  than  his  own. 

Mrs.  R.  May  be  not  half  so  much. 

Har.  Ay,  may  be  so ;  but  I  see  into  things  ;  exactly 
as  I  foresaw,  to-day  he  fell  desperately  in  love  with  the 
wench,  he,  he,; he  ! 

Let.  Indeed,  sir  !  how  did  you  perceive  it  ? 

Har.  That's  a  pretty  question  !  How  do  I  perceive 
every  thing  ?  How  did  I  foresee  the  fall  of  corn,  and  the 
rise  of  taxes  ?  How  did  I  know  that*  if  we  quarrelled 
with  America,  Norway  deals  would  be  dearer?  How 
did  I  foretell  that  war  would  sink  the  funds  ?  How 
did  I  forewarn  Parson  Homily,  that  .'if  he  didn't  some 
way  or  another  contrive  to  get  more  votes  than  Rubric, 
he'd  lose  the  lectureship  ?  How  did  I — ^But  what  the  de- 
vil makes  you  so  dull,  Letitia  ?  I  thought  to  have  found 
you  popping  about,  as  brisk  as  the  jacks  of  your  harpsi- 
chord. 

Let.  Surely,  sir,  'tis  a  very  serious  occasion 

Har.  Pho,  pho  !  girls  should  never  be  grave  before 
marriage.     How  did  you  fec\^  to\i%\w^  beforehand,  ay  t 

Mr€.  R.  Feel  !  why  txceeOJvw^\\  ^wV\  ol  tw^"** 
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Htrr.  Did  fou  ? 

/tlra.R.  I  could  not  sleep  for  thinking  of  my  coach, 
my  iWeriea,  and  my  clmiraieD ;  tbe  tastn  of  vloth^s  I 
shpulil  be  praaenleU  in,  diMnicted  me  for  >  week  ;  and 
whether  I  ihauld  be  married  in  iitiUe  or  lilac,  (;aie  me, 
the  most  cruel  nnxlety. 

Let.  And  is  II  possible  that  you  Mt  no  other  c^rel 

Har.  And  pray,  of  what  sort  may  your  cares  b«,  Mrs. 
Lelllia  >  I  begin  to  foresee  now  that  you  have  taken  a 
dislike  to  Doricoart. 

Lft.  Indeed,  sir,  I  have  not. 

Hot.  Then  what'sall  this  melanchoiy  about?  An'l 
you  going  to  be  married  1  and,  what's  mora  to  a  sun- 
Bible  man — and,  what's  more  to  a  young  girl,  to  a  hanii- 
Botne  niao  ?  Ann  what's  all  thii  melancholy  for,  I  say  t 

Nri.  It.  Why  becHuse  he  is  hand^omi?  and  sensible. 
■od  because  she's  over  head  and  ears  in  love  with  him  ; 
•11  which,  it  seeing,   your  foreknowledge  had  oot  told 

Let.  Fif,  Caroline  ! 

Har.  Wel1,.,came,  do  you  tell  me  what's  the  matter 
then?  If  you  don't  like  him,  hang'the  aigning  and  seal- 
ing, he  slun't  have  you  — and  yet  I  can't  say  that  noi- 


L  if  you  wim't  have  him  ;  if  he  w 
deed,  'twill  be  all  yours.  All  that's  clear,  engrossed 
upon  parehmenl,  luid  the  poor  dear  man  set  his  hand 
toitwhiUthe  wasa-dying.  Ah  f  said  I,  I  foreseeyou'll 
neyer  live  to  see  them  come  lofether;  but  their  first 
son  shall  be  christened  Jeremiah,  after  yon,  that  I  pro- 
mise you.  But  coma,  I  say,  wbatjs  the  matter  ?  Don't 
yon  like  him? 

Ltl.  I  fear,  sir — if  I  must  apeak— I  fear  I  was  less 
agreeable  In  Mr.  Doricourt's  eyes,  than  he  appeared  in 

Har.  There  you  are  mistaken  ;  for  I  aaked  him,  and 
he  told  me  he  liked  you  vastly.  Don'l  you  think  he 
must  have  taken  a  fancy  to  her?    [To  Mas.  R.l 

Mn.  R.  Why  really  I  ibink  so,  as  I  was  not  by. 

Let.  My  dear  sir,  I  am  cnnvicedhe  hianot;  bat  if 
there  is  spirit  or  Invention  in  woman,  he  shall. 

Har,  Right,  girl ;  go  to  you 

Let.  It  is  not  my  toilette  that  c 
plan  has  strncli  me.  If  you  will  not  oppose  it,  which  flut- 
ters me  "'■'■  '-■"■-—  -• 
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Let,  Why,  sir— >it  may  seem  a  little  paradoxical ;  but 
as  he  does  not  like  me  enough,  1  want  him  to  like  me 
still  -less,  and  will  at  our  next  interview  endeayour  to 
heighten  his  indifference  into  dislike. 

Har,  Who  the  devil  could  have  foreseen  that  ? 

Mrs,  R,  [Crossegto  c]  Heaven  and  earth !  Letitia, 
are  you  serious? 

Let,  As  serious  as  the  most  important  business  of  my 
life  demands. 

j|fr«.  R,  Why  endeavour  to  make  him  dislike  yon? 

Let.  Because  *tis  much  easier  to  convert  a  sentiment 
into  its  opposite,  than  to  transform  indifference  into  ten- 
der passion. 

Mrs.  R,  That  may  be  good  philosophy,  but  I*mafirud 
you'll  find  it  a  bad  maxim. 

Let.  I  have  the  strongest  confidence  in  it.    I  am  in 
spired  with  unusual  spirits,  and  on  this  hazard  willing- 
ly stake  my  chance  for  happiness.    I  am  impatient  to 
begin  my  measures.  [ExU^  b. 

Har.  Can  you  foresee  the  end  of  this,  cousin  ? 

Mrs.  R.  No,  sir ;  nothing  less  than  your  penetration 
can  do  that,  I  am*  sure ;  and  I  can*t  stay  now  to  con- 
sider it.  I  am  going  to  call  on  the  Ogles,  and  then  to 
Lady  Frances  Touchwood's,  and  then  to  an  auction,  and 
then — I  don't  know  where— but  I  shall  be  at  home  time 
enough  to  witness  this  extraordinary  interview.  Good- 
bye. [Exit,  L. 

Har.  Well  'tis  an  odd  thing — I  can't  understand  it, 
—but  I  foresee  Letty  will  have  her  way,  and  so  I  shan't 
give  myself  the  trouble  to  dispute  it.  [^Exit,  l. 

BNO   OP   ACT   I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  l.-^J  Roam  in  Sir  Georgb  Touchwooo*s 

House. 

Enter  Doricourt  and  Sir  George  Touchwood,  r. 

Doric.  Married,  ha,  ha,  ha !  you  whom  I  heard  in 
Paris  say  such  things  of  the  sex,  are  iu  London  a  war- 
ried  maa. 
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Sir  G,  The  sex  is  still  what  it  has  ever  been  sinew  la 
p6tite  morale  banished  substantial  Yirtues ;  and  rather 
than  have  giyen  my  name  to  one  of  yonr  high-bred, 
fashionable  dames,  I'd  haye  crossed  the  line  in  a  fire- 
ship,  and  married  a  Japanese. 

Doric.  Yet  you  have  married  an  English  beauty ; 
yea,- and  a  beauty  bom  in  high  life. 

Sir  G.  True ;  but  she  has  a  simplicity  of  heart  and 
^ manners,  that  would  have  become  the  fair  Hebrew  dam 
-sels  toasted  by  the  patriarchs. 

Doric,  Ha,  ha !  Why,  thou  art  a  downright,  matri- 
monial Quixote.  My  life  on*t  she  becomes  as  mere  a 
town  lady  in  six  months,  as  though  she  had  been  bred 
to  the  trade. 

8^  G.  Gonmion — common.  \_CoiUemptuousljf.'\  No, 
sir.  Lady  Frances  despises  high  life  somuchfrokn  the 
ideas  I  have  glTen  her,  that  she*ll  live  in  it  like  a  sala- 
mander in  fire. 

Doric,  V\\  send  thee  off  to  St.  Evreux  this  night, 
drttHm  at  full  length,  and  coloured  after  nature. 

8irQ.  Tell  him  then,  to  add  to  the  ridicule,  that 
Touchwood  glories  in  the  name  of  husband ;  that  he 
has  found  in  one  Englishwoman  more  beauty  than 
Frenchmen  ever  saw,  and  more  goodness  than'  French- 
womfin  can  conceive. 

Doric,  Well — enough  of  description.  Introduce  me 
to  this  phoenix ;  I  came  on  purpose. 

Sir  G,  Introduce  ! — oh,  ay,  to  be  sure  I — I  believe 
Lady  Frances  is  engaged  just  now — but  another  time. — 
How  handsome  the  dog  looks  to  day  !  [Aside, 

Doric,  Another  time  I — but  I  have  no  other  time.— 
*Sdeath  !  this  is  the  only  hour  I  can  command  this  fort- 
night. 

Sir  G.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,  with  all  my  soul  \  [Ande.^j 
So  then  you  can*t  dine  with  us  to-day!  that's  very  un- 
lucky. 

Doric,  Oh,  yes — as  to  dinner — ^yes,  I  can,  I  believe, 
contrive  to  dine  with  you  to-day. 

Sir  G,  Pshaw  !  I  did'nt  think  on  what  I  was  saying ; 
I  meant  supper. — ^You  can*t  sup  with  us  ? 

Doric,  Why  supper  will  be  rather  more  convenient 
than  dinner.  But  you  are  fortunate — if  you  had  asked 
me  any  other  night,  I  could  not  have  come. 

Sir  G.  To-night  l~'Gad,  now   I  recollect,   we   are 
particularly  engaged  to  night.    But  to-morrow  nights- 
Don'^.  Why,  lookye.  Sir  George,  'tis  very  plain  you 
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hftve  no  inclination  to  let  me  see  your  wife  at  all ;  m 
here  I  sit.  ITkromt  kimMe{f&n  ikeSqfa.}  TWe*s  ny 
bat,  and  here  are  my  legs.  Now  1  shan't  stir  till  1  Imihs 
seen  her ;  and  I  have  no  eggagements ;  1*11  breaklkst, 
dine,  and  sop  with  you,  every  day  this  week. 

Sir  G.  Was  there  ever  such  a  provoking  wretch ! 
[Aside,^  But  to  1>e  plain  with  you,  Doriconrt,  I  and 
my  house  are  at  your  service :  but  you  are  a  danuied 
agreeable  fellow ;  and  the  women,  I  observe,  always 
simper  when  you  appear.  For  these  reasons,  I  had  ra- 
ther, when  Lady  Frances  and  I  are  together,  that  yon 
should  forget  that  we  are  acquainted,  further  than  a 
nod,  a  smile,  or  a  how-d'ye  ? 

Doric.  Very  well. 

Sir  G,  It  is  not  merely  yourself,  in  propria  persona, 
that  I  object  to  :  but,  if  you  are  intimate  here,  you'll 
make  my  house  still  more  the  fiishion  than  it  is ;  and  it 
is  already  so  much  so,  that  my  doors  are  of  no  use  to 
me.  I  married  Lady  Frances  to  engross  her  to  myself; 
yet,  such  is  the  blessed  freedom  of  modem  manners, 
that  in  spite  of  me,  her  eyes,  thoughts,  and  conversa- 
tion, are  continually  divided  amongst  all  the  flirts  and 
coxcombs  of  fashion. 

Doric.  To  be  sure,  I  confess  that  kind  of  freedom  is 
carried  rather  too  far.  But  he  shan't  preach  me  out  of 
seeing  his  wife  though.  \_AMide, 

Sir  G,  Well,  now,  that's  reasonable.  When  you  take 
time  to  reflect,  Doricourt,  I  always  observe  yon  decide 
right ;  and  therefore  I  hope — 

Enter  Gibson,  l. 

Gib.  Sir,  my  lady  desires- 
Sir  6. 1  am  particularly  engaged. 
Doric.  Oh,Xord,  that  shall  >e  no  excuse  in  the  world ; 
[Leaping  from  the  Sqfa,^    Lead  the  way,  John.     I'll 
attend  your  lady.  [ExU,  following  Gibsok,  l. 

Sir  6,  What  devil  possessed  rae  to  talk  about  her  ? — 
Here,  Doricourt  1    [iliifmifig  qfter  kim.'\    Doricourt  1 

Enter  Mrs.  Rackbtt  and  Miss  Ogle,  Jblloncd  by  a 

Servant,  r. 

JIfrtf.  R,  Acquaint  your  lady  that  Mrs.  Rackett  and 
Miss  Ogle  are  here.  [Exit  Skrvant,  l. 

Miss  O.  I  shall  hardly  imow  Lady  Frances,  'tis  so 
long  since  I  was  in  Shropshire. 

Mrs.  B.  And  I'll  be  sworn  you  never  saw  her  out  of 
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Shropshhre.  Her  fiither  kept  her  looked  np  with  his 
eatefpilUrs  and  shells ;  and  loTed  her  beyond  any  thing 
bot'a  bine  butterfly  and  a  petrified  ffog ! 

3Ha9  0.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  iVell,  'twas  a  cheap  way  of 
breeding  her :  you  know  he  was  Tery  poor,  though  a 
lord ;  and  yery  high  spirited,  though  a  virtuoso.  lo 
town,  her  pantheons,  operas,  and  robes  de  cour,  would 
have  swallowed  hirf  sea  weeds,  moths,  and  monsters^  in 
six  weeks !  Sir  George,  1  find,  thinks  his  wife  a  most 
extraordinary  creature  :  he  has  taught  her  to  despise 
every  thing  like  fkshionable  life,  and  boasts  that  exam- 
ple will  have  no  effect  on  her. 

Mrs,  R,  There's  a  great  degree  of  impertinence  in  all 
that.    I'll  try  to  make  her  a  fine  lady  to  humble  him. 

itflct  0.    That's  just  the  thing  I  wish. 

Enter  Ladt  Frances  Touchwood,  l. 

Ladjf  F.  I  beg  ten  thousand  pardons,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Rackett— Miss  Ogle,  I  rejoice  to  see  you :  I  should  have 
come  to  you  sooner,  but  I  was  detained  in  conversation 
by  Mr.  Doricourt. 

Mrt.  R.  Pray  make  no  apology ;  I  am  quite  hfippy 
that  we  have  your  ladyship  in  town  at  last.  What  stay 
do  you  make  ? 

Lady  F,  A  short  one  !  Sir  George  talks  with  regret 
of  the  scenes  we  have  left ;  and  as  the  ceremony  of  pre- 
sentation is  over,  will,  I  believe,  soon  return. 

Miss  0,  Sure  he  can't  be  so  cruel.  Does  your  ladyship 
wish  to  return  so  soon  1 

Lady  F,  I  have  not  the  habit  of  consulting  my  own 
wishes  ;  but  I  think,  if  they  decide,  we  shall  not  return 
immediately.  I  have  yet  hardly  fohned  an  idea  of  Lon- 
don. 

Mrs.  R,  I  shall  quarrel  with  your  lord  and  master.  If 
he  dares  to  think  of  depriving  us  of  you  so  soon.  How 
do  you  dispose  of  yourself  to-day  ? 

Lady  F,  Sir  George  is  going  with  me  this  morning 
to  the  mercer's,  to  choose  a  silk ;  and  then — 

Mrs,  R.  Choose  a  silk  for  you !  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Sir 
George  chooses  your  laces  too,  i  hope ;  your  gloves, 
and  your  pincushions ! 

Lady  h.  Madam  I 

JIfis.  A.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  blush,  my  dear  Lady 
Frances.  These  are  strange  homespun  ways !  If  you 
do  these  things,  pray  keep  them  secret.  Lord  bless 
QSl  If  the  town  should  know  your  husband  chooses 
your  gowns ! 
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Mi$9  0,  You  are  Tcry  youn^r,  my  Ifuly,  and  have 
baen  brought  up  in  soUtude.  The  maxims  you  learnt 
among  wood  nymphs,  in  Shropshire,  won't  pass  cur- 
rent  here,  1  assure  you. 

Mrs,  R,  Why,  my  dear  creature,  you  loolc  quita 
frightened.  Come,  you  shall  go  with  us  to  an  ezhibi- 
tion  and  an  auction.  Afterwards,  we'll  take  a  turn 
in  the  Park,  and  then  drive  to  Kensington  ;  so  we  shall 
be  at  home  by  four  to  dress ;  and  in  the  evening  1*11 
attend  you  to  Lady  Brilliant's  masquerade. 

Lady  F.  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  be  of  your  party, 
if  Sir  George  has  no  engagements. 

Mrs.  R,  What !  do  you  stand  so  low  in  your  own 
opinion,  that  you  dare  not  trust  yourself  without  Sir 
George  ?  If  you  choose  to  play  Darby  and  Joan,  my 
dear,  you  should  have  staid  in  the  country  ;  'tis  an  ex- 
hibition not  calculated  for  London,  I  assure  you. 

Miss  0.  What,  I  suppose,  my  lady,  you  and  Sir 
George  will  be  seen  pacing  it  comfortably  round  the 
canal,  arm  in  arm,  and  then  go  lovingly  into  the  same 
carriage  ;  dine  t§te-a-t§te,  spend  the  evening  at  piquet, 
and  so  go  soberly  to  bed  at  eleven  ! — Such  a  snug  plan 
may  do  for  an  attorney  and  his  wife ;  but,  for  Lady 
Frances  Touchwood,  'tis  as  unsuitable  as  linsey-wool* 
sey,  or  a  black  bonnet  at  the  opera ! 

Lady  F.  These  are  rather  new  doctrines  to  me  ! 

But,  my  dear  Mrs.  Rackett,  you  and  Miss  Ogle  inust 
judge  of  these  things  better  than   I  can.    As  you  ob 
serve,  I  am  but  young,   and  may  have  caught  absurd 
opinions.     Here  is  Sir  George  ! 

Enter  Sir  Georoe  Touchwood,  l. 

Sir  G.  'Sdeath,  another  room  full !  [Aside, 

Lady  F.  (l.  c.)  My  love !  Mrs.  Rackett  and  Miss  Ogle. 

Mrs,  R,  (r.  c,>  'Give  you  joy.  Sir  George.  We  came 
to  rob  you  of  Lady  Frances  for  a  few  hours. 

Sir  G,  A  few  hours  T 

Lady  F,  Oh,  yes,  I  am  going  to  an  exhibition,  and 
an  auction,  and  the  Park,  and  Kensington,  and  a  thou- 
sand places  ! — it  is  quite  ridiculous,  I  find,  for  mar- 
ried people  to  be  always  together.— We  shall  be  laugh- 
ed at ! 

Sir  G,  I  am  astonished !— Mrs,  Rackett,  what  does 
the  dear  cred.ture  mean  ? 

JtfrjT.  il.  Mean,  Sir  George!— What  she  says,  I 
imagine. 
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Mus  O.  (r.)  Why,  you  know,  sir,  as  Lady  Frances  had 
the  misfortune  to  be  bred  eiltirely  in  the  country,  she 
cannot  be  supposed  to  be  versed  in  fashionable  life. 

Sir  6.  No ;  heaven  forbid  she  should  1 — If  She  had, 
madam,  she  would  never  have  been  my  vfifk, 

Mrs,  R.  Are  you  serious  t 

Sir  G.  Perfectly  so.~I  should  never  have  bad  the 
courage  to  have  married  a  well-bred,  fine  lady. 

Miss  O.  Pray,  sir,  what  do  you  take  a  fine  lady  to 
be,  that  you  express  such  fear  of  her  1        [Sneerlngly, 

Sir  G,  A  being  easily  described,  madam,  as  she  is 
seen  everywhere  but  in  her  own  house.  She  sleeps  at 
home,  but  she  lives  all  over  the  town.  In  her  mind 
every  sentiment  gives  place  to  the  lust  of  conquest,  and 
the  vanity  of  being  particular.  The  feelings  of  wife 
and  mother  ere  lost  in  the  whirl  of  dissipation.  If  she 
continues  virtuous,  'tis  by  chance — and,  if  she  pre- 
serves her  husband  from  ruin,  *tis  by  her  dexterity  at 
the  card  table  ! — Such  a  woman  I  take  to  be  a  perfect 
fine  lady. 

Mrs.  R,  And  you  I  take  to  be  a  slanderous  cynic  of 
two-and-thirty. — Twenty  years  hence  one  might  have 
forgiven  such  a  libel ! — Now,  sir,  hear  my  definition  of 
a  fine  lady : — She  is  a  creature  for  whom  nature  has 
done  much,  and  education  more  ;  she  has  taste,  elegance, 
spirit,  understanding.  In  her  manner  she  is  free,  in 
her  morals  nice.  Her  behaviour  is  undistinguishably 
polite  to  her  husband  and  all  mankind ;  her  sentiments 
are  for  their  hours  of  retirement.  In  a  word,  a  fine 
lady  is  the  life  of  conversation,  the  spirit  of  society, 
the  joy  of  the  public !  Pleasure  follows  wherever  she 
appears,  and  the  kindest  wishes  attend  her  slumbers.— 
Make  haste,  then,  my  dear  Lady  Frances,  commence 
fine  lady,  and  force  your  husband  to  acknowledge  the 
justness  of  my  picture. 

Ladff  F,  I  am  sure  *tis  a  delightful  one.  How  can 
yon  [Looks  at  him.']  dislike  it,  Sir  George?  You 
painted  fashionable  life  in  colours  so  disgusting,  that  I 
thought  I  hated  it,  but  on  a  nearer  view  it  seems  charm- 
ing. I  have  hitherto  lived  in  obscurity?;  *tis  time  that 
I  should  be  a  woman  of  the  world.  I  long  to  begin; 
my  heart  pants  with  expectation  and  delight ! 

Mrs.  R,  Come,  then,  let  us  begin  directly.  I  am 
impatient  to  introduce  you  to  that  society  which  you 
were  bom  to  ornament  and  charm. 

Litdy  F.  Adieu,  my  love  i — ^We  shall  meet  again  at 
dinner.  c  ^GoVvif^ 
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Sir  G.  Sure,  rm  in  a  dream,  ^anny 

Ladp  F.  [Het;T»mint/,'\  Sir  George  I 

Sir  G.  Will  ^you  go  without  me  ? 

[CraueB  toe 

Mn.  H,  Will  you  go  without  me  ?-  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
what  a  pathetic  address  I  Why,  sure  yon  wouH  not 
always  be  seen  side  by  side,  like  two  beans  npon  a 
stalk.  Are  yon  afraid  to  trust  Lady  Frances  with  me, 
sir? 

Sir  G.  Heaven  and  earth !  with  whom  can  a  man 
trust  his  wife  in  the  present  state  of  society  ?  Fonmnrly 
there  were  distinctions  of  character  amongst  ye ;  every 
class  of  females  had  its  particular  description  !  grand- 
mothers were  pious,  aunts  discreet,  old  maids  censo* 
rious !  but  now,  aunts,  grandmothers,  girls,  and  maiden 
gentlewomen,  are  all  the  same  creature ;  a  wrinkle  more 
or  less  is  the  sole  difference  between  ye. 

Mrs.  R.  That  maiden  gentlewomen  have  lost  th^ 
censoriousness,  is  surely  not  in  your  catalogue  of 
grievances. 

Sir  G.  Indeed  it  is — ^and  ranked  among  the  most  se- 
rious grievances.  Things  went  well,  madam,  when  the 
tongues  of  three  or  four  old  virgins  kept  all  the  wives 
and  daughters  of  a  parish  in  awe.  They  were  the  dra- 
gons that  guarded  the  Hesperian  fi'uit ;  and  1  wonder 
they  have  not  been  obliged  by  Act  of  Parliament  to 
resume  their  function. 

Afrs.  R.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  and  pensioned,  I  suppose,  for 
•  making  strict  inquiries  into  the  lives  and  conversations 
of  their  neighbours. 

Sir.G,  With  all  my  heart,  and  empowered  to  oblige 
every  woman  to  conform  her  condnct  to  her  real  situa- 
tion. You,  for  instance,  are  a  widow  ;  your  air  should 
be  sedate,  your  dress  grave,  your  deportment  matronly, 
and  in  all  things  an  example  to  the  young  women  grow- 
ing up  about  you  !  Instead  of  which,  you  are  drest  for 
conquest,  think  of  nothing  but  ensnaring  hearts ;  are  a 
coquette,  a  wit,  and  a  fine  lady. 

Mrt.  R.  Bear  witness  to  what  he  says  !  A  roquette. 
a  wit,  and  a  One  lady !  Who  would  have  expected  an 
eulogy  from  such  an  ill-naturM  mortal  ?  Valour  to  a 
soldier,  wisdom  to  a  judge,  or  glory  to  a  prince,  is  not 
more  than  such  a  character  to  a  woman. 

MiMM  O.  Sir  George,  I  see,  languishes  for  the  charm- 
ing society  of  a  century  and  a  half  ago ;  when  a  gravQ 
squire,  and  a  still  graver  dame,  surrounded  by  a  spber 


(kmily,  formed  a  «llff  groDp,  in  a  moDldy  old  houn.  Id 
the  eomtr  of  ■  park. 

Mr*,  ft.  Delightful  sereDity !  UnrtislnrbBd  by  any 
mtM  bul  the  cawing  of  rooks,  and  (ho  t{uarterly  rumb- 
ling of  nn  ol<l  rRmily  coach  on  a  BUle  visit ;  vith  thii 
happy  InlerventloD  of  ■  friendly  nLli  from  Ihe  parish 
apothecary,  orthu  curate's  wife. 

faVr  G.  And  what  is  Ihe  society  of  which  you  bouti 
a  nHre  chaos,  in  which  nil  dtsliiictlon  of  rank  is  lost  is 
■  ridiculous  affeclHtinn  of  esse.  In  Ihe  same  select 
parly,  you  will  ofleD  And  the  wife  of  a  bishop  and  a 
aharper,  of  an  Mrl  and  a  fidlvr.  In  short,  'tU  one  ant- 
Tcrsai  ma9i;uenide,  all  disguised  in  the  same  habit* 
■Dd  manners. 

£nlrr  Gibson,  r. 


Enter  Fluttbb,  ■. 

flitt.  Oh.  just  which  you   please.  Sir  George  ;  Mt 

you  dua't  make  me  a  lord  mayor.     At,  Mrs.  Rackett ! 

bang  me  Ifthal'i  not  provoking;  had  yonr  gown  bemi 
of  another  colour,    I  should  hate   said  the  prelliest 
thing  yon  ever  beard  In  yonr  life. 
Jflti  0.  Pray  glye  it  as. 

FM.  I  was  yesterday  at  Mrs.  Bloomer'i.  She  woa 
dressed  all  in  gretn  ;  no  other  colour  to  be  seen  but 
t^t  of  her  ttix  and  bosom.  "  So,"  aays  I,  *'  My  dear 
Hra.  Bloomer,  yon  look  like  a  carDMionJiut  bnntiiig 
flron  it*  pod."  Wasn't  that  pretty? 
Ar  Q.  And  what  said  her  husband  T 
Flmt.  Her  husband .'  why,  her  hngband  laughed,  and 
^d,  B  cucnmber  would  have  been  a  better  simile. 

Sir  G.  But  there  are  hnebands,  sir,  who  wanid  ra> 
Aer  hare  corrected  than  amended  four  comparison ;  I, 
for  bwtance,  should  consider  a  man's  compliMentlng 
ny  Wife  ■■  an  impertinence. 

FhU.  Why,  what  harm  can  there  be  in  compliments  I 

Bare  tbej  are  not  infbetioDB  ;  and  If  they  were,  yon. 

Sir  Ooorfe,  of  all  people  breathing,  have  reason  to  b« 

Mlliied  ■boat  yonr  lady'i  atiaduMM;  nerf  \to4ii 

O  9 
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Ulks  of  it :  that  little  bird  there,  that  she  killed  oat 
of  jealousy,  the  most  extraordinary  instance  of  affec- 
tion that  ev'er  wias  giveri. 

Lady  F.  I  kill  a  bird  through  jealousy  ;  heavens  I 
Mr.  Flutter,  how  can  you  impute  such  a  craMty  to 
met 

Sir  G,  I  could  have  forgiven  you,  if  you  had. 

Flut,  Oh,  what  a  blundering  fool !  No,  no— now  I 
remember— *twas  your  bird.  Lady  Frances— that*8  it, 
your  bullfinch,  which  Sir  George,  in  one  of  the  refine- 
ments of  his  passion,  sent  into  the  wide  world  to  seek 
its  fortune.    He  took  it  .for  a  knight  in  disguise. 

Lady  F.  Is  it  possible?  Oh,  Sir  George,  could  I 
have  imagin*d  it  was  you  who  deprived  me  of 'a  crea- 
ture I  was  so  fond  of.        [Ladies  retire  back  to  a  sofa. 

Sir  G,  Mr.  Flutter,  you  are  one  of  those  busy,  idle, 
meddling  people,  who,  from  mere  vacuity  of  mind,  are 
the  most  dangerous  inmates  in  S  family.  Yon  have  nei- 
ther feelings  nor  opinions  of  your  own  ;  but,  like  a 
glass  in  a  tavern,  bear  about  those  of  every  blockhead 
who  gives  you  his ;  and,  because  you  mean  no  liarm, 
think  yourselves  excused,  though  broken  frinndships, 
discords,  and  murders,  are  the  consequences  of  > your 
indiscretions.  [Goes  back  on  l. 

Flut,  [Taking  out  his  tablets.]  Vacuity  of  mind! 
What  was  next?  IMl  write  down  this  sermon  ;  *tis  the 
first  I  have  heard  since  my  grandmother's  funeral. 

Miss  0.  [Ladies  advance  on  R.']  Come,  Lady  Frances, 
you  see  what  a  cruel  creature  your  loving  husband  can 
be  :  so  let  us  leave  him. 

Sir  G,  (l.  c.)  Madam,  Lady  Frances  shall  not  go 

Lady  F.  Shall  not.  Sir  George  ?  This  is  the  first 
time  such  an  expression [  Weeping, 

Sir  G.  My  love  I  my  life ! 

Lady  F,  Don*t  imagine  I'll  be  treated  like  a  child  * 
—denied  what  I  wish,  and  then  pacified  with  sweet 
words.  • 

Misi  0.  [Apart.]  The  bullfinch !  That's  an  excel- 
lent subject ;  never  let  it  down. 

Lady  F.  I  see  plainly  you  would  deprive  me  of 
every,  pleasure,  as  well  as  of  my  sweet  bird— out  of 
pure  love !  Barbarous  man  ! 

SirG,  (l.)  'Tis  well,  madam;  your  resentment  of  that 
circumstance  proves  to  me,  what  I  did  not  before  sus- 
pect, that  you  are  deficient  both  in  tenderness  and  un« 
derstanding.    Tremble  to  think  the  hour  approaches, 
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ID  which  you  would  give  worlds  for  such  a  proof  of  my 
love.  Go,  madam,  give  yourself  to  the  public ;  aban- 
don your  heart  to  dissipation,  and  see  if,  in  the  scenes 
of  gaiety  and  folly  that  await  you,  you  can  find  a  re- 
compence  for  the  lost  affection  of  a  doating  husband. 

Flnt.  Lord,  what  a  fine  thing  it  is  to  have  the  gift  of 
speech  I  I  suppose  Sir  George  practises  at  Coachmak- 
ers*-hall,  or  the  Black-horse,  in  Bond-street. 

Lady  F,  He  is  really  angry ;  I  cannot  go. 

Mrs,  R,  Not  go  I  foolish  creature  I  you  are  arrived 
at  the  moment  which,  sometime  or  other,  was  sure  to 
happen,  and  every  thing  depends  on  the  use  you  make 
of  it. 

MU$  Q,  Gome,  Lady  Frances,  don*t  hesitate ;  the 
minutes  are  precious. 

Liidy  F.  I  could  find  in  my  heart ! — and  yet  I  won't 
give  up  neither .^^If  I  should  in  this  instance ,  he*U  ex- 
pe<?t  it  for  ever.  {^Exit,  wWi  Mrs.  Rackett,  r. 

Mis9  0.  Now  you  act  like  a  woman  of  spirit. 

(ExU,  r 

Flui.  A  fair  tug,  by  Jupiter — ^between  duty  and 
pleasure  !  Pleasure  beats,  and  off  we  go.         lExit,  r. 

SCENE  ll,-^An  Auction  Room :  Busts,  Pictures,  Sfc, 

SiLVBRTOiTGUB  discovered,  with  Company,  Puffers,  8(e, 

Enter  Ladt  Frances  Touchwood,  Mrs.  Rackett, 

and  Miss  Ogle.,  l. 

SU,  Yes,  sir,  this  is  to  be  the  first  lot  :-^the  mod^ 
of  a  city,  in  wax. 

2  Qent,  The  model  of  a  city  !  What  city  ? 

8U.  That  I  have  not  been  able  to  discover ;  but  call 
it  Rome,  Pekin,  or  London,  'tis  still  a  city ;  you'll 
find  it  in  the  same  virtues,  and  the  same  vices,  what- 
ever the  name. 

Lady  F.  1  wish  Sir  George  was  here. — ^This  man 
follows  me  about  and  stares  at  me  in  such  a  way,  that 
I  am  quite  uneasy. 

[Ladt  Frances  and  Miss  Ogle  come  forward, 
followed  by  Cowrtall, 

Miss  O.  He  has  travelled,  and  is  heir  to  an  immense 
estate ;  so  he  is  impertinent  by  i>atent. 

Court.  You  are  very  cruel,  ladies.  Miss  Ogle — you 
will  not  let  me  speak  to  you.  As  to  this  little  scornful 
bf aifty,  she  has  frowned  me  dead  fifty  times 

C  3 
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Ladjf  F>  Sir — I  am  a  married  woman.        \_Coii{fwted, 

Cowrt,  A  married  woman !  a  good  hint. — [i4«ide.]— 
'Twould  be  a  shame  if  such  a  charming  woman  was  not 
married.  But  I  see  you  are  a  Daphne  just  come  from 
your  sheep  and  your  meadows,  your  crook  and  your 
waterfalls.  Pray  now  who  is  the  happy  Damon,  to 
whom  you  have  Towed  eternal  truth  and  constancy  ?> 

MUs  0,  'Tis  Lady  Frances  Touchwood,  Mr.  Court- 
all,  to  whom  you  are  speaking. 

Court.  Lady  Frances !  By  heaven,  that's  Saville*s 
old  flame,  [jiiide.']  I  b<*g  your  ladyship's  pardon.  I 
ought  to  have  believed,  that  such  beauty  could  belong 
only  to  your  name — a  name  I  have  long  been  enamour'd 
of,  because  I  knew  it  to  be  that  of  the  finest  woman  in 
the  world.  [Mrs.  Rackett  comes  fonvard^  l. 

Lady  F,  [Apart.']  My  dear  Mrs.  Rackett^  I  am  so 
frightened !  HertTs  a  man  making  love  to  me,  though 
he  knows  I  am  married. 

Mrs.  R,  Oh,  the  sooner  for  that,  my  dear ;  don't 
mind  him. — Was  you  at  the  Gasslno  last  nigbf,  Mr. 
Courtall? 

Court.  1  looked  in. — *Twas  impossible  to  stay.  No- 
body there  but  antiques.  You'll  be  at  Lady  Brilliant's 
to-night,  doubtless  ? 

Afrs.  R.  Yes,  I  go  with  Lady  Frances. 

Lady  F.  Bless  me !  I  did  not  know  this  gentleman 
was  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Rackett. — I  behaved  so  rude 
to  him.  [To  Miss  Ogle. 

Mrs.  H,  Come,  ma'am ;  [Looking  at  her  Watch']  'tis 
past  one.  I  protest,  if  we  don't  fly  to  KensingtonjS'^e 
shan't  find  a  soul  there. 

Ladj/  F.  Won't  this  gentleman  go  with  us? 

Court,  [Looking  surprised.]  To  be  sure,  you  make 
me  happy,  madam,  beyond  description. 

Mrs.  R.  Oh  never  mind  him — he'll  follow. 
[Exeunt  Lady  Frances,  Mrs.  Rackett,  and  Miss 

Ogle,  u. 

Court.  Lady  Touchwood,  with  a  vengeance !  But 
'tis  always  so ;  your  reserved  ladies  are  like  ice, 
'egad ! — ^no  sooner  begin  to  soften  than  they  melt ! 

[  Following^  r  . 

BND    OP    ACT    II. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.— 3fr.  Harpy's. 

Enter  Lbtitia,  r.  and  Mrs.  Rackett,  l 

Mrs,  R,  Come,  prepare,  prepare,  your  lover  is 
coming. 

Let.  My  lover !  confess  now  that  my  absence  at  din- 
ner was  a  severe  mortification  to  him. 

Mrs,  R,  I  can't  absolutely  swear  it  spoiled  his  appe* 
tite ;  he  ate  as  if  he  was  hungry,  and  drank  his  wine  as 
though  he  liked  it. 

Let,  What  was  the  apology  ? 

Mrs,  R,  That  you  were  ill ; — but  I  gave  him  a  hint 
that  your  extreme  bashfulness  could  not  support  his 
eye. 

Let,  If  I  comprehend  him,  awkwardness  and  bash- 
fulness  are  the  last  faults  he  can  pardon  in  a  woman'; 
so  expect  to  see  me  transformed  into  the  veriest 
maukin. 

Mrs,  R,  You  persevere  then  ? 

Let,  Certainly.  I  know  the  design  is  a  rash  one,  and 
the  event  important ; — il  either  makes  Doricourt  mine  by 
all  the  tenderest  ties  of  passion,  or  deprives  nie  of  him 
for  ever  ;  ancj  never  to  be  his  wife  will  afflict  me  less 
than  to  be  his  wife,  and  not  be  beloved. 

Mrs,  R,  So  you  won*t  trust  to  the  good  old  maxim-^- 
Marry  first,  and  love  will  follow  1 

lat.  As  readily  as  I  would  venture  my  last  guinea, 
that  good  fortune  might  follow.  The  woman  thai  has 
not  touched  the  heart  of  a  man,  before  he  leads  her  to 
the  altar,  has  scarcely  a  chance  to  charm  it,  when  pos- 
session and  security  turn  their  powerful  arms  against 
her — -but  here  he  comes— I'll  disappear  for  a  moment. 
Don't  spare  ipe.  [£7tt,  R. 

Enter  Doricourt,  i.,not  seeing  Mrs.  Rackett. 

Doric,  So !    [Looking  at  a  picture,']  This  is  my 

mistress,  I  presume.     Ma  foi !  the  painter  has  hit  her 

off.     The  downcast  eye — ^the  blushing  cheek— timid — 

apprehensive — bashful*— A    tear    and    a    prayer-book 

*  would  have  made  her  La  Bella  Magdalena — 
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Qif  me  a  woman,  in  whose  tonching  mein 

A  ndnd,  a  soul,  a  polished  art  is  seen ; 

Whose  motion  spealcs,  whose  poignant  air  can  moye ; 

Such  are  the  darts,  to  wound  with  endless  love. 

Mn.  R,  \8  that  an  impromptu  ? 

{^Touching  him  on  the  shoulder  with  her  Fan, 

Doric.  [Starting,]  Madam !  Finely  caught !  [Ande.] 
Not  absolutely — ^it  struck  me  during  the  desert,  as  a 
motto  for  your  picture. 

Mrf,  R.  Gallantly  turned !  I  perceive,  however. 
Miss  Hardy *s  charms  have  made  no  violent  impression 
on  you.  And  who  can  wonder  ?  the  poor  girVs  defects 
are  so  obvious. 

Doric,  Defects! 

Mrs.  R,  Merely  those  of  education.  Her  father*8 
indulgence  ruined  her.  Mauvaise  honte— conceit  and 
ignorance  all  unite  in  the  lady  you  are  to  marry. 

Doric,  Marry  !  I  marry  such  a  woman  I  Your  pic 
ture,  I  hope,  is  overcharged.  I  marry  mauvaise  honte, 
pertness,  and  iguoranee ! 

Mrs.  R,  Thank  your  stars,  that  ugliness  and  ill  tem- 
per are  not  added  to  the  list.  You  must  think  her  hand- 
some. 

Doric.  Half  her  personal  beauty  would  content  me ; 
but  could  the  Medicean  Venus  be  animated  for  me,  and 
endowed  with  a  vulgar  soul,  I  should  become  the  statue, 
and  my  heart  transformed  to  marble. 

Mrs,  R.  Bless  us  I  We  are  in  a  hopeful  way,  then ! 

Doric,  There  must  be  some  envy  in  this.  I  see  she 
is  a  coqnelte'^l Aside,"]  Ha,  ha,  ha !  and  you  imagine  I 
am  persuaded  of  the  truth  of  your  character  !  ha,  ha, 
hal  Mis9  Hardy,  I  have  been  assured,  madam,  is  ele- 
gant and  accomplished — but  one  must  allow  for  a  lady's 
painting. 

Mrs.  R,  1*11  be  even  with  him  for  it^  [Aside,]  Ha, 
ha»  ha  1  and  so  you  have  found  roe  out  ?  Well,  I  pvo- 
test,  I  meant  no  harm ;  'twas  only  to  increase  the  eclat 
of  her  appearance,  that  I  threw  a  veil  over  her  charuM. 
Here  comes  the  lady :  her  elegance  and  accomplish- 
ments will  announce  themselves. 

Enter  Lbtitia,  ?*icjmtn^,  r. 

Let*  La,  cousin,  do  you  know  that  our  John — Oh 
d^ar  heart  I  I  didn't  see  you,  sir. 
[Hanging  donm  her  head^/ind  standing  behind  Mrs.  R.] 
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Mrs,  R.  Pie,  Letitia—  Mr.-  Doricourt  thinks  you  a 
woman  of  elegant  manners.  Stand  forward  and  confirm 
his  opinion. 

Let.  No,  no ;  keep  before  me.  He*s  my  sweetheart, 
antf^tis  impudent  to  look  one*s  sweetheart  in  the  face, 
you  kfiow. 

Mrs,  R,  You*U  allow  in  future  for  a  lady's  painting, 
sir — Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Doric,  I  am  astonished  ! 

Let,  Well,  hang  it,  I'll  take  heart.  Why,  he  is  but 
a  man,  you  know,cousiD — and  rtl  let  him  see,  I  wasn't 
born  in  a  wood'to  be  scared  by  an  owl.  [Half  apart  ; 
advances,  and  looks  at  him  between  her  fingers,]  II e« 
he,  he !  [Goes  up  to  him.  and  makes  a  formal  courtsey  ; 
he  6ow».]  You  have  been  a  great  traveller,  sir,  I  bear. 
1  wish  you'd  tell  us  about  the  fine  sights  you  saw  when 
you .  went  over  sea— I  have  read  in  a  book,  that  then^ 
are  some  other  countries,  where  the  men  and  women  are 
all  horses.    Did  you  see  any  of  them  ? 

Mrs,  R,  Mr.  Doricourt  is  not  prepared,  my  dear,  for 
these  inquiries — he  is  reflecting  on  the  importance  of  the 
question,  and  will  answer  you — when  he  can. 

Let.  When  he  can  I  Why,  he's  as  slow  in  speech  as 
aunt  Margery  when  she's  reading  Thomas  Aquiiias-T-and 
stands  gaping  like  inumchance. 

Mrs,  R,  Have  a  little  discretion. 

Let,  Hold  your  tongue  !  Sure  I  may  say  what  I  please 
before  I  am  married,  if  I  can't  afterwards — D'ye  think 
a  body  does  not  know  how  to  talk  to  a  sweetheart?  He 
is  not  the  first  I  have  had. 

Doric,  Indeed  I 

Let,  Oh,  lud,  he  speaks !  Why  if  you  must  know, 
there  was  the  curate  at  honle — When  papa  was  a  hunt- 
ing, he  used  to  come  suitoring,  and  make  speeches  .to 
me  out  of  books — ^Nobody  knows  what  a  mort  of  .fine 
things  he  used  to  say  to  me — and  call  me  Venis,,  anil 
Jubah,  and  Dinah. 

Doric.  And  pray,  fali^lady,  how  did  you  answer  him  I 

Let,  Why,  I  used  to  say,  **  Look  you,  Mr.  Curate, 
don't  think  to  come  over  me  with  your  flim-flams,  for  a 
better  man  than  ever  trod  in  your  shoes  is  coming  over- 
sea to  marry  me."  But,  'ifags,  I  begin  to  think  I  was 
out.  Pa.rson  Dobbins  was  the  sprightfuller  man  of  the 
two. 

Doric.  Surely  this  cannot  be  Miss  Hardy  ? 
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LH,  Laws,  why  don*t  you  know  me  ?  You  saw  me 
to-day — but  I  was  daunted  before  my  father,  and  the 
lawyer,  and  all  them  ;  and  did  not  care  to  speak  out— 
BO,  may  be,  you  thought  I  couldn't — but  I  can  talk  as 
fast  as  afly  body,  when  I  know  folks  a  little— And  now 
I  have  shown  my  parts,  I  hope  you'll  like  me  better. 

Enter  Hardy,  r. 

Har.  I  foresee  this  wont  do— Mr.  Doricourt,  may  be 
you  take  my  daughter  to  be  a  fool,  but  you  are  mistaken 
^she's  as  sensible  a  girl  as  any  in  England^ 

Doric,  I  am  convinced  she  has  a  very  uncommon  un- 
derstanding, sir.  I  did  not  think  he  had  been  such  an 
ass !  [Atide. 

Let.  My  father  will  undo  the  whole.  [Ande,']  Laws, 
papa,  how  can  you  think  he  can  take  me  for  a  fool ; 
when  every  body  knows,  I  beat  the  pothecary  at  conun- 
drums, last  Christmas-time?  And  didn't  I  make  a  string 
of  names,  all  in  riddles,  for  the  Lady's  Diary  ? — ^There 
was  a  little  river  and  a  great  house — ^that  was  Newcas- 
tle. There  was  what  a  lamb  sayfi,  and  three  letters, 
that  was  ba,  and  k-e-r,  ker,  baker.    There  was — 

Har,  Don't  stand  ba-a-ing  there — you'll  make  me 
mad  in  a  moment — I  tell  you,  sir,  that  for  all  that,  she's 
dev'lish  seiisible. 

Doric,  Sir,  I  give  all  possible  credit  to  your  asser- 
tions. 

Let,  Laws,  papa,  do  come  along.  If  you  stand 
watching,  Iidw  can  my  sweetheart  break  his  mind,  and 
tell  me  how  he  admires  me? 

Doric,  That  would  be  diflScult,  indeed,  madam. 

Har,  I  tell  you,  Letty,  I'll  have  no  more  of  thuu 
I  see  well  enough— 

Let,  Laws,  don't  snub  me  before  my  husband— that  is 
to  be.  Vou'U  teach  him  to  snub  me  too — and«  I  believe, 
by  his  looks,  he'd  like  to  begin  now.  So  let  us  go — 
cousin,  you  may  tell  the  gentleman  what  a  genus  I  have 
-—how  I  can  cut  watch  papers,  and  work  catgut — make 

Suadrille  baskets  with  pins,  and  take  profiles  in  shade. 
Exeunt  Har.  and  Let.  r.]  (Letitia  returning)  And 
can  sing,  too :  you  shall  hear.     (Singe.) 

Where  are  you  going,  my  pretty  maid 
Where  are  you  going,  my  pretty  maid  f 
I'm  going  a  milking,  sir,  she  said ; , 
I'm  going  a  milking,  sir,  she  said. 
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Shall  I  go  with  you,  my  pretty  maid  T 

Heartly  wskorue,  sir,  »he  BBid. 

What  is  your  fslher.  my  prelly  maid  I 

My  father's  a  farmer,  air,  slie  sniil. 

Will  you  marry  me,  my  pr«lty  muld  ? 

Yen,  iryoD  please,  sir,  s)ie  suid. 

WliKl  is  your  forlune,  my  pretty  maid  T 

My  race  is  my  Torlune,  sir.  she  said. 

Then  I'll  not  havi)  you,  my  prelL  y  maid. 

Nobody  ftsedjou,  air,  shcsnid. 

[Sings  nKit  capers  tiff  the  Stage,  n. 
Urt.  B.  Whal  think  you  of  my  palming,  now? 
Doric.  Oh,  mere  water  colours,  madflm.    The  lady 
s  carlculared  your  pictnre. 

Jlfr>.  R.  And  bow  does  she  strike  you  on  tile  whole? 
Dot-ir.  Like  a  good  deaigu,  spoileil  by  the  iiicapaci- 
of  the  artist.  Her  faults  are  evideolly  the  result  of 
r  Talher'a  weak  Indulgence.  I  ol>3erTed  an  expreS' 
in  In  her  eye,  that  seemed  to  snlirize  the  folly  of  her 

JWr».  R.  Bui  M  her  age,  when  education  is  flspd,  and 

Doric.  Would  be  absurd.  Besides,  I  enn't'  luru 
-MKilmailer — Doriconrt's  wife  maitt  be  incapabla  of 
lirotement — bat  it  mnn  be,  beeauM  ^e's  got  beyond 

Mri.  B.  1  am  pleased  your  misfortune  aits  no  hea- 

Doric.  Your  pardon,  madam—so  mercurial  was  the 
«r  id  which  I  was  born,  that  misfortones  aliaaya  go 
inp  to  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  tike  a  pebble  In 
iter,  and  leave  the  snrface  unruffled~l  shall  certainly 
:  oW  for  Bath,  or  the  other  world,  to-night — but  whe- 
tr  I  ihall  use  a  chaise  with  four  awlft  coursers,  or  f  o 
hi  a  tangent — from  the  aperture  of  a  pistol,  deservei 
MideratioD— so  1  make  my  adieus.  [Gotiijf.] 
Mrs.  B.  Oh,  bat  I  entreat  you,  postpone  your  joor- 
y  till  to-morrow—determine  on  which  you  will — yon 
lit  be  this  nighl  at  the  masquerade. 
Doric,  Masquerade  } 

IHri.  R.  Why  not  I  If  you  resolve  to  visit  the  other 
•rid,  yoa  may  as  well  lake  one  night's  pleasure  fint 
this,  you  know. 

Doric.  Faith,  that's  very  true  ;   ladles  are  the  b«tt 

Uotopher*  after  all.    Kxpect  m«  at  the  maaqu«iad«. 

(£jrit,i.. 
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Mrs.  R,  He*8  a  charming  fellow — I  think  Letitia 
8han*t  have  him.  [Going, 

Enter  Hardy,  r. 

Har,  What's  he  gone? 

Mrs,  R,  Yes  ;  and  I  am  glad  he  is — You  would  have 
ruined  us  !  Now  I  beg,  Mr.  Hardy,  you  won't  inter- 
fere in  this  business  ;  it  is  a  little  out  of  your  way. 

[Exit^  L. 

Har.  Hang  me,  if  I  don't,  though— I  foresee  very 
clearly  what  will  be  the  end  of  it,  if  I  leave  you  to  your- 
selves ;  so  1*11  e*en  follow  him  to  the  masquerade,  and 
tell  him  all  about  it.  Let  me  see — what  shall  my  dresd 
be — A  great  mogul  ?  No— A  grenadier  ?  No,  no^that, 
I  foresee,  would  malce  a  laugh.  Hang  me,  if  I  don*t 
send  to  my  favourite  little  Quick,  and  borrow  his  Jew 
Isaac's  dress — I  know  the  dog  likes  a  glass  of  good  wine, 
so  1*11  give  him  a  bottle  of  my  forty  eight,  and  he  shall 
teach  me.  Ay,  that's  it— I'll  be  cunning  little  Isaac-^ 
If  they  complain  of  my  want  of  wit,  I II  tell  them,  the 
cursed  Duenna  wears  the  breeches,  and  has  spoiled  my 
parts.  lExit,  L. 

SCENE  Ih—Courtairs, 

Enter  Courtall,  Saville,  andthree  Gentlemen, Jrom 
an  Apartment  in  the  back  Scene ,  m.d.  The  last  three 
tipsy. 

Court,  You  shan't  go  yet — Another  catch  and  another 
bottle. 

1  Gent,  May  I  be  a  bottle,  and  an  empty  bottle, 
if  you  catch  me  at  that!    Why,   I  am  going  to  the 

masquerade ;    Jack ,  you  know  who  I  mean, 

is  to  meet  me,  and  we  are  to  have  a  leap  at  the  new 
lustres. 

2  Gent.  And  I  am  going  to — a  pilgrim— Am  not  I  in  a 
pretty  pickle  for  a  pilgrim?  And  Tony,  here — he 
IS  going  in  the  disguise — in  the  disguise — of  a  gentle- 
man ! 

1  Gent,  We  are  all  very  disguised— -so  bid  them 
draw  up.    Dy'e  hear  ! 

[Exeunt  the  three  Gentlemen,  r. 

Sav,  Thy  skull,  Gourtall,  is  a  lady's  thimble :  no,  an 
egg-shell. 

Court,  Nay,  then  you  are  gone  too :  you  never  aspire 
l^>  jimlles,  but  in  your  cups. 
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Sav,  No,  no  ;  I  am  steady  enough— but  the  fumes  of 
the  wine  pass  directly  through  thy  egg-shell,  and  leave 
thy  brain  as  cool  as— Hey  ?  I  am  quite  sober  ;  my  si- 
miles fail  me. 

Cburt,  Then  we'll  sit  down  here,  and  have  one  sober 
bottle. 

Enter  Dick,  l. 

Bring  a  bottle  and  glasses.  [^Exit  Dick,  r. 

Sav,  I'll  not  swallow  another  drop  ;  no,^though  the 
juice  should  be  the  true  Falernian. 

Court,  By  the  bright  eyes  of  her  you  love,  you  shall 
drink  her  health. 

Re-enter  Dick,  l.  with  Bottle  and  Glasses, 

Sav,  Ah  !  [Sitting  down."]  Her  I  loved  is  gone— 
[Si^Azn^.]— She's  married  !.  [Exit  Dick,  r. 

Court.  Then  bless  your  stars  you  are  not  her  hus- 
band !  I  would  be  no  husband  to  no  woman  in  Europe, 
who  was  not  dev'Ush  rich,  and  dev'lish  ugly. 

Sav,  Wherefore  ugly  ? 

Court.  Because  she  could  not  have  the  conscience 
to  exact  those  attentions  that  a  pretty  wife  expects  ;  or 
if  she  should,  her  resentments  would  be  perfectly  easy 
to  me,  nobody  would  undertake  to  revenge  her  cause. 

Sav,  Thou  art  a  most  licentious  fellow. 

Court,  I  should  hate  my  own  wife,  that's  certain ; 
but  I  have  a  warm  heart  for  those  of  other  people ;  and 
so  here's  to  the  prettiest  wife  in  England — Lady  Frances 
Touchwood. 

Sav,  Lady  Frances  Touchwood  !  I  rise  to  drink  her. 
[Drinks  ]  How  the  devil  came  Lady  Frances  in  your 
head  ?  I  never  knew  you  give  a  woman  of  chastity  be-^ 
fore. 

Court,  That's  odd,  for  you  have  heard  me  give  half 
the  women  of  fashion  in  England.  But,  pray  now,  what 
do  you  take  a  woman  of  chastity  to  be  ? 

[Sneeringli/, 

Sav,  Such  a  woman  as  Lady  Frances  Touchwood, 
sir. 

Court,  Oh,  you  are  grave,  sir  ;  1  remember  you  was 
aD  adorer  of  hers.    Why  didn't  you  marry  her  ? 

Sav,  I  had  not  the  arrogance  to  look  so  high.  Had 
ny  fortune  been  worthy  of  her,  she  should  not 'have 
Deen  ignorant  of  my  admiration. 

Court.  Precious  fellow  !  What,  I  suppose  you'would 
not  dare  tell  her  now  that  you  admire  her  ? 
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Sav,  No,  nor  you. 

Court.  By  the  Lord,  I  have  told  her  so. 

Saw  Have?  Impossible! 

Court,  Ha,  ha.  ha ! — Is  it  so  ? 

Sav.  How  did  she  receive  the  declaration  ? 

Court.  Wliy  in  the  old  waj^ ;  blushed  and  frowned, 
and  said  she  was  married. 

Sav,  What  amazing  things  thou  art  capable  of!  I 
could  more  easily  have  taken  the  Pope  by  the  beard, 
than  profaned  her  ears  with  such  a  declaration. 

Court,  I  shall  meet  her  at  Lady  Brilliant's  to-night, 
where  I  shall  repeat  it;  and  I'd  lay  my  life,  under  a 
mask,  she'll  hear  it  all  without  a  blush  or  frown. 

Sav,  [Ri8iug,'\  'Tis  false,  sir !  She  won't. 

Court,  She  will !  [Rising,']  Nay,  I'll  venture  to  lay 
a  round  sum  that  I  prevail  on  her  to  go  out  with  mfe— 
only  to  taste  the  fresh  air,  I  mean. 

Sav,  Preposterous  vanity !  from  this  moment  I  sus- 
pect that  half  the  victories  you  have  boasted  are  as 
false  and  slanderous  as  your  pretended  influence  with 
Lady  Frances. 

^Court,  Pretended !  How  should  such  a  fellow  as 
you  now,  who  never  soared  beyond  a  cherry-cheeked 
daughter  of  a  ploughman  in  Norfolk,  judge  of  the 
influence  of  a  man  of  my  figure  and  habits  ?  I  could  show 
thee  a  list,  in  which  there  are  names  to  shake  thy  faith 
in  the  whole  sex  ;  and,  to  that  list  I  have  no  doubt  of 
adding  the  ntime  of  Lady  -, 

Sav.  Hold,  sir !  My  ears  cannot  bear  the  profana- 
tion ; — you  cannot — dare  not  approach  her  !  For  your 
soul  you  dare  not  mention  love  to  her  !  Her  look 
would  freeze  the  world,  whilst  it  hovered  on  thy  licen- 
tious lips. 

Court,  Whu !  whu  !  Well,  we  shall  see — this  even- 
ing, by  Jupiter,  the  trial  shall  be  made.  If  I  fail— I 
fail. 

Sav,  t  think  thou  dar'st  not  1  But  my  life,  my  honour 
on  her  purity.^  (Exit,  r. 

CoiiJ't.  Hot-headed  fool !  But.  since  he  has  brought 
it  to  this  pofht,  by  gad  I'll  try  what  can  be  done  with 
her  Ladyship  [Musing'] — She's  frost-work,  and  the 
prejudit:es  of  education  yet  strong :  ergo,  passionate 
professions  will  only  inflarae  her  pride,  and  put  her  on 
ner  ^uard.    For  other  arts  then  !  iRings. 
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Enter  Dick,  l. 

Dick,  do  you  know  any  of  the  servants  at  Sir  .George 
Touchwood's  ? 

_  Dick,  Yes,  sir,  I  knows  the  groom,  and  one  of  the 
housemaids ;  for  the  matter  o*that,  she's  my  own  cousin ; 
and  it  was  my  mother  that  helped  her  to  the  place. 

Court,  Do  you  know  Lady  Frances's  maid  ? 

Dick,  I  can*t  say  as  how  I  know  she. 

Court,  Do  you  know  Sir  George's  valet  ? 

Diek,  No,  sir ;  but  Sally  is  very  thick  with  Mr  Gib- 
son, Sir  George's  gentleman. 

Court,  Then  go  there  directly,  and  employ  Sally  to 
discover  whether  her  master  goes  to  Lady  BriUianl's  this 
evening  ;  and  if  he  does,  the  name  of  the  shop  that  sold 
his  habit. 

Dick,  Yes,  sir. 

Court.  Be  exact  in  your  intelligence,  and  come  to  me 
at  Boodle's.  ['Exit  Dick,  j^]  If  I  cannot  otherwise 
sdcceed,  I'll  beguile  her  as  Jove  did  Alcmena,  in  the 
shape  of  her  husband.  The  possession  of  so  fine  a  wo- 
man— the  triumph  over  Saville,  are  each  a  sufficient  mo- 
live ;  and  united,  they  shall  be  resistless.  \^Exit  l, 

SCENE  lU.—The  Street. 

Enter  Savili^e,  n. 

Sav.  The  air  has  recovered  me  I  What  have  I  been 
doing  ?  Perhaps  my  petulance  may  be  the  caufte  of  her 
ruin,  whose  honour  I  asserted  :  his  vanity  is  piqued  ; — 
and  where  women  are  concerned,  Oourtall  can  be  a  vil- 
lain. 

Enter  Dick,  r.  Bows  and  passes  hastily. 

Ha !  that's  his  servant !     Dick  ? 

Diek,  [Returning, "l  Sir  \ 

Sav,  Where  are  you  going,  Dick  ?  , 

Dick.  Going !  I  am  going,  sir,  where  my  master  sent 
me. 

Sav.  Well  answered-^but  I  have  a  particular  reason 
for  my  inquiry,  and  you  must  tell  me. 

Dick,  Why  then,  sir,  T  am  going  to  call  upon  a  cou- 
sin of  mine,  that  lives  at  Sir  George  Touchwood's. 

Sav.  Very  well.  There,  [Gives  himmon^,']  you 
must  make  ^our  cousin  drink  my  health.  What  are  you 
going  about  ?  d  £ 
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Dick,  Why,  sir,  1  believe  *tls  no  harm,  or  elseways 
I  am  sure  I  would  not  blab — I  am  only  going  to  a^x  if 
Sir  George  goes  to  the  masquerade  to-nigbt,  and  what 
dress  he  wears ! 

Sav.  Enough !  "Now,  Dick,  if  you  will  call  at  my 
lodgings  in  your  way  back,  and  acquaint  me  with  your 
cousin*s  intelligence,  I*ll  double  the  trifle  I  have  given 
you. 

Dick.  Bless. your  honour,  I'll  call—never  fear. 

[^Exity  L. 

Sav.  Surely  the  occasionmay  justify  the  means  ; — *tis 
doubly  my  duty  to  be  Lady  Frances's  protector.  Court- 
all,  I  see,  is  planning  an  artful  scheme :  but  Saville 
shall  out-plot  him.  [Ejtit,  l. 

SCENE  IV.— Sir  George  Touchwood^s, 
Enter  Sir  George  and  Villers,  l. 

ViL  For  shame,  Sir  George ;  you  have  left  Lady 
Frances  in  tears.    How  can  you  afflict  her  ? 

Sir  G,  *Tis  I  that  am  afflicted ; — ray  dream  of  happi- 
ness is  over — Lady  Frances  and  I  are  disunited. 

ViL  The  devil  !  Why,  you  have  been  in  town  but  ten 
days :  she  can  have  made  no  acquaintance  for  a  commons 
affair  yet. 

Sir  G.  Poh !  His  our  minds  that  are  disunited  :  she 
*iO  longer  places  her  whole  delight  in  me  ;  she. has 
yielded  herself  up  to  the  world  ! 

Vil,  Yielded  herself  up  to  the  world  !  Why  did  you 
not  bring  her  to  town  in  a  cage  ?  Then  she  might  have 
taken  a  peep  at  the  world  !  But,  after  all,  what  has  the 
world  done  ?  A  twelvemonth  since  you  was  the  gayest 
fellow  in  it :— If  any  body  ask'd  who  dresses  best?  Sir 
George  Touchwood.  Who  is  the  most  gallaiit  man  ?  Sir 
George  Touchwood.  Who  is  the  most  wedded  to  amuse- 
ment and  dissipation  ?  Sir  George  Touchwood.  And 
now  Sir  George  is  metamorphosed  into  a  sour  censor : 
and  talks  of  fashionable  life  with  as  much  bitterness  as 
the  old  crabbed  fellow  in  Rome. 

Sir  G,  The  moment  1  becamo  possessed  of  such  a 
jewel  as  Lady  Frances,  every  tftng  wore  a  different 
complexion ;  that  society  in  which  I  liv'd,  with  so  much 
eclat,  became  the  object  of  my  terror ;  and  I  think  of 
(he  manners  of  polite  life  as  I  do  of  the  atmosphere  of 
a  Pest^ouse.  My  wife  is  already  infected ;  she  was 
set  upon  this  morning  by  maids,  widows,  and  batche- 
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lots,   who  carried    her   off  In  liluiiijih  Ui  s|>i(c    i.f  iny 
(Ibple&sure. 

Vil.  Aye,  to  be  Bare ;  l]iere  would  haie  b^en  no 
iriuQiph  fa  liio  essH,  If  yoo  had  not  ojipos'd  il ;— hut  i 
,i)a.ve  lieard  ihH  wbolc  alary  frum  Mrs.  Racben;  aud  I 
assure  yo|i.  Lady  f  rann^s  diiln't  enjoy  Itie  mornlag  -at 
sU  i  she  wUh'd  For  you  fifly  times. 

Sir  G.  Indeed  !    Are  yua  Buie  of  that? 

VU.  Ferfwitly  sure. 

Sir  O.  I  wUh  I  hud  known  il ;   my  uneasiacBs  Bt  dlo- 
oer  vaa  oecaiioaed  by  ncry  diSerent  idem. 
-    VU.  Hera  Lbw.  aho  cornea  to  repoi^e  your  apology  s 
but  If  she  !a  true  woman,  her  disnIeaBurc  will  Hbb  la 

troporllun  lo  your  contrition  ;  and  till  you  grow  ean»- 
!ss  aboot  her  pardon,  she  won't  grant  il :  hniTBYor,  I'll 
leave  you.  Matrimonial  duets  ire  seidnm  set  in  the' 
■tylc  I  likR.  {Exil  Villehb,  r. 

Enter  Ladt  Fbances,  l. 
Sic  G.  The  Bweel  si 
I  BRnnot  bear.  [Eiabr 
rogue. 

Lady  F.  I  nnnnol  look  otherwtie  if  you  are  pleaii*d 
■with  me. 

Sii"  G.  Weil,  Fanny,  lo-day  yoii  made  ywur  entreo 
In  the  fashionable  world  ;  tell  me  honestly  the  Inqires- 

Lady  F,  Indeed,  Sir  George.  I  nag  so  Imrried  from 

riace  lo  place,  that  1  had  not  time  to  find  out  vhat  niy 
ropressions  were. 

SirG.  That's  the  veryepirit  of  the  life  you -have 
chosen. 

Ladg  P.  Erery  body  about  mo  seem'd  happy — but 
every  body  seem'd  in  a  hurry  lo  be  bnppy  somewhere 

sirG.  And  you  like  this7 

Ladg  F.  One  must  like  what  the  rest  ot  the  world 
libes. 

Sir  G.  Pernicious  maxim? 

Ladg  F.  But  my  dear  Sir  George,  you  have  not  pro- 
mised to  go  with  melo  the  masquarnde. 

Sir  G.  Twoald  bo  a  shocking  indecorum  to  be  seen 
together,  you  know. 

Lailg  F.  Oh  no ;  I  ask'd  Mrs.  Racketl,  and  she  told 
mc  we  might  be  seen  together  at  Ihemast/ucTade — with 
out  being  lnughed  at. 


42  THB  belle's  [aOT   III. 

sir  O.  Really  7 

Lafl^f  F.  Indeed,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  could  wish 
It  was  the  fashion  for  married  people  to  be  inseparable  : 
for  I  have  more  heartfelt  satisfaction  in  fifteen  minutes 
with  you  at  my  side,  than  fifteen  days  of  amusement 
could  give  roe  without  you. 

Sir  G,  My  sweet  creature!  How  that  confession 
charms  me !     Let  us  begin  the  fashion, 

Lady  F.  O,  impossible!  we  should  not  gain  a  single 
proselyte ;  and  you  can*l  conceive  what  spiteful  things 
would  be  said  of  us.  At  Kensington  to-day  a  lady  met 
us,  whom  we  saw  at  court,  when  we  were  presented  ; 
she  lifted  up  her  hands  in  amazement !  Bless  me  !  said 
she  to  her  companion,  here's  Lady  Frances  without  Sir 
Hurlo  Thrumbo !  My  dear  Mrs.  Raclcett  consider 
what  an  important  charge  you  have  !  for  heaven*s 
sake  take  her  home  again,  or  some  enchanter  on  a 
flying  dragon  will  descend  and  carry  her  off — Oh,  said 
another,  I  dare  say  Lady  Frances  has  a*  clue  at  her 
heel,  like  the  peerless  Rosamond: — her  tender  swain 
would  never  have  trusted  her  so  far  without  such  a  pre- 
caution. 

Sir  G.  Heaven  and  earth  !      How  shall  innocence 

£  reserve  its  lustre  amidst  manners  so  corrupt  ? 
ly  dear  Fanny,  I  feel  a  sentiment  for  thee  at  this 
moment,  tenderer  than  love — more  animated  than 
passiog.  I  could  weep  over  that  purity,  expos'd 
to  the  sullying  breath  of  fashion,  and  the  town,  in 
whose  latitudinary  vortex  chastity  herself  can  scarcely 
move  unspotted. 

Enter  Gibson,  l. 

Gib,  Your  honour  talk'd,  I  thought,  something  about 
9oing  to  the  masquerade  ? 

Sir  G.  Well. 

Gib.  Isn't  it  ? — hasn't  your  honour  ?  I  thought  your 
honour  had  forgot  to  order  a  dress. 

Lady  F.  Well  consider'd,  Gibson.  Come,  will  you 
be  Jew,  Turk,  or  Heretic ;  Chinese  Emperor,  or  a 
ballad- singer  ;  a  rake,  or  a  watchman  ? 

Sir  G.  Oh,  neither,  my  love ;  I  can't  take  the  trouble 
to  support  a  character. 

Lady  F,  You'll  wear  a  domino  then : — I  saw  a  pink 
domino  trimmed  with  blue  at  the  shop  where  I  bought 
loy  habit.    Would  you  like  it  ? 
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Sir  G.  Any  thing,  any  thing. 

Ladtf  F.  Then  go  about  it  directly,  Gibson.  A  pink 
domino  trimmM  -with  blue,  and  a  hat  of  the  same — Come, 
you  have  not  seen  my  dress  yet— it  is  most  beautiful ;  I 
long  to  have  it  on. 

[Exeunt  Sir  George  and  Lady  Frances,  l. 


END   OF   ACT    III. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENlfi  I: — A  Masquerade. — A  party  dancing  Cotil" 
lions  in  front — a  variety  of  Characters  in  the  hack 
ground, 

Mont,  Who'll  buy  my  nostrums  ?  Who'll  buy  my 
nostrums  ? 

Mask^  What  are  they?  [All  gather  round  him, 

Mont,  Different  sorts,  and  for  different  customers. 
Here's  a  liquor  for  ladies— it  expels  the  rage  of  gaming 
and  gallantry.  Here's  a  pill  for  members  of  parliament 
— good  to  settle  consciences.  Here's  an  eye- water  for 
jealous  husbands — it  thicketis  the  yisual  membrane, 
through  which  they  see  too  clearly.  Here's  a  decoction 
for  the  clergy — it  never  sits  easy,  if  the  patient  has  more 
than  one  living.  Here's  a  draught  for  lawyers—  a  great 
promoter  of  modesty.  Here's  a  powder  for  projectors 
— 'twill  rectify  the  fumes  of  an  empty  stomach,  and  dis- 
sipate their  airy  castles. 

Mask.  Have  you  a  nostrum  that  can  give  patience 
to  young  heirs,  whose  uncles  and  fathers-  are  stout  Q.nd 
healthy  ? 

Mont,  Yes  ;  and  I  have  an  infusion  for  creditors — 
it  gi\es  resignation  and  humility,  when  fine  gentlemen 
break  their  promises,  or  plead  their  privilege. 

Mask,  Come  along — I'll  find  you  customers  for  your 
whole  cargo.  [^They  retire. 
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Enter  Hardy,  from  n.   u.   b.  in  the  dress  qf  Isaac 

Mendoza. 

Har,  Why  isnU  it  a  shame  to  see  so  many  stoat 
well-liunt  young  fellows,  masquerading,  and  cutting 
Gourantas  here  at  home,  instead  of  mailing  the  French 
cut  capers  to  the  tune  of  your  cannon,  or  sweating  the 
Spaniards  with  an  English  fandango  ?  I  foresee  the  end 
of  all  this. 

Mask.  Why,  thou  little  testy  Israelite  !  back  to 
Duke*s  Place  ;  and  preach  your  tribe  into  a  subscription 
for  the  good  of  the  land  on  whose  milk  and  honey  ye 
fatten.  Where  are  your  Joshuas  and  your  Gideons, 
aye  ?  What !  all  dwindled  into  stockbrokers,  pedlars, 
and  rag-men  ? 

Har,  No  not  all.  Some  of  us  turn  Christians,  and 
by  degrees  grow  into  all  the  privileges  of  Englishmen ! 
Tn  the  second  ireneration  we  are  patriots,  rebels,  cour- 
tiers, and  husbands.     [Puts  hisjingers  to  his  forehead, 

[Mask  advances. 

2d  Mask.  What,  my  little  Isaac  !  How  the  devil  came 
you  here?  Where's  your  old  Margaret  ? 

Har.  Oh,  I  have  got  rid  of  her. 

2d  Mask.  How  ? 

Har.  Why  I  persuaded  a  young  Irishman  that  she 
was  a  blooming  plump  beauty  of  eighteen  ;  so  they 
made  an  elopement,  ha !  ha  !  ha !  and  she  is  now  the 
toast  of  Tipperary.  Ha  I  ther6*s  cousin  Rackett  and 
her  party  •/  they  shan't  know  mc. 

[Aside. — Puts  on  his  Mask, 

Enter  Folly,  l,  on  a  Hobby-horse,  with  Cap  and  Belts. 

Mask.  Hey !  Tom  fool !  what  busine&s  have  you 
here? 

Folly.  What,  sir  !  affront  a  Prince  in  his  own  domi- 
nion !  [Struts  off. 

Enter  Mrs.  Rackett,  Lady  Frances,  Sir  George 

and  Flutter,  r. 

Mrs.  R.  Look  at  this  dumpling  Jew  ;  he  must  be  a 
Levite  by  his  figure.  You  have  surely  practised  the 
flesh-hook  a  long  time,  friend,  to  have  raised  that  good- 
ly presence. 

Har.  About  as  long,  ray  brisk  widow,  as  you  have 
boen  angling  for  a  second  husband  ;   but  my  hook  lias 


(^  belter  bsited  than  yours.  Vou  liavc  only  cnught 
idSeons,  Isee.  [Poinllns  to  Flutteb, 

FtHt.  oh  !  this  Is  one  of  Ihe  geniuses  thi'y  hire  to  en- 
rtatn  (he  cain|ia.ny  wilh  their  Bccidentul  Bsllica.  Let 
;  look  Bl  your  common-place  book,  friend.  1  want  a. 
ir  good  things. 

Har.  I'd  oblige  you,  witli  bU  my  heart,  but  youll 
oil  them  In  repeating  ;  or,  if  you  should  not,  they'll 
liu  you  no  repatnlion,   for  nobody  will  believe  they    , 

Sir  G.  He  knows  ye,  Flutter  I — the  little  gentlemBtt 

nciea  himself  &  wit,  I  see, 

Har.  There's  no  depending  on   what   ynu  .^ee — the 

en  of  the  jealons  are  not  to  be  trusted.    Look  to  your 

dy. 

Kilt.  He  knows  ye.  Sir  George. 

S(>  G.  Whal!  am  I  the  lown-lalk  ?  [Asitle. 

har.  I  can  neither  see  Doriconrl  nor  Letty.     1  mnit 

Id  them  out.  (Aiide.—Eiit  Hahdv,  l.  v.  a, 

IHri.  it.  Weil,  Lady  Frances,  is  ffot  all  this  ciiarm''    . 

g?    Could  yon  have  conceived  such  a  brilliant  as- 

mblage  of  objects  1 

Ladg  F.   Delightful.    The  days  of  enchantment  are 

■tored  ;  the  columns  glow  witb  sapphires  and  rubies  ; 

iperors  and  fairies,  beauties  and  dwarfs,   meet  me  at 

Sir  G.  How  liiely  are  first  impressions  on  sensible 
inds !  In  four  hours,  yapiility  and  languor  will  take 
ace  of  that  exquisite  sense  of  joy  which  flutters  your 
tie  heart. 

lUri.  R.  What  an  inhuman  creature  !  Fate  has  not 
lowed  us  these  sensations  above  ten  times  in  our  lives, 
\d  would  you  have  us  shorten  them  by  anticipation  ? 
[Sir  O.unrf  Mas.  R.  conrerife  aporf. 
FliU.  O  lord  '.  your  wise  men  are  the  greatest  fools 
ion  earth  ;  they  reason  about  their  enjoyments,  and 
lalyse  their  pleasures,  whilst  the  essence  escapes. 
>ok.  Lady  Frances  :  d'ye  see  that  ligure  strutting  in 
e  dress  of  an  emperor?  His  father  retails  oranges  in 
jlolph-lane.  That  gipsey  is  a  maid  of  honour,  and 
It  ratf-man  a  physician. 
Ladg  F.  Why,  you  know  every  body  I 
Flu*.  Oh,  every  creature.  A  mask  is  nothing  at  all 
me.  I  can  give  you  the  history  of  half  the  people 
re.  In  the  next  apartment  there  is  a  whole  family, 
lo,  to  my  knowledge,  have  lived  on  water-creasea  this 
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month,  to  make  a  figure  here  to-night ;  but,  to  make  up 
for  that,  they*U  cram  their  pockets  with  cold  ducks  and 
chickens,  for  a  carniTal  to-morrow. 

Lady  F.  Oh,  I  should  like  to  see  this  provident  fa- 
mily. 

Flui,  Honour  me  with  your  arm. 

[Exeunt  Flut.  cmd  Lady  F.  r. — Mrs.  R;  advcmces, 

Mr$^  H.  Gome,  Sir  George,  you  shaU  be  my  beau. — 
We*ll  make  the  tour  of  the  rooms,  and  meet  them.  Oh ! 
your  pardon,  you  must  follow  Lady  Frances  ;  or  the 
wit  and  fine  parts  of  Mr.  Flutter  may-driye  you  out  of 
her  head.     Ha  !  ha!  ha  !        [Exit  Mrs.  Rackett,  r. 

Sir  G,  I  was  going  to  follow  her,  and  now  I  dare  not. 
How  can  I  be  such  a  fool  as  to  be  governed  by  the  fear 
of  that  ridicule  which  I  despise  ?  [Exit  Sir  G.,  l. 

Enter  Doricourt,  r.  u.  e.  meeting  a  Mask. 

Doric,  Ha  I  my  lord  —I  thought  you  had  been  en- 
fpaged  at  Westminster  on  this  important  night. 

Mask,  So  I  am:  I  slipt  out  as  soon  as  Lord  Trope 
'got  upon  his  legs  ;  I  can  badiner  here  an  hour  or  two, 
and  be  back  again  before  he  is  down.  There's  a  fine 
figure  !  ril  address  her. 

Enter  Letitia,  r. 

Charity,  fair  lady  !  Charity  for  a  poor  pilgrim. 

Ij€t,  Charity !  If  you  mean  my  prayers,  heaven  grant 
thee  wit,  pilgrim. 

Mask.  That  blessing  would  do  from  a  devotee :  from 
you  I  ask  other  charities ;  such  charities  as  beauty 
should  bestow — soft  looks — sweet  words — and  kind 
wishes. 

Let,  Alas  !  1  am  bankrupt  of  these,  and  forced  to 
turn  beggar  myself.  There  he  is ! — how  shall  I  catch 
his  attention  ?  [Aside, 

Mask,  Will  you  grant  me  no  favour  ? 

Let,  Yes,  one — I'll  make  you  my  partner — not  for 
life,  but  through  the  soft  mazes  of  a  minuet.  Dare 
you  dance? 

Doric.  Some  spirit  in  that. 

Mask.  I  dare  do  any  thing  yon  command.  That, 
lady,  is  against  my  vow ;  but  here  comes  a  man  of  the 
world. 

Doric.  Do  you  know  her,  uiy  lord  ? 

Mask.  No.     Such  a  woman  as  that  would  formerly 


Duric.  IDuriaij  tke  Minuel.']  She  dancos  divinely. 
IVhcn  ended.]  Somebody  must  know  her  t  Let  ns  in- 
|uirt  who  she  is.  [Retires  l. 


Sar.  I  have  stn-n  Courtnll  in  S<r  George's  faabll, 
hongh  he  endearoareil  lo  keep  himself  Cnncraled.  Go, 
indseat  yourself  In  the  tOB-Tooni.  andoDaooeeountilis- 
■over  your  faeo — rpintmber  too,  Kilty,  thai  the  woman 

Kitty.  I  am  Dfraid  t  shall  Bnd  Ihal  n  ilifllcnll  chtirnc- 
er ;  inileed  I  beliete  it  Is  seldom  kepi  up  througli  a 
f  hole  masquerade. 

Sav.  or  that  you  can  be  no  judge.  Follow  my  ill- 
ections,  anil  you  shall  be  rewarded. 

[EiaKiTTV,  B.  t-.  E. 

Enter  Dokicoubt.  l. 

Doric.  Ha!  Savllle !   Did  you  see  a  lady  dance  just 

Sfie.  No. 

Doric.  Very  odd.     Nobody  knows  her. 

Sav.  Where  is  Miss  Hardy  ? 

D»rie.   Cutlins  watch-papers,   ami   making  coaun- 

'  Sav.  What  .lo  ym<  mean  ? 

Dorle.  Faith,  I  hardly  know.  She's  not  here,  bow- 
Ter,  Mrs.  [tackett  lells  me.     I  ask'd  no  further. 

Sav.  Your  indifTBretice  seems  increas'd. 

D«ric.  Quite  the  reTorse ;  'lis  ndvanced  thtrty-two 
egrees  towards  haired. 

Son,  VouarojestingI 

Doric.  Then  il  must  be  with  a  very  ill  grace,  in y  dear 
aville  ;  for  I  never  fell  so  seriously  :  do  you  know  the 
reature's  almost  an  Idiotl 

Sav.  What ! 

Doric.  Anidiot.  Whatihe  devil  shall  Ida  withher  ! 
^■d  1  I  think  1*11  Teign  myself  mad — and  then  Ifardf 
ill  propose  In  cancel  the  engagimenls. 
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'8av,  An  excellent  expedient.  I  must  leave  yoa: 
3roa  are  mysterious,  and  I  can't  stay  to  unravel  ye.  I 
came  here  to  watch  over  innocence  and  beauty. 

Doric.  The  guardian  of  innocence  and  beauty  at  three- 
and-twenty  I  Is  there  not  a  cloven  foot  under  that  black 
gown,  Saville? 

Sav»  No,  faith,  Courtall  is  here  on  a  most  detestable 
design.  I  found  means  to  get  a  knowledge  of  the  lady*s 
dress,  and  have  brought  a  girl  to  personate  her,  whose 
reputation  cannot  be  hurt.  You  shall  know  the  result 
to-morrow.     Adieu.  \_Exit  Saville,  r.  u.  z. 

Dtn-ic.  IMwing,]  Yes,  I  think  that  will  do.  1*11 
feign  myself  mad,  fee  the  doctor  to  pronounce  me  incur- 
able, and  when  the  parchments  are  destroyed — 

{^Stands  in  a  musing  posture. 

Enter  Let  it  i  a,  l. 

LeL.  You  have  chosen  an  odd  situation  for  study. 
Fashion  and  taste  preside  in  this  spot.  They  throw 
their  spells  around  you — ten  thousand  delights  spring 
up  at  their  command— and  you,  a  sloic— a  being  without 
senses,  are  wrapt  in  reflection. 

Doric,  And  you,  the  most  charming  being  in  the 
world,  awaken  me  to  admiration.  Did  you  come  from 
the  stars  ? 

Let.  Yes,  and  I  shall  re-ascend  in  a  moment. 

DoriQ.  Pray  show  me  your  face  before  you  go. 

Let.  Beware  of  imprudent  curiosity  ;  it  lost  Para- 
dise. 

Doric.  Eve's  curiosity  was  raised  by  the  devil — 'tis 
an  angel  tempts  mine—so  your  allusion  is  not  in  point. 

Let.  But  why  would  you  see  ray  face? 

Doric.  To  fall  in  love  with  it. 

Let.  And  what  then  1 

Doric.  Why  then — Ay,  curse  it  I  there's  the  rub ! 

[Aside. 

Let.  Your  mistress  will  be  angry  ;  but  perhaps  you 
have  no  mistress  ? 

Doric.  Yes,  yes,  and  a  sweet  one  it  is  I 

Let.  What!  is  she  old? 

Doric.  No. 

Let.  Ugly? 

Doric,  No. 

Let.  What  then? 

Doric,  Pho  I  don't  talk  about  her ;  but  show  me  your 
face. 
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Let,  My  vanity  forbids  It — 'twould  frighten  you. 

Doric,  Impossible  !  Your  shape  is  graceful,  your  air 
bewitching,  your  bosom  transparent,  and  your  chin 
would  tempt  me  to  kiss  it,  if  I  did  not  see  a  pouting,  red 
lip  abo^ie  it,  that  demands —  [QoUig  to  kiss. 

Let,  You.  grow  too  free.  [Croues  to  l. 

Doric,  Show  me  your  face  then— only  half  il  glance. 

Let,  Not  for  worlds ! 

Doric.  What  1  you  will  have  a  little  gentle  force  ? 

[^Attempts  to  seize  her  Mask. 

Let,  I  am  gone  for  ever.  [Exit,  b. 

Doric.  Tis  fals&— I'll  follow  to  the  end.    (Exit^  r. 

Music, — ^fitf-en(er  Flutter,  Lady  Frances  Touch- 
wood, and  Savillb,  r. 

Lady  F.  Hoyr  can  yon  be  thus  interested  for  a  stran- 
ger? 

Sav.  Goodness  will  have  interest ;  its  home  is  heaven : 
on  earth  'tis  but  a  wanderer.    Where  is  your  husband  ? 

Flut.  Why,  what's  that  to  him  ? 

Ladif  F.  Surely  it  can't  be  merely  his  habit ; — there's 
something  in  him  that  awes  me.' 

Flut,  Pho  I  'tis  only  his  grey  beard.  I  know  him  ; 
h6  keeps  a  lottery-office  on  Gornhill.  • 

.Slav.  My  province  as  an  enchanter  lays  open  every 
secret  to  me,  lady !  there  are  dangers  abroad — ^Beware ! 

[Exit,  H. 

Lady  F,  'Tis  very  odd ;  his  manner  has  made  me 
tremble.    Let  us  seek  Sir  George. 

Flut,  He  is  coming  towards  us. 

Enter  Court  all,  habited  like  Sir  George  < 
Touchwood,  r. 

Court,  There  she  is  I  If  I  canbutdisen^ge  her  from 
that  fool  Flutter — crown  me,  ye  ^hemers,  with  immor- 
tal wreaths ! 

Lady  F:  O,  ray  dear  Sir  George  I  T  rejoice  to  meet 
you — an  old  conjurer  has  been  frightening  me  with  his 
prophecies.    Where's  Mrs.  Rack ett  ? 

Court,  In  the  dancing-room.  I  promised  to  send  you 
to  her,  Mr.  Flutter. 

Flut,  Ah  *  she  wants  me  to  dance.    With  all  my  heart. 

[Exit,  R 

Lady  F.  Why  do  you  keep  on  your  mask  ? — 'tis  too 
warm. 
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Cowt,  Tis  very  warm — I  want  air— let  us  go. 

Lttd^  F,  You  seem  agitated.  8han*t  we  bid  our  com- 
pany adieu  ? 

Couri.  No,  no — there*s  no  time  tor  forms.  1*11' just 
gire  directions  to  the  carnage,  and  be  with  yoa  in  a 
moment.  ^Going,  steps  back,]  Put  on  your  mask!  I 
have  a  particular  reason  for  it.  [^^^^9  R* 

Re-enter  Sayille,  with  Kitty,  habited  as  La>bt 

Fbances,  r.  u.  e. 

Sav,  Now,  Kitty,  you  know  your  lesson.  .  Lady 
Frances,  [Takes  off  his  mask,"]  let  me  lead  you' to  your 
husband. 

Lady  F,  Heavens !  Is  Mr.  Saville  the  conjuror  7  Sir 
George  is  just  steppM  to  the  door,  to  give  directions— 
We  are  going  home,  immediately. 

Sav.  No,  madam,  you  are  deceived :  Sir  George  is 
this  wai. 

Ladjf  F.  This  is  astonishing ! 

Sav.  Be  not  alarmed?  you  have  escaped  a  snare,  and 
shall  be  in  safety  in  a  moment. 

{Exeunt  Saville.  and  Lady  Franctes,  l. 

Re-enter  GoufiTALL,  and  seizes  Kitty*s  hand^  r. 

Court,  Now ! 

Kitty,  'Tis  pity  to  go  so  soon. 

Court,  Perhaps  I  may  bring  you  back,  my  angel — but 
go  now  you  must. 

\^Exennt  Gourtall  and  Kitty,  r 

Music. — Re-enta'  Doricourt  and  Letitia,  r. 

Doric.  By  heavens !  I  never  was  charmed  till  now.— 
English  beauty — French  vivacity— wit — elegance.  Your 
name,  my  angel  ?  tell  me  your  name,  though  you  persist 
in  concealing  your  face. 

Let,  My  name  has  a  spell  in  it. 

Doric,  I  thought  so ;  it  roust  bechaTming. 

Let.  But  if  revealed,  the  charm  is  broke. 

Doric.  I'll  answer  for  its  force. 

Let.  Suppose  it  Harriot,  or  Charlotte,  or  Maria,  or — 

Doric.  Hang  Harriot,  and  Charlotte,  and  Maria-*  the 
»»-  -ae  your  father  gave  ye ! 

/»c<.*That  can't  be  worth  knowing ;  'tis  so  transienta 

iing. 
Doric.  How,  transient?  » 
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Let,  Hea Yen*,  forbid  my  name'Bhoald  be  lastiug  till  I 
am  married. 

Doric,  Married !  tlie  cIiaiDS  of  matrimony  are  too 
heavy  and  vulgar  for  such  a  spirit  as  yours.  •  The 
flowery  wreaths. of  cyupidarethe  only  bands  you  should 
wear. 

Let,  They  are  the  lightest,  I  believe  ;  but  *tis  possi- 
ble to  wear  those  of  marriage  gracefully.  Throw  them 
loosely  round,  and  twist  them  in  a  true  lover*s  knot  for 
the  bosom. 

Doric,  An  angel  t  .Bat  what  will  you  be  when  a  wife  ? 

Let.  A  woman.  If  m]^ husband  should  prove  a  churl, 
a  fool,  or  a  tyrant,  I*d  break  his  heart,  ruin  his  fortune, 
elope  with  the  first  pretty  fellow  that  asked  me  -  and  re- 
turn  the  contempt  of  the  world  with  scorn,  whilst  my 
feelings  preyed  upon  my  life. 

Dorfe.  Amazjlng.  lAgide.']  What  if  you  loved  h!m, 
and  he  were  worthy  of  your  love  1 

Let,  Why  then  Td  be  any  thing— and  all ! — grave, 
gay,  capricious^the  soul  of  whim,  the  spirit  of  variety, 
live  with  him  in  the  eye  of  fi&shion,  or  in  the  shade  of 
retirement*— change  my  country,  my  sex — feast  with  him 
In  an  Esquimaux  hut  or  a  Persian  pavilion— -join  him  in 
the  victorious  war-dance  on  the  borders  of  Lake  Ontario, 
or  sleep  to  the  soft  breathings  of  the  flute  in  the  cin- 
namon groves  of  Ceylon — dig  with  him  in  the  mines  of 
Golconda,  or  enter  the  dangerous  precincts  of  the  Mogurs 
seraglio— cheat  him  of  his  wishes,  and  overturn  his 
empire,  to  restore  the  husband  of  my  heart  to  the  bless- 
ings of  liberty  and  love. 

Doric,  Delightful  wildness  !  oh,  to  catch  thee,  and 
hold  thee  for  ever  in  this  little  cage  ! 

[Attempting  to  clasp  ker. 

Let,  Hold,  sir.  Tliougb  Cupid  must  give  the  bait 
that  tempts  me  to  the  snare,  *tis  Hymen  must  spread  the 
net  to  catch  me. 

Doric,  *Tis  in  vain  to  assume  airs  of  coldness.  Fate 
has  ordained  you  mine. 

Let.  How  do  you  know? 

Doric,  I  feel  it  here.    I  never  met  with  a  woman  so 
perfectly  to  my  taste  ;  and  I  won't  believe  it  formed  you  * 
so,  on  purpose  to  tantalize  me. 

Let,  This  moment  is  worth  a  whole  existence ! 

[Aside. 

Doric.  Come,  show  me  your  face,  and  rivet  my  chains . 

Let,  To-morrow,  you  shall  be  satisfied. 

E  ^ 
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DorU.  To-morrow,  and  not  to-night  ? 

Let.  No. 

Doric,  Where  then  shall  I  wait  on  you  to-morrow  f-^ 
Where  see  you  ? 

Let,  You  shall  see  me  at  an  hour  when  you  least  ex- 
pect me. 

Doric,  Why  all  this  mystery  ? 

Let,  I  like  to  be  mysterious.  At  present  be  content 
to  know  that  I  am  a  woman  of  family  and  fortune. 

Doric,  Let  me  see  you  to  your  carriage. 

Let.  As  you  value  knowing  me,  stir  not  a  step.  If  I 
am  followed,  you  never  see  me  more.    Adieu.  yExU^  r. 

EtUer  Habdt,  l. 

Har,  Adieu  !  then  I*m  come  in  at  the  fag  end  !  [Aside, 

Doric.  Barbarous  creature !  she*s  gone  !  what,  and  is 

this  really  serious  1    Am  I  in  love  ?    Pho  !  it  can*t  be. 

JSnier  Flutter,  r. 

O  Flutter,  do  you  know  that  charming  creature  ? 

Flut.  What  charming  creature  ?  I  passed  a  thoiisaiid. 

Doric.  She  went  out  at  that  door,  as  you  entered  ' 

Flut.  Oh,  yes ;— I  know  her  very  well. 

Doric.  Do  you,  my  dear  fellow,  who  ? 

Flut.  She*s  kept  by  Lord  George  Jennett. 

Har.  Impudent  scoundrel ! — I  foresee  I  shall  cut  liis 
throat  I  [A$ide. 

Doric.  Rept! 

Flut.  Yes;  Colonel  Gorget  had  her  '«rst  ;—then  Mr. 
Loveall ; — then  I  had  her  myself;—!  foget  exactly  how 
many  more ;  and  at  last  she's  Lord  George's. 

{Talks  to  other  Masks. 

Doric.  1*11  murder  Gorget,  poisou  Lord  George,  and 
shoot  myself.  / 

Har.  Now*s  the  time,  I  see,  to  clear  up  the  whole. 
Mr.  Doricourt ! — I  say  —  Flutter  was  mistaken  ;  I  know 
who  you  are  in  lore  with. 

Doric.  A  strange  rencontre  !    Who  ? 

Har.  My  Letty. 

Doric,  Oh  1  I  understand  your  rebuke  ;  *tis  too  soon, 
'  sir,  to  assume  the  father-in-law. 

Har.  Zounds !  what  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  I  tell  you 
that  the  lady  you  admire  is  Letitia  Hardy. 

Doric,  I  am  glad  you  are  so  well  satisfied  with  the 
state  of  my  Iieart.    I  wish  I  was !  [Exity  l. 

Har.  Stop  a  moment. Stop,    I  say  1   what,   you 
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won't  ?  very  well—If  I  don*t  play  you  a  trick  for  this,, 
may  I  never  be  a  grandfother !.  I'll  plot  with  Letty  now, 
and  not  against  her  ;  ay,  hang  me  if  Idon*t !  There's 
something  in  my  head,  that  shall  tingle  in  hisheart.  He 
shall  have  a  lecture  upon  impatience,  that  I  foresee  he'll 
be  the  better  for  as  long  as  he  lives. 

Re-enter  Savillb,   r.  u.  b.  tvitk  Gentlemen, 

Sav,  Fltrttcr,  come  with  us  ;   weVe  going  to  raise  a 
laugh  at  Courtairs. 

Plut.  With  all  my  heart.     "  Live  to  love,"   was  my 
father's  motto :  "  Live  to  laugh,"  is  mine. 

[  Music— 'Ejreunty    l. 

SCENE  II,— CourtalCg. 

Enter  Kitty  and  Couhtall,  l. 

Kitty.  Where  have  you  brought  me,  Sir  George  ? 
This  is  not  our  home  ! 

Court,  *Tis  ray  home,  beautiful  Lady  Frances  I — 
{^Kneels  and  takes  off  his  Mask,']  Oh,  forgive  the  ar- 
dency of  my  passion,  which  has  compelled  me  to  deceive 
you ! 

Kilty,  Mr.  Courtall!  what  will  become  of  me? 

Court,  Oh,  say  but  that  you  pardon  the  wretch  who 
adores  you.  Did  you  but  know  the  agonizing  tortures 
of  my  heart,  since  I  had  the  felicity  of  conversing  with 

you  this  morning — or  the  despair  that  now 

[Knock,  L.  Courtall  riiies. 

Kitty,  Oh,  I'm  undone ! 

Court,  Zounds  !  my  dear  Lady  Frances  !  I  am  not  at 
home  !  [Calls  to  a  servant  without.]  Rascal !  do  you 
hear  ?    Let  nobody  in  ;  I  am  not  at  home  ] 

Servant.  [  Without,]    Sir,  I  told  the  gentlemen  so. 

Court,  Eternal  curses !  they  are  coming  up.  Step 
into  this  room,  adorable  creature  1  one  moment ;  I'll 
throw  them  out  of  the  window,  if  Ihey  stay  three. 

[Exit  Kitty,  m.  d. 

Enter  Saville,  Flutter,  andGentlefnen,  l. 

Flut,  O  Gemini  !  beg  the  petticoat's  pardon.  Just 
saw  a  corner  of  it.    • 

I  Gent.  No  wonder  admittance  was  so  difficult.  I 
tliought  you  took  us  for  bailiffs. 

Court,  Upon  my  soul,  I  am  devilish  glad  to  see  you 
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—bat  yoa  perceive  how  I  am  cireumitanced.    Bxeote 
me  at  this  moment. 

2  Gent.  Tell  us  who  H\s  then. 

Court,  Oh,  fie! 

Flut.  We  won't  blab. 

Court.  I  can't,  upon  honour.  Thus  far— she's  •  wo- 
man of  the  first  character  and  rank.  Saville,  {^Taking 
him  <uide]  have  I'influence,  or  have  I  not? 

Sav.  iVhy^  sure,  you  do  not  insinuate 

Court.  No,  not  insinuate,  but  swear,  that  she's  now 
in  my  bed-chamber ;  by  gad,  I  don't  deceive  you. 
There's  generalship,  you  rogue  I  such  an  humble,  dis- 
tant, sighing  fellow  as  thou  art,  at  the  end  of  a  six 
months'  siege,  would  have  boasted  of  a  kiss  from  her 
glove.  1  only  give  the  signal,  and — pop  !  she's  in  my 
arms  ' 

Sav.  What,  Lady  Fran 

Court.  Hush !  You  shall  see  her  name  to-morrow 
morning  in  red  letters  at  the  end  of  my  list.  Oentlemen, 
you  must  excuse  me  now.  Come  and  drink  chocolate  at 
twelve,  but — 

Sav.  Ay,  let  us  go,  out  of  respect  to  the  lady  !-— ^tis 
a  person  of  rank. 

Flut.  Is  it  ? — ^Then  I'll  have  a  peep  at  her. 

IRuns  to  the  door  in  the  back  Scene. 

Court.  This  is  too  much.      [  Trying  to  prevent  him. 

I  Gent.  By  Jupiter  we'll  have  a  peep. 

Court,  Gentlemen,  consider — for  heaven's  sake — ^a 
lady  of  quality.    What  will  be  the  consequences  ? 

Flut.  The  consequences  !  Why,  you'll  have  your 
throat  cut,  that's  all— but  I'll  write  your  elegy  So 
now  for  the  door  !  [Part  open  the  door^  whilst  the  rest 
hold  CouRTALL.]  I  beg  your  ladyship's  pardon,  who- 
ever you  are.  [Leads  her  out,  m.  d.]  Bmerge  from 
darkness,  like  the  glorious  sun,  and  bless  the  wond'ring 
circle  with  your  charms.  [Takes  off  her  Mask. 

Sav.  KiUy  WilUs  ?  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Omnes.  Kitty  Willis !  ha,  ha,  ha !  Kitty  Willis  ! 

1  Gent.  Why,  what  a  fellow  you  are,  Courtall,  to  at- 
tempt imposing  on  your  friends  in  this  manner!  A  lady 
of  quality  !— an  Earl's  daughter !  Your  ladyship's 
most  obedient—- Ha,  ha,   ha ! 

&iv.  Courtall,  have  you  influQ.nce,  or  have  you  not  t 

Flut.  The  man's  moon-struck.. 

Court,  Hell  and  ten  thousand  furies  seize  you  alto* 
getber. 
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Kitty,  What,  me  too^  Mr.  Goortall  ?  me,  whom  you 
have  knelt  to,  prayed  to,  and  adored  ? 

Flut.  That*s  right,  Kitty ;  give  him  a  little  more. 

Court.  Disappointed  and  laughed  at ! 

Sav.  Laughed  at,  and  despised.  I  have  fulfilled  my 
design,  which  was  to  expose  your  villainy,  and  laugh 
at  your  presumption.  Adieu,  sir ;  remember  how  you 
again  boast  of  your  influence  with  women  of  rank ;  and 
when  you  next  want  amusement,  dare  not  look  up  to 
the  virtuous  and  to  the  noble  for  a  companion. 

Flut.  And,  Gourtall,  before  you  carry  a  lady  into  your 
bed-chamber  again,  look  under  her  mask ;    d*ye  hear  ? 

[Exit^  leading  Kitty,  l. 

Court,  There*s  no  bearing  this !  I'll  set  off  for  Paris 
directly.  lExity  n. 


END    OF   ACT    IV. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.-— Hardy's  House. 
Enter  Hardy  and  Villers,  l. 

Vil.  Whimsical  enough !  Dying  for  her,  and  hates 
her !  Believes  her  a  fool,  and  a^^oraan  of  brilliant 
understanding  ! 

Har.  As  true  as  you  are  alive — ^but  when  I  went  up 
to  him  last  night,  at  the  Pantheon,  out  of  downright 
good  nature,  to  explain  things — my  gentleman  whips 
round  upon  his  heel,  and  snapp'd  one  as  short  as  if  I 
had  been  a  beggar  woman  with  six  children,  and  he 
overseer  of  the  parish. 

VU.  Here  comes  the  wonder-worker. 
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Enter  Letitia,  b. 

Here  comes  the  enchantress,  who  can  go  to  masquerades, 
and  sing,  and  dance,  and  talk  a  roan  out  of  bis  wits ! 
But,  pray,  have  we  morning  masquerades  ? 

Let.  Oh,  no-— but  I  am  so  enamoured  of  this  all-coo- 
quering  habit,  tliat  I  could  not  resist  putting  it  on  the 
momept  I  had  breakfasted.  1  shall  wear  it  on  the  day 
I  am  married,  and  then  lay  it  by.  in  spices — like  the 
miraculous  robes  of  St.  Bridget. 

Vii.  That*s  as  most  brides  do.  The  charms  that 
helped  to  catch  the  husband  are  generally  laid  by^  one 
after  another,  till  the  lady  grows  a  downright  wi^o*  t^^d 
then  runs  crying  to  her  mother,  because  she  has  trans- 
formed her  lover  into  a  downright  husband. 

Har,  Listen  to  me.  I  hanH  slept  to-night,  for  think- 
ing of  plots  to  plague  Doricourt— and  they  drove  one 
another  out  of  my  head  so  quick,  that  I  was  as  giddy  as 
a  goose,  and  could  make  nothing  of  them — I  wish  to 
goodness  you  could  contrive  something. 

Vil.  Contrive  to  plague  him!  Nothing  so  easy. 
Don*t  undeceive  him,  madam,  till  he  is  your  husband. 
Marry  him  whilst  he  possesses  the  sentiments  you  la- 
boured to  give  him  of  Miss  Hurdy — and  when  you  are 
his  wife — 

Let,  Oh,  heavens  !  I  see  the  whole — that*s  the  very 
thing.    My  dear  Mr.  Viliers,  you  are  the  divinest  man  ! 

Vil.  Don't  make  love  to  me,  hussy. 

Enter  Mrs.  Rackett,  r. 

Mrs.  R.  No,  pray  don't — for  T  design  to  have  Vil- 
iers myself  in  about  six  years.  There's  an  oddity  in 
him  that  pleases  me.  He  holds  women  in  contempt ; 
and  I  should  like  to  have  an  opportunity  of  breaking 
his  heart  for  that. 

Vil.  And  when  I  am  heartily  tired  of  life,  I  know  no 
woman  whom  I  would  with  more  pleasure  make  my 
executioner. 

Har.  It  cannot  be — I  foresi  e  it  ^yill  be  impossible 
to  bring  it  about.  You  know  the  wedding  wasn't  to 
take  place  this  week,  or  more—  and  T.etty  will  never  be 
able  to  play  the  fool  so  long. 

Vil.  The  knot  shall  be  tied  to-night.  I  have  it  all 
here  ;  {Pointing  to  his  forehead.']  the  licence  is  ready. 
-- — Feign  yourself  ill ;  send  for  Doricourt,  and  fell 
him  you  can't  go  out  of  the  world  in  peace,  except  you 
bee  the  ceremony  perfovuwid. 
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Har.  I  r«lgD  myBPlf  ill !  I  could  as  soon  feign  niysulf 
a  Roman  uiabafisulor.  1  was  never  ill  in  my  IKt,  but 
wilh  Ihe  lootli-tLchi!— wtien  Letty's  inotht-r  wbs  b  breed- 
ing I  bod  all  the  qualms. 

Vil.  Oh,  I  bave  no  fears  for  you.  But  »bat  soys 
HisaHaniyI  Aris  you  willing  to  make  the  irrevocable 
vow  before  nighl! 

LH.  Oh,  beaiens  !  I — 'Tia  so  exceeding  Budilen 
lliat  really— 

Mri.  R.  That  really  she  is  frightened  out  of  ber  wits 
— lest  it  should  be  irapoesLble  to  bring  uinltera  about. 
But  I  have  taken  the  scheme  into  my  protection,  nn<l 
you  shall  be  Mrs.  Doricourt  before  nigiit.  Come.  [  7'o 
H»RDYj  to  bed  directly  :  your  room  shall  be  ctanuuiMl 
with  phials,  andall  the  appanttusof  death — then,  hnigli, 
presto !   for  Doricourt. 

Vil.  You  go  and  put  off  your  conquering  dress,  [To 
Letitia]  and  gel  all  your  awkward  airs  ready — And    ■ 
you  practise  a  few  gruiins.  fro   Hahdv]  and  yon,  if 
possible,  an  air  of  gravity.  [To  Mns.  IUckett.]  Til 
answer  for  thq  plot. 

LtL  Harried  In  j>al  I  'Tis  an  odd  Idea  E  Well,  III 

venture  It.      [fifeunt  Letitii  unJ  Mas.  Raceett,  h. 

VU.  Ay,  I'll  be  sworn !   ILooksalhis  Watch.]   'Tis 

past  three.     The  budget's  to  be  opened  this  murnlng, 

Vil  just  step  down  (o  llie  house.     Will  you  go  2 

Har.  What!  with  a  mortal  sickness? 

Vil.  Whftla  bloekhead  !  if  I  believe  half  of  us  (vere 

to  stay  away  with  mortal  sicknesses,  it  would  be  for 

the  health  of  the  nation.    Good  morning.     I'll  coll  and 

feel  your  pulse  as  I  come  back.  [EiU,  h. 

Har.  You  won't  find  them  over  bdsk,  1  faney.    I 

faresee  some  ill  happening  from  this  luaklng  believe  to 

dla  before  one's  time.     But  hang  it— ahem! — I   am  a 

stout  man   yet;  only  fifty-six— What's  that?     In  the 

last  yearly  bills  there  were  three  lived  to  above  an 

hundred :  fifty-six !     F)ddle-de-dee  •     I  am  not  afraid, 

not  1.  [Brit,  (. 


Enter  SAVtLLE,  l.  d. 
Sav.  Undressed  so  late  ? 

Dorie.  I  didn't  goto  bed  till  late— 'Inas  late  beror* 
'  alept— late  when  1  rove.     Do  yon  know  Lqid  QeoTfe 
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Bav.  Yet. 

Doric.  Has  he  a  mistress  t 
'  Sav,  Yes. 

Doric,  What  sort  of  a  Creature  is  the  ? 

Sav.  Why,  she  spends  him  three  thousand  a  year 
with  the  ease  of  a  duchess,  and  entertains  his  friends 
with  the  grace  of  a  Ninon.  Ergo,  she  is  handsome, 
spirited,  and  cleyer.  [Doricourt  watks  about  disov' 
dered,'\  In.the  name  of  caprice,  what  ails  you? 

Doric  >  You  have  hit  it — Elle  est  raon  caprice,  .  The 
mistress  of  Lord  George  Jennett  is  my  caprice  -Ob, 
insufferable ! 

Sav.  What,  you  saw  her  at  the  masquerade  ? 

Doric.  Saw  her,  loved  her,  died  for  her— 'Without 
knowing  her — and  now,  the  curse  is,  I  can*t  hate  her. 

Sav,  Ridiculous  enough  !  All  this  distress  about  a 
kept  woman,  whom  any  man  may  have,  I  dare  swear, 
in  a  fortnight — ^TheyVe  been  jarring  some  time. 

Doric.  Have  her  !  The  sentiment  I  haye  conceived 
for  <he  witch  is  so  unaccountable,  that,  in. that  line,  I 
cannot  bear  her  idea.  Was  she  a  woman  of  honour, 
for  a  wife,  I  could  adore  her — ^but  I  really  believe,  if 
she  should  send  me  an  assignation,  I  should  hate 
her. 

Sav.  Hey-day  I  This  sounds  like  love.  Wbat  be- 
comes of  poor  Miss  Hardy  ? 

i}oric.  Her  name  has  given  me  an  ague !  Dear  Sa- 
ving, how  shall  I  contrive  to  make  old  Hardy  cancel 
the  engagements?  The  moiety  of  the  estate,  which  he 
will  forfeit,  shall  bo  his  the  next  moment  by  deed  of 
Vft. 

Sav.  Let  me  see— Can*t  you  get  it  insinuated  that 
you  are  a  devilish  wild  fellow  ;  that  you  are  an  infi- 
del, and  attached  to  wenching,  gaming,  and  so  forth  ? 

Doric.  Ay,  such  a  character  might  have  done  some 
good  two  centuries  back.  But  who  the  devil  can  it 
frighten  now  ?  [  believe  it  must  be  the  mad  scheme 
at  last.     There,  will  that  do  for  a  grin  ?    • 

[^Affects  madness. 

Sav.  Ridiculous  !  But  how  are  you  certain  that  the 
woman  who  has  so  bewildered  you  belongs  to  Lord 
George  t 

Doric.  Flutter  told  me  so. 

Sav.  Then  fifty  to  one  against  the  intelligence. 

Doric.  It  must  be  so.  There  was  a  mystery  In  her 
manner,  for  which  nothing  else  can  account.  lA  violent 
rap,  L,]  Who  can  this  be  ? 
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Sav,  [Looks  out.]  The  proverb  is  your  answer— 'tis 
Flutter  bimself.  Tip  him  .a. scene  of  the  madman,  and 
see  how  it  takes. 

Doric,  I  will—^a  ffood  way  to  send  it  about  town. 
Shall  it  be  of  the  melancholy  kind,  or  the  ravings  ? 

Sat;.    Rant  I — ^rant  I  Here  he  comes. 

Dorie.  Talk  not  to  me,  who  can  pull  comets  by  the 
beard,  and  overset  an  island  ? 

Enter  Flutter,  l. 

TbereJ  This  is  he  I— this  is  he  who  hath  sent  my  poor 
soul,  without  coat  or  breeches,  to  be  tossed  about  in 
cither  like  a  duck-feather !  Villain,  give  me  my  soul 
again !  [Seizes  him. 

Flut,  Upon  my  soul,  I  havn*t  got  it. 

[Exceedingly  frighlened. 

Sav,  Oh,  Mr.  Flutter,  what  a  melancholy  sight  I  I 
little  thought  to  have  seen  my  poor  friend  reduced  to 
this. 

Elut,  Mercy  defend  me !  MThat,  is  he  mad  ? 

Sav,  You  see  how  it  is — ^Jealousy.  A  cursed  Ita- 
lian lady  gave  him  a  drug ;  and  every  full  of  the 
moon — — 

Doric,  Moon !  Who  dares  talk  of  the  moon?  The 
patroness  of  genius — the  rectifier  of  wits-— 4he — Oh! 
hei'«  she  is  ! — I  feel  her — she  tugs  at  my  brain — she  has 
it— she  has  it— Oh  I  [-Er^,  r. 

Flut,  Well,  this  is  dreadful  2  exceeding  dreadful,  I 
protest.    Have  you  had  Willis  ? 

Sav,  iNot  yet— The  worthy  Miss  Hardy — ^what  a 
misfortune ! 

Flut,  Ay,  very  true.    Do  they  know  it  ? 

Sav.  Oh,  no;  the  paroxysm  seized  him  but  this 
morning. 

Flut,  Adieu !  I  can*t  stay.  [Going  in  great  haste,  l. 

Sav,  But  you  must  stay,  [Holding  Am]  and  assist 
me— perhaps  hell  return  again  in  a  moment ;  and  when 
he  is  in  this  way,  his  strength  is  prodigious. 

Flut,  Can't,  indeed — can't  upon  my  soul.   [Going,  l. 

Sav,  Flutter— don't  make  a  mistake  now — remember 
'tis  Doricourt  that's  mad. 

FliU.  Yes-^you  mad.      -      > 
Sav,  No,  no  ;  Doricourt. 

Flut,  Egad,  rU  say  you  are  both  mad,  and  then  t 
ean't  mistake.  [Exeunt  Flut.  l.  Sav.  r. 
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SCENE  III.— Szr  George  Touchwood*^  Howe: 

Enter  Sir  Gborob,  r.  and  Ladt  Fbancbs  Touch- 
wood, L. 

Sir  G.  The  bird  is  escapedT-Courtall  is  gone  to 
France. 

Ladv  F,  Heaven  and  earth  J  Haye  you  been  to  seek 
him? 

Sir  G.  Seekliim !  Ay. 

Lady  F.  How  did  you  get  his  name  ?  I  should  neyer 
have  told  it  you. 

Sir  G.  1  leamM  it  in  the  first  coffee-house  I  entered. 
Every  body  is  full  of  the  story. 

Lady  F.  Thank  heairen  he*s  gone !  But  I  have  a 
story  for  you— The  Hardy  family  are  forming  a  plot 
upon  your  friend  Doricourt,  and  we  are  expected  in  the 
evening  to  assist. 

Sir  G.  With  all  my  heart,  my  angel ;  but  I  can't  stay 
to  hear  it  unfolded.  They  told  me  Mr.  Saville  would 
be  at  home  in  half  an  hour,  and  I  am  impatient  to  see 
him.    The  adventure  of  last  night 

Lady  F.  Think  of  it  only  with  gratitude.  The  dan- 
ger I  was  in  has  overset  a  new  system  of  conduct,  that 
perhaps  I  wa^  too  much  inclined  to  adopt.  But  hence- 
forward, my  dear  Sir  George,  you  shall  be  my  con- 
stant companion  and  protector.  And  when  they  ridi- 
cule the  unfashionable  monsters,  the  felicity  of  our 
hearts  will  make  their  satire  pointless. 

Sir  G,  Charming  angel  1  You  almost  reconcile  me  to 
Courtall.  Hark !  Here's  company.  [Stepping  to  ike 
DoorJ]  'Tis  your  lively  widow — I'll  step  down  the 
back  stairs  to  escape  her.  [£r«,  b. 

Enter  Mrs.  Rackbtt,  b. 

Mn.  R,  Oh,  Lady  Frances !  I  am  shocked  to  death. 
Have  you  received  a  6ard  from  lis? 

Lady  F.  Yes  ;  within  these  twenty  minutes. 

Mrs,  R,  Ay,  'tis  of  no  consequence. — *Tis  all  oyer — 
Doricourt's  mad. 

Lady  F.  Mad  I 

Mrs,  R,  My  poor  Letitia ! — Just  as  we  were  enjoy- 
ing ourselves  with  the  prospect  of  a  scheme  that  was 
planned  for  their  mutual  happiness,  in  came  Flutter, 
breathless,  with  the  intelligence :— I  flew  here  to  know 
If  you  had  heard  it. 
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Lad$f  F,  No,  indeed— and  I  hope  it  \b  one  of  Mr. 
Flutter's  dreams. 

Enter  Sa'villb,  r. 

Apropos;  now  we  shall  be  informed.  Mr,  Saville,  I 
rejoice  to  see  you,  though  Sir  George  will  be  disap- 
pointed ;  he'^s  gone  to  your  lodgings. 

Sav,  I  should  have  been  happy  to  have  prevented  Sir 
George.  I  hope  your  ladyship's  adventure  last  night 
iiid  not  .disturb  your  dreams  ? 

Lady  F.  Not  at  all ;  for  T  never  slept  a  moment.  Mf 
escape,  and  the  importance  of  my  obligations  to  you, 
euiployed  my  thoughts.  But  we  have  just  had  shocking 
intelligence Is  it  true  that  Dorieourt  is  mad? 

Sav,  So  the  business  is  done.  {^Agide,"]  l^adam,  I  am 
sorry  to  say  that  I  have  just  been  a  melancholy  witness 
of  his  ravings  ;  he  was  in  the  height  of  a  paroxysm. 

Mrs,  R.  Oh,  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  it !  Flutter  told 
us  the  whole  history.  Some  Italian  princess  gave  him 
a  drug,  in  a  box  of  sweetmeats,  sent  to  him  by  her  own 
page ;  and  it  renders  him  lunatic  every  month.  Poor 
Miss  Hardy  !  I  never  felt  so  much  on  any^  occasion  in 
my  life. 

Sav,  To  soften  your  concern,  I  will  inform  you. 
Madam,  that  Miss  Hardy  is  less  to  be  pitied  than  you 
imagine. 

Mrs,  R,  Why  so,  sir  ? 

Sav.  'Tis  rather  a  delicjate  subject,  but  he  did  not 
lovesMiss  Hardy. 

Mrs.  R.  He  did  love  Miss  Hardy,  sir,  and  would  have 
been  the  happiest  of  men. 

Sav,  Pardon  me,  madam  ;  his  heart  was  not  only  fre^ 
from  that  lady's  chains,  but  absolutely  captivated  by 
another. 

Mrs.  R,  No,  sir — no.  Tt  was  Miss  Hardy  who  cap- 
tivated him.  She  met  him  last  night  at  the  masquerade, 
and  charmed  him  in  disguise.  He  professed  the  most 
violent  passion  for  her ;  and  a  plan  was  laid  this  even- 
ing to  cheat  him  into  happiness. 

Sav,  Ha,  ha  ha !— Upon  my  soul,  T  must  beg  jrour 
pardon !  I  have  not  eaten  of  the  Italian  princess's  box 
of  sweetmeats,  sent  by  her  own  page ;  and  yet  I  am  as 
mad  as  Dorieourt.     Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Mrs,  R,  So  it  appears.    What  can  all  this  mean  ? 

Sav,  Why,   madam,   he  is  at  present  in  his  perfect 
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senses ;  but  he*ll  lose  them  in  ten  minutes  through  joy. 
The  madness  was  only  a  feint,  to  avoid  marrying  Biliss 
Hardy,  ha,  ha,  ha  I  •  1*11  carry  him  the  intelligence 
directly.  *  [Going, 

Mrs.  R.  Not  for  worlds.  I  owe  him  revenge  now  for 
what  he  has  made  us  suffer.  You  must  promise  not  to 
divulge  a  syllable  I  have  told  you ;  and  when  Doricourt 
is  summoned  to  Mr.  Hardy  *8,  prevail  on  him  to  come— 
madness  and  all. 

Lady  F.  Pray  do.  I  should  like  to  see  him  showing 
off,  now  I  &m  in  the  secret. 

Sa9.  Yon  must  be  obeyed,  though  'tis  inhuman  to 
conceal  his  happiness. 

Mr8,R,  I  am  going  home,  so  I'll  set  you  down  at  his 
lodgings,  and  acquaint  you,  by  the  way,  with  our  whole 
scheme.    Allons ! 

Sav.  I  attend  you.  [Leading  her  out. 

.    Mrs,  R.  You  won't  fail  us  ? 

[Exeunt  Mr.  Savillb  and  Mrs.  Rackett,  r. 

Ladif  F,  No ;  depend  on  us.  -     [Exit,  l. 


SCENE  IV.— Doruyottrt'*  Lodgings 

Do  r  I  c  o  u  RT  seated^  reading, 

Doric.  [Flings  away  the  Book.'\  What  effect  can  the 
morals  of  fourscore  have  on  a  mind  torn  with  passion  7 — 
[Mtising."]  Is  it  possible  such  a  soul  as  hers  can  support 
Itself  in  so  humiliating  a  situation?  A  kept  woman! 
[Rising.']  Well,  well — I  am  glad  it  is  so — 1  am  glad  it 
is  so ! 

Enter  Saville,  l. 

Sav,  What  a  happy  dog  you  are,  Doricourt !  I  might 
have  been  mad,  or  beggared,  or  pistol'd,  myself,  with- 
out its  being  mentioned — But  you,  forsooth  I  the  M(hole 
female  world  is  concerned  for.  I  reported  the  state  of 
your  brain  to  five  different  women.  The  lip  of  the  first 
trembled ;  the  white  bosom  of  the  second  heaved  a  sigh ; 
the  third  ejaculated,  and  turned  her  eye  to — the  glass ; 
the  fourth  blessed  herself ;  and  the  fifth  said,  whilst  she 
pinned  a  curl,  well,'  now  perhaps  he'll  be  an  amusing 
companion:  his  native  dulnesswas  intolerable. 

Doric,  Envy  !  sheer  envy,  by  the  smiles  of  Hebe ! — 
There  are  not  less  than  forty  pair  of  the  brightest  eyes 
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in  town  will  drop  crystals^  when  tbey  h<«r  of  my  mis- 
fortune. 

Sav,  Well,  but  I  have  news  for  you :— Poor  Hardy  is 
confined  to  his  bed !  Ihey  say  he  is  going  out  of  the 
world  by  the  first  post,  and  he  wants  to  give  you  his 
blessing. 

Doric,  III !  so  ill  l  I  am  sorry  from  my  soul.  He*s  a 
worthy  little  fellow— if  he  had  not  the  gift  of  foreseeing 
so  strongly. 

Sav,  Well,  you  must  go  and  take  leave. 

Doric.  What !  to  apt  the  lunatic  in  the  dying  man's 
chamber  1 

Sav,  Exactly  the  thing  ;  and  will  bring  your  business 
to  a  short  issue ;  for  his  last  commands  must  be  that  you 
are  not  to  marry  his  daughter, 

Doric,  That's  true,  by  Jupiter  I—and  yet,  hang  it, 
impose  upon  a  fellow  at  so  serious  a  moment  f — I  can't 
do  it. 

Sav,  You  must,  faith.  I  am  answerable  for  your  ap- 
pearance, though  it  should  be  in  a  straight  waistcoat. 
He  knows  your  situation,  and  seems  the  more  desirous 
of  an  interview. 

Doric,  i  don't  like  encountering  Rackett.  She's  an 
arch  little  devil,  and  will  discover  the  cheat. 

Sav.  There's  a  fellow  !  (Iieated  ninety-nine  Women, 
and  now  afraid  of  the  hundredth. 

Doric.  And  with  reason— for  that  hundredth  is  a 
widow.  [^Exeuntf  l. 

SCENE  V,-Hardp'8. 

Enter  Mrs.  Rackett  and  Miss  Ogle,  l. 

Miss  O.  And  so  Miss  Hardy  is  actually  to  be  mar- 
ried to-night? 

Mrs,  R.  If  her  fate  does  not  deceive  her.  You  are 
apprised  of  the  scheme,  and  we  hope  it  will  succeed. 

Miss  0,  Deuce  take  her !  she^s  six  years  younger 
than  I  am.     {Aside.}     Is  Mr.  Doricourt  handsome? 

Mrs.  R.  handsome,  generous,  young,  and  rich. — 
There's  a  husband  for  ye  I  Isn't  he  worth  pulling  baps 
for  ? 

Miss  0.  I'my  conscience,  the  widow  speaks  as  though 
she'd  give  cap,  ears,  and  all  for  him.  [_Aside,']  I  won- 
der you  didn't  try  to  catch  this  wonderful  man,  Mr:;. 
Rackett  ? 

F  2 


64  TUB    BBLLB'8  [A.CT  ▼. 

Mt9.  R,  Really,  Miss  Ogle,  I  had  no  time.  Besides, 
when  1  marry,  so  many  stout  young  fellows  will  hang 
themselves,  ^at  out  of  regard  to  society,  in  these  sad 
times,  I  shall  postpone  it  for  a  few  years.  This  will 
cost  her  a  new  lace — I  heard  it  crack.  [^Atide, 

Enter  Sta  George  and  Ladt  Frances,  l. 

Sir  G,  Well,  here  we  are.  But  where's  the  knight 
of  the  woeful  countenance  ? 

Mrs,  R,  Here  soon,  I  hope— for  a  woeful  night  it 
will  be  without  him. 

Sir  G.  Oh,  fie  !  do  you  condescend  to  pun  ? 

Mrs,  R,  Why  not  ?  It  requires  genius  to  make  a  good 
pun — some  men  of  bright  parts  can't  reach  it.  I  know 
a  lawyer,  who  writes  tham  on  the  back  of  his  briefs ; 
aiid  says  they  are  of  great  use— in  a  dry  cause. 

filler  Flutter,  l. 

FltU,  Here  they  come  !  Here  they  come !  Their 
coach  stopped  as  mine  drove  off. 

Sav.  [WithoiU,']  Come,  let  me  guide  you!  This 
way,  my  poor  friend  !     Why  are  you  so  furious  ? 

Doric,  [  Without,']  The  house  of  death — to  the  house 
of  death ! 

Enter  Doricourt  and  Savillb,  Jb. 

Ah !  this  is  the  spot ! 

Ladp  F.  How  wild  and  fiery  he  looks  ! 

Miss  0,  Now,  I  think  he  looks  terrified  ! 

Mrs.  R,  I  never  saw  a  madman  before— let  me  ex^ 
amine  him— Will  he  bite  ? 

Sav,  Pray  keep  out  of  his  reach,  ladies — You  don*t 
know  your  danger.  He*s  like  a  wild  cat,  if  a  sudden 
thought  seizes  him. 

Mrs.  jR.  You  talk  like  a  keeper  of  wild  cats — How 
much  do  you  demand  for  showing  the  monster  ? 

Doric,  I  don't  like  this — 1  must  rouse  their  sensibility. 
[Aside,]  There !  there  she  darts  through  the  air  in 
liquid  flames.  Down  again.  Now  I  have  her— Oh,  she 
bums  !  she  scorches  !  Oh  I  she  eats  into  my  very  heart ! 

Omnes,  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Doric,  I  am  laughed  at  I 

Mrs,  R,  Laughed  at— ay,  to  be  sure !  why  I  eo^ld 
play  the  madman  better  than  you.  There  !  there  she 
18  ! '  Now  I  have  her  1  Ha,  ha,  ha  1 


Doric.   I'll  Icnvslhnhouap:     I'm  cii 

SirG.  Stay,  sir— You  idubI  not  go. 
duoB.  Mr.  Ooricourt,  to  affect  inailneBi 


.sviir.  Since  you  Bre  diacovertrf,  eonfeEa  llie  wliol« 
Doric.  Yes ;  since  niy  designs  )»ive  hetn  so  nnau- 

countably  dlscoieroil,  I  will  ainwthewhole.    I  cannot 

love  MisH  Hardy — and  I  will  never — 

Sub.  Hold,  my  dear  Uoricuuitl   What  will  tlic  iFOrld 

Doric.  Damn  tfac  world '.  What  will  tho  ^i-orid  ^ive 
me  for  the  loss  of  happiness!  Miut  I  sacriHcomy  ptaue, 
to  pleose  the  world  7 

Sir  O.  Yes,  every  tiling,  ralliertlianbe  liranded  witli 
(liihonaur. 

Lailg  F.  Thongil  our  argumPnls  should  fail,  thera  is 
>  pleader,  vtiioiayou  surely  cunnal  wiltisland  —  lhe  dying 
Mr.  Hardy  supplicnleB  you  mil  to  fors alto  his  cl;ild. 

Sir  G.  TliB  dying  Mr.  Hardy  ! 

FM.  Tiie  dying  Mr.  Hardy  ; 

Eitler  ViLi^HS,  B, 

fit.  The  dy)ng-Mr.  Hard;  requests  you  tograDthlm 
a  moment's  conversation .  Mr.  Doricourt.  thongh  you 
should  penist  to  send  him  miserable  lo  the  grave,  f.ct 
me  conduct  you  lo  his  chamber. 

Doric.  Oh.  ay,  any  where  ;  lo  the  antipodes — (o  tlio 
moon—Carry  me — Do  with  me  what  you  will. 

lUrs.  R.  I'll  follow,  and  let  you  know  what  passes. 
[Exeunt    Vil.  Doric.  Mhs.  R,  aiut  Miss  O.,  it. 

FltU.  Ladies,  ladies,  have  the  charity  lo  take  me 
with  yon,  that  I  may  make  no  blunder  in  repeating  Iho 
■tory.  [ExU,  u. 

Lady  F.  Sir  George,  you  don't  know  Mr.  Saville. 
[Exit,  a. 

Sir  G.  Ten  thousand  pardons  ;  I  bave  been  with  the 
utmost  impatience  at  your  door  twice  in-day. 

Sod.  I  am  concerned  yon  had  so  mnch  Ironble,   Sir 

Sir  G.  Trouble  !  what  a  wont !  I  hardly  know  how 
to  address  you  ;  your  liavirg  preflerved  Lady  Frances 
in  so  imminent  a  danger — start  not,  Saville  ;  to  protect 
Lady  Frances  was  my  right.  You  have  wrested  from 
me  my  dearest  privilege. 

f3 
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8av,  I  hardly  know  how  to  answer  aach  a  reproach. 

Sir  Q,  J  do  not  mean  to  reproach  you.  I  hardly  know 
wliat  1  mean.  There  is  one  method  by  which  you.  may 
restore  peace  to  me.  I  have  a  sister,  Sayille,  who  is 
amiable  ;  and  you  are  worthy  of  her.  You  must  go 
with  us  into  Hampshire :  and  if  you  see  each  other  with 
the  eyes  I  do,  our  felicity  will  be  complete. 

Sav.  I  will  attend  you  to  Hampshire  with  pleasure ; 
but  not  on  the  plan  of  retirement.  Society  has  claiins 
on  Lady  Frances  that  forbid  it. 

SirG.  Claims,  Saville  ? 

.Sai7.  Yes,  claims  ;  Lady  Frances  was  bom  to  be  the 
ornament  of  courts.  SHe  is  sufficiently  alarmed,  not  to 
wander  beyond  the  reach  of  her  protector ;  and,  from 
the  British  court,  the  most  tenderly  anxious  husband 
could  not  wish  to  banish  his  wife.  Bid  her  keep  in  her 
eye  the  bright  example  who  presides  there  ;  the  splen- 
dour of  whose  rank  yields  to  the  superior  lustre  of  her 
virtue. 

Re-enUr  Mrs.  R/lckett,  Lady  Frances,  Miss  Ogle, 

and  Flutter,  r. 

Mrs,  R,  Oh,  heavens  !  do  you  know — 

Flwt,  Let  me  tell  the  story.     As  soon  as  Doricourt— 

Mrs.  ii.  I  protest  you  shau*t,  said  Mr.  Hardy 

Flut.  No,  'twas  Doricourt  spoke  first — -says  he No, 

twas  the  parson— says  he — 

Mrs.  R,  Stop  his  mouth.  Sir  George— he'll  spoil  the 
tale. 

Sir  G.  Never  heed  circumstances— the  result--the 
result. 

Mrs,  R,  No,  no  ;  you  shall  have  it  in  form.  Mr.  Hardy 
performed  the  sick  man  like  an  angel.  He  sat  up  in 
bed,  and  talked  so  pathetically,  that  the  tears  stood  in 
Doricourt's  eyes. 

Flut,  Ay,  stood— they  did  not  tlrop,  but  stood.  I 
shall  in  future  be  very  exact :  the  parson  seized  the  mo- 
ment ;  you  know  they  never  miss  an  opportunity. 

Mrs,  R,  *' Make  haste,"  said  Doricourt ;  "if  I  have 
time  to  reflect,  poor  Hardy  will  die  unhappy." 

Flut,  They  were  got  as  far  as  they  day  of  judgment, 
when  we  slipped  out  of  the  room. 

Sir  G,  Then,  by  this  time,  they  must  have  reached 
amazement,  which  every  body  knows  is  the  end  of  ma- 
trimony. 


8CBNB  r.]  8TRATA0BM  0^ 

Mrt.  R.  Ay,  the  reyerend  ifathers  ended  the  serrice 
with  that  word,  prophetically — ^to  teach  the  bride  what 
a  capricious  monster  a  husband  is. 

Sir  G.  I  rather  thinlc  it  was  sarcastically — to  prepare 
the  bridegroom  for  the  unreasonable  humours  and  vaga- 
ries of  his  helpmate. 

Lady  F,  Here  comes  the  bridegroom  of  to-night. 

Re-enter  Doa;couRT   and  Villbhs,  r.  d.— Yillbrs 
whispers  Saville,  who  goes  out^  l.  d. 

Omnes,  Joy  !  joy  !  joy  I 

Miss  0.  If  he's  a  sample  q{  bridegrooms,  keep  me 
single  !  A  younger  brother,  from  the  funeral  of  his 
father,  could  not  ca/ry  a  more  fretful  countenance. 

Flut.  Oh  I  now  he*s  melancholy  mad,  I^  suppose. 

Lady  F,  You  do  not  consider  the  importance  of  the 
occasion. 

Vil,  No,  nor  how  shocking  a  thing  it  is  for  a  man  to 
be  forced  to  marry  one  woman  whilst  his  heart  is  devoted 
to  another. 

Mrs,  R,  Well,  now  *tis  over,  I  confess  to  you,  Mr. 
Doricourt,  I  think  'twas  a  most  ridiculous  piece  of 
Quixotism,  to  give  up  the  happiness  of  a  whole  life  to 
a  man  who  perhaps  has  but- few  moments  to  be  sensible 
of  the  sacrifice. 

Flut.  So  it  appeared  to  me.  But,  thought  I,  Mr. 
Doricourt  has  travelled — he  knows  best. 

Doric,  Zounds !  confusion  I  did  ye  not  all  set  upon 
me?  Didn't  ye  talk  to  me  of  honour— compassion — 
justice  ? 

Sir  G.  Very  true— you  have  acted  according  to  their 
dictates,  and  I  hope  the  utmost  felicity  of  the  married 
state  will  reward  you. 

Doric.  Never,  Sir  George  !  To  felicity  I  bid  adieu— 
but  I  will  endeavour  to  be  content.  Where  is  my — 1 
must  speak  it — where  is  my  wife? 

Enter  Letitia,  l.  d.  masked,  led  by  Savillb. 

Sav.  Mr.  Doricourt,  this  lady  was  pressing  to  be  in- 
troduced to  you. 

Doric.  Oh  !  [Startinff. 

Let.  I  told  you  last  night  you  should  see  me  at  a 
time  when  you  least  expected  me,  and  I  have  kept  my 
promise. 

Vil.  Whoever  you  are,  madam,  you  could  not  have 
arrived  at  a  happier  moment.  Mr.  Doricourt  is  just 
married. 
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Let,  Married,  iippossible  !  *tis  but  a  few  hours  since 
be  swore  to  me  eternal  loYe  :  I  believed  him,  gave  him 
up  my  undivided  heart — and  now  !— ungrateful  sex ! 

Doric.  Your  undivided  heart !  No,  lady — my  fate, 
thank  Heaven  !  yet  wants  that  torture.  Nothing  but  the 
conviction  that  you  was  another's  could  have  made  me 
think  one  moment  of  marriage,  to  have  saved  the  lives 
of  half  mankind.  But  this  visit,  madam,  is  as  bar- 
barous as  unexpected.  It  is  now  my  duty  to  forget  yoo, 
which,  spite  of  your  situation,  I  found  diflBicult  enough. 

Let.  My  situation  !  what  situation  ? 

Doric,  I  must  apologise  for  explaining  it  in  this  com- 
pany— but,  madam,  I  am  not  ignorant  that  you  are  the 
companion  of  LordGeorge  Jennett— andthisjs  the  only 
circumstance  that  can  give  me  peace. 

Lei.  I — a  companion  !  ridiculous  pretence !  no,  sir, 
know,  to  your  confusion,  that  ray  heart,  my  honour,  my 
name  is  unspotted  as  hers  you  have  married  ;  my  birth 
equal  to  your  own,  my  fortune  large.  That,  and  my 
person,  might  have  been  yours.     But,  sir,  farewell  I 

IGoing. 

Doric.  Oh,  stay  a  moment.  [To  Flutter.]  Rascal ! 
is  she  not — 

Flut.  Who,  she?  O  lord  !— no— -'Twas  quite  a  dif- 
ferent person  tliat  I  meant.  I  never  saw  that  lady 
before. 

Doric.  Then,  never  shalt  thou  see  her  more. 

[Shakes  Flutter. 

Mrs.  R,  Have  mercy  upon  the  poor  man  I  heavens  .' 
He*ll  murder  him. 

Doric.  Murder  him  !  Yes,  you,  myself,  and  all  man- 
kind. Sir  George — Saville— Villers — *twas  you  who 
pushed  me  on  this  precipice ;  *tis  you  who  have  snatched 
from  me  joy,  felicity,  and  life. 

Mrs.  R.  There  I  now,  how  well  he  acts  the  madman ! 
This  is  something  like  !  I  knew  he  would  do  it  well 
enough,  when  the  time  came. 

Doric. Hard-harted  woman  !  enjoy  my  ruin — riot  in 
my  wretchedness. 

Enter  Hardy,  hastily^  in  his  Nightcap  and  Gown,  n.  d. 

Har.  This  is  too  much.  You  are  now  the  husband  of 
my  daughter ;  and  how  dare  you  show  all  this  passion 
about  another  woman  ? 

Doric,  Alive  again  ! 

Har,  Alive  ;  ay,  and  merry.     Here  wipe  off  the  floiy 
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from  my  face.  I  was  never  in  better  health  and  spirits 
in  all  my  life.  I  foresaw  'twould  do.  Why,  my  illness 
was  only  a  feteh,  man !  to  make  you  marry  Letty. 

Doric,  It  was !  base  and  ung^enerous  !  Well,  sir,  you 
shall  be  gratified.  The  possession  of  my  heart  was 
no  object  either  with  you  or  your  daughter.  My  fortune 
and  name  was  all  you  desired,  and  these — I  leave  ye. 
My  native  England  I  shall  quit,  nor  never  behold  you 
more.  But,  lady,  that,  in  my  exile,  1  may  have  one 
consolation,  grant  me  the  favour  you  denied  last  night ; 
— let  me  behold  all  that  mask  conc'eals,  that  your  whole 
image  may  be  impressed  on  my  heart,  and  cheer  my  dis- 
tant solitary  hours. 

Let,  This  is  the  most  awful  moment  of  my  life.  Oh, 
Doricourt,  the  slight  action  of  taking  off  my  mask 
stamps  me  the  most  blest,  or  miserable  of  women  1 

Doric.  What  can  this  mean?  Reveal  your  face,  t 
conjure  you. 

Let,  Behold  it.  [Unmaskt, 

Doric,  Rapture  !  transport!  heftven  ! 
Flut,  Now  for  a  toiush  of  the  happy  madman. 
Le£.  This  little  stratagem  arose  from  my  disappoiet- 
ment  in  not  having  madk the  impression  on  you  I  wish- 
ed. The  timidity  of  the  English  character  threw  a 
veil  over  me  you  could  not  penetrate.  You  have  forced 
me  to  emerge  in  some  measure  from  my  natural  reserve, 
and  to  throw  off  the  veil  that  hid  me. 

Doric,  I  am  yet  in  a  slate  of  intoxication — I  cannot 
answer  you.     Speak  on,  sweet  angel ! 

Let,  You  see  I  can  be  any  thing ;  choose  then  my 
character — you  shall  fix  it.  Shall  1  be  an  English  wife  ? 
— or,  breaking  all  the  bonds  of  nature  and  education, 
step  forth  to  the  world  in  all  the  captivating  glare  of 
foreign  manners  ? 

Doric,  You  shall  be  nothing  but  yourself — ^nothing 
can  be  captivating  that  you  are  not.  I  will  not  wrong 
your  penetration,  by  pretending  that  you  won  my  heart 
at  the  first  interview  ;  but  you  have  now  my  whole  soul 

your  person,  your  face,  your  mind,  1  would  not 

exchange  for  those  of  any  other  woman  breathing 

Har,  A  dog !  how  well  he  makes  up  for  past  slights  ! 
cousin  Rackett,  I  wish  you  a  good  husband,  with  all 
my  heart.  Mr.  Flutter,  I'll  believe  every  word  you 
say  this  fortnight.  Mr.  Villers,  you  and  I  have  manag 
ed  this  to  a  T.  I  never  was  so  merrjP^n  vaiy  life— 'Ga3, 
I  believe  I  can  dance.  [Capering 
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Doric*  Charming,  charming  creature ! 

Let'  Ck)ngratiilate  me,  my  dear  friends !  Can  you 
conceive  my  happiness  ? 

liar.  No,  congratulate  me,  for  mine  is  the  greatest. 

Flut,  No,  congratulate  me,  that  I  have  escaped  with 
life,  and  give  me  some  sticking  plaster — this  wild  cat  has 
torn  the  sldn  from  my  throat. 

Ifar,  Come  into  the  next  room :  I  have  ordered  out 
every  drop  of  my  forty-eight,  and  I'll  invite  the  whole 
parish  of  St.  George's,  but  we'll  drink  it  out — except 
one  dozen,  which  f  shall  keep  under  three  double  locks, 
for  a  certain  christening,  that  I  foresee  will  happen 
within  this  twelvemonth. 

Doric,  My  charming  bride !  It  was  a  strange  perver- 
sion of  taste,  that  led  me  to  consider  the  delicate  timid- 
ity of  your  deportment  as  the  mark  of  an  uninformed 
mind,  or  inelegant  manners.  I  feel  now  it  isto.thatin- 
i^te  modesty,  English  husbands  owe  a  felicity  the  mar- 
Hed  men  of  other  nations  are  strangers  to  ;  it  is  a  sacrc<t 
veil  to  your  own  charms  ;  it  is  the  surest  bulwark  to  your 
husband's  honour  ;  and  curse  on  the  hour-^^hould  it  ever 
arrive— in  which  British  ladies  shall  sacrinbe  to  foreign 
graces  the  grace  of  modestv. 


THB   END. 


EPILOGUE. 

SPOKEN  BT  LETITIA. 


\fy  cease,  and  heaV  me ! — I  am  come  to  ask 
pleasM  at  conquest  gain'd  behind  a  mask  ! 
;range  1    Why,  pray  what  Lady  Bab,  or  Grace, 
Mton  a  loir^r — in  her  natural  face  1 
ke  me  not  I    French  red  and  blanching  creams 
»p  not  to-^for  these  are  hackneyed  themes  ; 
irts  I  mean  are  harder  to  detect, 
sr  put  on,  displayed  to  more  effect, 
pride  or  envy  by  their  horrid  lines, 
oy  th*  effect  of  nature's  sweet  designs  7 
nask  of  softness  is  at  once  applied, 
gentlest  manners  decorate  the  bride  \ 
es  heart  in  love  inspire  the  vestal's  eye,_ . 
)int  the  glance,  or  prompt  the  struggling  sigh? 
[)ian*s  brows  more  rigid  frowns  disclose, 
;imid  hues  appear,  where  passion  glows, 
d  you,  my  gentle  sirs,  wear  vizors  too, 
Ml  unmask  you,  and  expose  to  view 
hidden  features. — First,  I  point  at  you  I 
well-sruflTd  waistcoat,  and  that  ruddy  cheek^ 
ample  forehead,  and  that  skin  so  sleek, 
t  out  good  nature  and  a  generous  heart — 
nt !  stand  forth,  and  conscious,  own  thy  part ; 
wife,  thy  children,  tremble  in  thy  eye, 
peace  is  banish'd- — when  the  father's  nigh  I 
re  'tis  enchantment !    See,  on  every  side 
masks  fall  off ! — In  charity  I  hide 
monstrous  features  rushing  to  my  view — 
not  there,  grand-papa — ^nor  you — nor  you, 
should  I  show  your  features  to  each  other, 
>«e  be  known  would  by  his  friend  or  brother. 
is  plain,  in  real  life,  from  youth  to  age, 
irear  their  masks.     Here  only  on  the  stage, 
see  us  as  we  are  ;  here  trust  your  eyes, 
wish  to  please  cannot  be  mere  disguise. 
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REMARKS. 


We  have  often  bowed  with  reverence  to  Ae  genins  that  dictated 
the  following  beantlful  lines :~"  The  stream  of  Time,  which  is  con- 
tinually washing  the  dissoluble  fabrics  of  otiier  poets,  passes  without 
injury  the  adamant  of  Sbakspeare."  And  deeply  have  we  regretted 
the  perrerseness  that  conld  qualify  so  eloquent  an  enlogium,  by  a 
rash  censure  of  some  of  the  most  admirable  productions  of  the  same 
author.  A  more  harsh  and  unmerited  sentence  was  never  prononneed, 
than  Doctor  Jolinson's  on  the  play  of  Cymbeline. 

Had  this  dogmatism  proceeded  from  Voltaire,  and  his  despicable 
school  of  criticism.  Satire  had  been  dumb  :~ 

"  Satire  or  Sense  alike  can  Spoms  feet,— 
Who  breaks  a  butterfly  upon  a  wheel  V 

But,  wh«n  an  authority  of  the  most  profound  learning  and  com- 
prehensive knowledge  strikes  the  blow,  it  is  the  last,  the  noblest 
conspirator,  stabbing  the  fair  fame  of  Sbakspeare. 

Is  it  not  a  reproach  to  our  English  taste,  that  z  foreign  critic  dionhl 
have  entered  more  deeply  into  the  beauties  of  Shalupeare  than  al- 
most any  of  his  countrymen  t  The  admirable  Schlegel  has  descanted 
on  this  enchanting  drama  with  the  acute  perception  of  the  criiie, 
and  the  divine  enthusiasm  of  the  poet ;  for,  unless  the  influence  of 
the  poet  be  duly  felt,  the  critic  labours  in  vain.  Romance  had  no 
clianns  for  Johnson ;  but  he  might  still  have  found  sufOlcieut  food  for 
his  severer  studies  in  this  beantiftil  play,  to  redeem  its  many  incon- 
gruities of  fiction,  conduct,  and  character. 

The  plot  of  Cymbeline  is  borrowed  flrom  an  old  story-boolc,  en- 
titled "  Westward  for  Smelts,"  4to.  lOOS.  The  wager  between  Post- 
hnntus  and  lacbimo  is  from  the  Decameron  of  Boccacio :  with 
these  are  combined  some  traditionary  tales  of  the  ancient  Britons, 
connected  with  the  times  of  the  early  Roman  emperors ;  transitions 
that  may  well  startle  the  disciples  of  Aristotle  I  But,  as  it  has  lieen 
eloquently  said,  if  the  Stagyrite  had  lived  to  behold  Shakspeart,  he 
would  have  fallen  down  and  worshipped  him.— Let  the  short-sighted 
censure  of  his  followers  melt  into  thin  air. 

No  female  character  ever  drawn  }o^  Sbakspeare  can  compare  with 
Imogen.  She  is  a  perfect  representation  of  devotedness  and  chastity, 
of  innocence  and  heroism.  *'  Love,"  to  adopt  the  eloquent  language 
of  ProfessOT  Richardson,  *<  is  the  ruling  passion ;  but  it  is  love  ratified 
by  wedlock,  gentle,  constant,  and  refined."  Her  courage  in  redsting 
the  proffered  love  of  Cloten ;  her  self-reproach  at  having  entotalned 
even  a  momentary  suspicion  of  her  lord's  infidelity ;  her  resolution 
to  follow  him  in  his  banishment:  her  grief  at  his  unjust  aspersions  ; 
her  supposed  death  and  ftineral  rites,  are  among  the  choieett  In- 
spirations of  Sbakspeare.  The  mysterious  feeling  of  melancholy-^ 
the  too  frequent  accompaniment  of  the  o'er-informed  mind,  is  no 
less  philosophically  than  beautifully  expressed  :-- 

-  O,  Melancholy  I 
Who  ever  yet  conld  sound  thy  bottom  f'~9nd 
The  ooze,  to  show  what  coast  thy  sluggish  care 
Might  easiliest  harbour  in  t 

Thou  blessed  thing, 
TUv«  diadeit,  •  most  rare  boy,  of  melancholy." 


HHAEKI. 


IW  irdoiir  lod  riiiiiinclty  an  well  conlrutcd  with  ttac  ■ 

of  IbrirtoiUrAIlitr,  Bcluini.    How  pilbclie  i>  iht  foil .--,-, 

gf  ArrlrjifUi  nlillTc  ti>  (be  loppoied  duLli  ot  ImofcD ! — 
'Bil.  Whitl  U  be  dudi  How  tonai  joa  hinl 

'  Not  u'dnlVi'Si"  Mnt  U*tk'd  ■!  i  Ue  itftx  <'»•« 

n«  Ji«luM  gt  PgribanM  b  qiOH  m  utnl  ••  U.*!  ofOttdlo^ 
Tb*  iwT  dlHuUloD  or  Uh  Hgsr  nqntnd  IS  k*  wock«d  «»M  by  Ike 
luluidiM  oC  bfo  I  ftv,  hid  th*  nUI  sT  DodMHu  nmd  OB  iha 
vajduOcrbiiamltTOtlhabaMUurdiktilaH.ntB  SbtinurA 
nSu  a«Jd  bvdly  km  neoDdhd  u  lo  tba  ddlri»  «r  CUeH*. 
Tbe  erldcacB  edducd  by  lacbfHuli  oTk  DKbKroBcerDatwvl  Ut 
euaUeiicc  end  wftaj  f^t  u  air  oT  tnib  to  Ua  nunlln  |  ud, 
OHWh  *ic  mn  Bow  Uu  two  taj  cmlalilr  of  Fvuhmnw,  wa  «■■ 
wn  duuMiio  n  u  (MbH  ImbecUa  or  innMimL 

Chucahiu  bHD  pnmaiRd  ■  cuniridlctJoii,  rrom  ihc  oppo^fbn- 

ftHnd  ulttd  b  OM  ptnoi.    Tbt  elemeuiiat  whicb  Ibli  ■[nugE  dw 
nrif*  liaunnatfd  in  HnriDgi  VkDitf,  ODliy  valoari  witb  tamctbinR 
d  t^wd  HUH.     SU  Andrew  Amecbcek 
b;  eiliica(b».    The  one  ii  (lu  perTcc- 

._     .  _...     ..         _._      ,      ..rlbrigbL    Men.  im bed- 
Uli  1>  BM  ■  U  wl^Kl  fci  oJitb ;  — '  -  ■—- '  -  —  -"— 

WHH  h-*-' "- ■-' 


ill  feeliDi.    Bit  Clslcd  prmokei  our  beutieit  moilineDl  by  liii 
'ilfal  foUr  Hud  pompnni  imriltr, 
Inf«iip«FicJi  urov^out  IbU  ptey  are  iBQUiicnbLajHBHcs  of  dp 

irlpllte  bejtiily,  jqM  HOILmeni,  u>d  deep  pHiboK.    1h  iudf  kii  ibg 

tiuefbil  ShakapeATc  inirodacFi  wlih  inch  wonderfeL  fifect  f^  niuir 
lit  biJlaivcl  graaDil ;  ind  iDiiiii  of  mmt  affeiliiil  liupUeUT  irae 


n>  mppiuuce  or  Fotlhumu,  ihe  connii 
pwKtisB  or  Cjrmbelliie,  ud  Ibe  tecotnitlo 

ntu,  midet  tbe  tatt  pecoUvly  eff«[We.  

BOIlMd  b>  SWcfUl,  wbO  dia]l<n(«i  Ibt  idmlren  of  Ben  JoDMB  to 
point  oil  Uw  cOBclgiloa  oT  uy  one  of  bi>  plaji  whtcb  li  iintw 

tbb.   Tbc  iBt^vatm  D<  Ucblmu'i  bueoeu  by  Posthnmsi  la  tum- 
T«j«d  in  tesgufe  eqnsJIj  toTty  ud  (cneronB  -— 

^0  pcmrtr  tbii  I  hiTs  on  yon  it  lo  ipsrc  mui 
jite  fiullH  towJuds  yon,  (o/OTjrJtre  rou-    Live. 
Aikd  deal  w!ih  oibcn  bcitEr.^ 
Ginrick'i  Fodbi 
(orniBM.    Hlib 
«id  Roddl^    Bi 


REMARKS.  7 

Shakgpeare  has  delineated  him — that  the  acting  of  the  late  Mr. 
Kerable  was  perfect.  Many  parts  of  the  character  were  given  by 
Mr.  Kean  wi^  strong  effect,  bnt  the  excellence  of  his  Richard  and 
Shylock  throws  every  one  of  his  leas  perfect  performances  into  tlie 
shade.  Mr.  Charles  Kemble  is  the  best  Posthnmos  since  the  days  of 
his  brother.  His  agony  and  impatience  when  he  strikes  the  supposed 
Page,  and  his  sndden  burst  of  Joy  when  he  discovers  that  Imogen 
still  lives,  were  Shakspeare  all  over. 

The  lachimo  of  Cooke,  like  many  of  that  great  actor's  perform- 
ances, was  very  uneqnal.  He  had  all  the  art  of  the  crafty  Italian,  bnt 
none  of  the  careiets  gaiety.  There  were,  however,  scenes  of  trans- 
cendant  skill.  His  Took  and  manner,  where  he  emeraes  firom  the 
dtest,  in  Imogen's  chamber,  were  terribly  impressive.  An  aspect  of 
more  snper-haman  vlllany,  dashed  with  f^arftil  apprehension,  was 
never  euiUted  on  the  stage.  The  aodlence  were  nnshed  into  the 
deepest  silence  by  his  halt-broken,  yet  distinct  whispers*  His  death* 
like  tread  rendered  the  sleep  of  Imogen  uiore  profoand  I  His  gloat- 
ing eye,  wandering  over  her  beauties — his  breathless  caution  when  he 
anclasps  the  bracelet — the  irresolution  .and  fear  tliat  atteraately  re« 
tard  and  hasten  his  return  to  the  chest— and  his  flend>like  smile  of 
exultadon  when  he  eloscw  the  lid,  were  studies  that  every  actor,  who 
m^^rm  to  histrionic  excellence,  would  do  well  to  profit  by. 

Mr.  Young's  lacliimo,  considered  as  a  whole,  is,  perhaps,  superior 
to  Mr.  Cooke's,  because  it  is  throughout  more  eomhtent.  It  is  the 
reralt  of  deep  reflection  and  consummate  art.  The  art  may  occft- 
siMially  be  too  apparent;  but  it  is  so  modulated  and  softened  down, 
as  to  follow  hard  upon  nature^  Siddons,  when  in  her  meridian,  as- 
sumed the  garb  of  Imogen ;  and  we  have  it  from  the  l>est  autliority, 
to  say,  that  she  threw  into  it  all  the  force  of  her  amasing  genius. 
lfo'aietress,in  our  fime,  ever  gave  to  this  lovely  character  the  true 
Sbakspeanan  colouring  but  "Nut*  Jordan.  All  other  attempts  have 
hillen  short  of  the  delicacy,  the  tetademess,  tli^  pastoral  simplicity  of 
ttds  paragon  of  womanhood.  Cloten,  in  the  hands  of  the  late  0ol> 
Palmer,  was  an  amusing  picture  of  stupid  arrogance.  Farley  has  all 
the  pertness  and  flippancy  of  this  court  fool ;  but  the  ridiculous  va- 
nity and  folly  of  Cloten  are  the  true  properties  of  Uston.  Why  does 
not  this  genuine  actor  cast  off  his  parts  of  insij^d  buffoonery,  and 
return  to  Shakspeare  t  He  shall  be  received  like  tne  truant  prodigal — 
and  have  the  beat  fatted  cay !  Does  he  want  cciff  MaIv6lio  is 
made  ready  to  his  hand.  Does  he  want  drollery  and  quaint  hu- 
mour  f  Let  him  turn  to  Lannce,  Dogberry,  and  good  Master  Launeelot 
Ctobbo.  A  reputation  founded  on  (he  just  performance  of  characters 
Uke  these,  shall  transmit  him  as  a  great  actor  to  posterity ;  and  for 
a  very  sufficient  reason — that  they  will  always  be  read  and  rtmem- 
t>ered  with  delight ;  whereas  the  utmost  indulgence  that  a  large  pro- 
portion of  the  herd  of  modern  playwrights  can  hope  flrom  p<wterily 
irill  be  an  act  of  oblivion. 


JLMr€pitedattk€Tkeatr§R»9al,OnemtGM'd€m,M^  It,ttV. 


CTMBBLINB.~Psrple  and  yellow  itriped  ataff  iMrt,  mVk 
siMTes,  and  crotaed  with  gold  Ueo— crimson  cloth  train  robe,  wWi 
broed  gold  border— gold  baekle  in  front— dead-gold  bel^  armld^ 
and  bracelet!— flesh  pantaloons— fold  chain  or  order  roond  Bed&» 
gold  fillet  for  the  head. 

POLTDORB.— Fleshings— dark  skin  shirt. 

CADWAIfc— Ditto,  ditto. 

MORGAN.— Ditto,  ditto. 

CLOTBN.— #1r«f  dreas  :  White  shirt  and  sleeTes,  striped  with* 
scarlet  cloth,  and  silver  braid  trimming— half-circle  cloak  of  aciurtet 
and  while  diamonds,  edged  with  silver— gold  belt,  braeeiels,  and 
chain— gold  fillet  on  the  head— flesh  pantaloons.  <SSecMsdAvw: 
Like  Posthamas'  first  dress. 

P08THUMUS.— F^«f  dress:  Scarlet  shift,  with  broad  Mack 
border— green  half-circle  robe,  with  black  border— brass  belt,  hnob- 
lets,  armlets,  and  chain— flesh  arms  and  legs.  Second  dress:  Fawn* 
coloured  shirt  with  sleeves,  with  border  and  robe  to  match.  nArd 
dress  :  Peasant's  dark  skin  dress.  Ftwrth  dress  :  Handsome  Ro> 
man  dress. 

lACHIMO.— Ditto,  ditto. 

PISANIO.— Green  and  yellow  striped  shirt,  with  a  goafs  skia— 
brass  belt— bracelets— flesh  arms  and  legs — skin  shoes. 

CAIUS  LUCIUS,  and  VARUS.— Roman  officers'  dresses. 

LOGRINE,  and  MADAN.— Striped  staff  shirto— robes  and  goM 
borders — bine  pantaloons— skin  shoes. 

CORNELIUS.— Green  loose  surplice,  or  shirt. 

PHILARIO.— Roman  dress. 

LOUIS.— Stuff  shirt— robe. 
GLBE-SINGERS.— Blue  cotten  surplices. 

BRITISH  SOLDIERS.— Flesh-coloured  legs  and  amis,  tattooed; 
goat-skin  half-shirts— low  skin  boots — short  spears. 

QUEEN. — Amber  dress,  striped  with  blue  and  gold— robe  of  bine, 
trimmed  with  gold,  lined  with  white. 

11A0GES,^First  drets:  White  mnslin  drapery,  trimmed  with 
amber*  Second  dress :  Blue  petticoat  and  brown  tanic,  trimmed 
with  pink.  T^ird dress:  An  orange  cloth  shirt— skin  robe— >bine 
pantaloons— boots. 


BBUMB^Bml  rabe,  richly  mbroUmd-MMk  i 
poffed  wItt  whfte  Mtin,  riehty  omameitod. 

mVWJS.i—Flrtt  dress  f  Helmet  and  veet,  onumefd  wUk 
i  reel— BoBUB  body,  ricUy  embroidered.  S§e9md  iftss  i 
I  and  gold  cap  and  veM.    TmnI  Oresss  Dark  drab  cloak. 

rJSS^—Flrst  dress  f  Ll|^creen  jacket— Mm  aatbi  ▼€•(,«■- 
Ml— baflT  iMBtaloona.  ^^nd  dresss  Nearly  rewmbllag  tibe 
Peethamii 

llUO^Firei-  dress:  FaU  plain  ecaitot  eloak. 
That  of  a  Bomao  general. 

>BBIU8  and  ABYIBAOUS^-Orqr  firod»-b«r  ] 
la— gray  caps. 

JIBIUS.— Brown  Jacket  and  brccchea— bnJf  tega-HTMiat  booia. 

lUStf— See  laekimo. 

kNIO«— Scarlet  and  gold  drest— baff  pantaloo«>i 

iBN.— Dreii  of  white  mulin  and  aihrer— acariet  rob^  trUnnad 

eSN«— flr«f  dress  s  While  nuulin  UMntle-and  robe,  triwd 
Iver.  Seetmd dress:  White  nasUn.  TUrddresst  Bine 
trinmed  Mth  boif.  Fsurth  dress :  Crimson  jacket  and 
ons,  trimmed  with  gold— roand  black  hat,  and  bladi  plaoMt. 


Cost  of  tte  e^attm, 

As  Performed  ai  the  Theatres  Royal,  London, 

Drurjf  Lame,  Ctmtmt  Garden, 

18S8.  18fr. 

line  ....  Mn  Powell.  Mr.  Bgolon. 

rre       •       '       -  -  Mr.  Cooper.  Mr.  Serle. 

i      -       .       «       -       -  Mr.  Mercer.  Mr.  Doraaet. 

.    •  Mr.  Penley.  Mr.  Farle>. 

n Mr.  Terry.  Mr.  Bartley. 

tus  Posthwnus    f       '  -  Mr.  Kean.  Mr.  C.  Kerable. 

10        •       .       •       *     "Mr.  Yoang.  Mr.  Young, 

io       .       >       •       •       -Mr.  Yonnge.  Mr.  Chapman. 

iMcius        -       -       •    '  Mr.  Pope.  Mr.  R^mond. 

!«-----  Mr.  Coveney.  Mr.  Horrebow. 

»•.-•-  Mr.  King.  Mr.  Henry. 

Mr.  Tamoar.  Mr.  Claremont. 

UtM Mr.  Meredith.  Mr.  Irwin. 

r|o       -       •       -       -    -  Mr.  Dooglas.  Mr.  Baker. 

-  Mr.  Thompson.  Mr.  Mears. 

•    -  Mr.  Ryals. 

t Mrs.  W.  West  Miss  Jarroan. 

•       -    -Mrs.  Knight.  Mrs.  Fandt. 

•  MlssPhUUps.  Misa  Henry. 


7^^/- 


{fide. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

l<h«  CondHcton  of  tfait  Work  print  uo  Pl^ys  but  tfaote  which  they  htn 
s«cu  acted.  Hm  Stmge  Dirtctwmt  are  giren  from  penooal  obacnralioo,' 
during  tiie  moat  recant  performances. 

ElUTS  AND  ENTRANCES. 

a.  means  Bight;  L.  JAfii  R.  D.  Biglit  Door;  L.  D.  X^^  ZJbM^y 
C.  D.  F.  or  M.  D.  Coturo  Door  in  tko  Flmt;  R.  D.  F.  Right  Doormtho 
£Uu;  L.  D.  F.  L^t  Door  in  the  Hat,  or  tho  Sceno  nmtung  aerost  tho 
Uehoftho  Stago;  R.  S.  £.  Bight  Socond  Entrtmee;  R.  U.  £.  Bight  Urptr 
gtttrtauo;  L.  S.  E.  Luft  Soeond  Entrtmeo  :  L.  U.  £.  Ltft  Upptr  Emtrmttco, 

RELATIVE  POSITIONS.' 

R.  means  Bight;  L.  Ltft;  C.  Contro;  R.  C.  Bight  ^  Ctntrwf 
U  C.  Ltft  ofCtntro, 

R.  RC  i^<  XA/.  £b 

*•*  ThoRtmieritttifpotodlotoomthtStago/Mvigtho 


GYMBELINE. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  l.^BrUaim.^The  Garden  ^  Cj/mbHim'9 

Paiaee* 

EtiUr  PisANTo  amd  Madam,  l. 

Pimmio.  (Im  e.)  You  do  not  meet  a  man,  but  tirowas : 
oor  bloods 
No  more  obey  the  beat  ens,  tban  oar  oonrtiers ; 
8 -ill  seem,  as  does  the  king*s. 

Mad.  (L.)  Bat  what's  the  matter  ? 

Fi§tmiB,  (c.)  Are  yoa  so  fresh  a  strancer,  to  ask 
that? 
His  danghter,  and  the  heir  of  his  iLingdom,  whom 
He  purposed  to  his  wife's  sole  son  (a  widow, 
Tliat  late  he  married,)  hath  referr'd  herself 
Unto  a  poor,  but  worthy  gentleman  :  She's  wedded ; 
Her  hnsband  banish'd— she  imprison'd  :  all 
la  outward  sorrow ;  thoagh,  I  thinic,  the  lEing 
Be  tonch'd  at  rery  heart. 

Mad.  (l.  c.)  None  but  the  king  ? 

PUanio.  (a.  c.)  Not  a  courtier, 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  king*s  looks,  hath  k  heart  that  is  not 
Olad  at  the  thing  they  scowl  at. 

Mad.  And  why  so  ? 

PUanio.  He,  that  hath  miss'd  the  princess,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report ;  and  he,  that  hath  her 
(I  mean,  that  married  her,  alack,  good  man ! 
And  therefore  banish'd,)  is  a  creature,  such 
As,  to  seek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  sometlring  failing 
|n  him,  tliat  should  compare. 


10  CTMBBLINB,  ACT  I 

Mad,  His  name  and  birth  ? 

Pisanio.  His  father 
Was  call*d  Sicilius,  who  did  join  his  honour 
Against  the  Romans,  with  Cassibelan ; 
So  gained  the  sur-addition,  Leonatos : 
He  had,  besides  this  gentleman  in  qnestion. 
Two  other  sons,  who,  in  the  wars  o  the  time. 
Died  with  their  swords  in  hand ;  for  which,  their  fathflTy 
Then  old  and  fond  of  issue,  took  such  sorrow. 
That  he  quit  being ;  and  Ills  gentle  lady. 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theme,  deceased 
As  he  was  bom.    The  king,  he  takes  the  babe 
To  his  protection ;  calls  him  Postbnmus ; 
Breeds  nim,  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-chamber : 
Puts  to  him  all  the  learning,  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiTer  of ;  which  he  took. 
As  we  do  air,  fast  as  'twas  ministerM ;  and 
In  his  spring  became  a  harTest :  liTed  in  court* 
'Which  rare  it  is  to  do,  most  praised,  most  loved ; 
A  sample  to  the  youngest ;  to  the  more  mature, 
A  glass  that  feated  them ;  and  to  tlie  grayer, 
A  child  that  guided  dotards. 

Mad,  (c?.)  I  honour  him 
Byen  out  of  your  report.    But,  *pray  you,  tell  me, 
Is  she  sole  child  to  the  king  ? 

Pisanio,  (r.)  His  only  child. 
He  had  two  sons  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it ;)  the  eldest  of  them,  at  three  years  old, 
I'  the  swathing  clothes,  the  other  from  their  nursery,. 
Were  stolen ;  and,  to  this  hour,  no  guess  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

Mad,  How  long  is  this  ago  ? 

Pi$anio,  Some  twenty  years. 

Mad,  That  a  king's  children  should  be  so  convey'd ! 
So  slackly  guarded  I  And  the  search  so  slow. 
That  could  not  trace  them ! 

Pisanio,  Howsoe*er  'tis  strange. 
Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laughM  at, 
Tet  is  it  true,  sir. 
We  must  forbear :  Here  comes  the  gentleman, 

[Pisanio  retires  to  x. ,u.  p. 
The  queen,  and  princess.  lExU  Mad  an,  l.  s.  b. 

Enter  the  Queen,  Imogen,  and  PosthumvS,  t'. 

Queen,  [Crossing  to  r,']  No,  be  assured,  you  shal 
not  find  me,  daugnter, 


semi  I.  CTMBSIilMS*  II 

After  the  sUmder  of  most  step-BdUNTfy 

IM-ej0d  imto  Toa:  [PofTHiriiinpaiiil  liio«i«4Ci|i 

of  I..  G.T  yon  tre  my  priioiier,  b«t 
YoBr  gaoler  shiiU  4ellirer  JOB  tliv  keyi. 
That  lock  op  yonr  reitralnt.    For  too,  PotONnrait 
So  soon  at  1  ean  win  the  oibnded  kiti^, 
I  wiU  be  known  yoor  adTocate :  anaJhy,  yet 
The  Are  of  rage  u  in  blm :  and  'twere  good 
Yoa  lean*d  anto  his  leiiteDee,  with  what  patiMMe 
Your  wifdom  nuty  inform  yoa« 

Pott:  'Please  jbar  bighnetf, 
1  will  firom  hetaee  to-day. 

Quern,  (a.)  Yon  Iniow  the  peril  t — 
1*11  fetch  a  tarn  abont  the  garden,  pitying' 
Hie  pangs  of  harrM'alfiBctionfl ;  though  9m  king 
Hath  charged  yon  should  not  speak  tojfether.  [iSrll^  H. 

Abo.  re.)  O, 
Dissembling  eofurtesy  I  How  Une  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  she  wounds !  My  dearest  husband. 
You  must  begone;  ITakififf  kk ktmd. 

And  I  shall  here  abide  the  hourly  shot 
Of  angry  eyes;  pot  comforted  to  lire. 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world, 
Tliat  I  may  see  again. 

PotL  My  queen !  my  mistress ! 
O,  lady,  weep  no  more ;  lest  I  g^Te  cause 
To  be  suspected  of  more  tenderness, 
TImn  doth  become  a  man !  I  will  remain 
The  loyarst  husband  that  did  e'er  plight  troth. 
My  residence  in  Rome,  at  one  Philaru>'s ; 
Who,  to  my  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter  :  thither  write,  my  queen. 
And  with  mine  eyes  1*11  drink  the  words  you  smkL 
Though  ink  be  made  of  gall.  iPart, 

Enter  Qusair,  n. 

Queen.  Be  brief,  I  pray  you ; 
If  the  Idng  come,  I  shall  incur  I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  displeasure : — Yet,  I'll  moVehim 

[Aeide 
To  walk  this  way :  I  never  do  liim  wrong. 
But  he  does  buy  my  injuries,  to  be  friend ; 
Pays  dear  for  my  oflTences.  [&II,  r« 

Paet»  Should  we  be  taking  leaye 
As  long  a  term,  as  yet  we  have  to  live. 
The  loathness  to  depart  would  grow :  Adieu  1 

B 
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bHog,  Nay,  stay  a  little : 
Were  you  bat  riding  forth  to  air  yourself. 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.     [Pisanio  Hill  waUkiMg 

fMar,  L.  u.  B.J  Look  here,  k>Te, 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's  :~take  it,  heart ; 
But  keep  it  till  you  woo  another  wife. 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Pout.  How  I— how  I  another  ? 
You  gentle  gods,  gUe  me  but  this  I  have. 
And  sear  up  my  embracements  from  a  next. 
With  bonds  of  death  I — Remain,  remain  thou  here, 

[Putting  on  tke  Httff. 
While  sense  can  keep  it  on !  And  sweetest,  fairest. 
As  I  my  poor  self  did  exchange  for  you. 
To  your  so  infinite  loss  ;  so,  in  our  trifles, 
I  still  win  of  you :  For  my  sake,  wear  this ; 
It  is  a  manacle  of  love ;  1*11  place  it  IBotk  c. 

[Putting  a  bracelet  on  her  arm. 
Upon  this  fairest  prisoner. 

Imog.  O,  the  gods  I — 
When  shall  we  see  again  ? 

Enter  Gtmbbline,  Madan,  and  Locrimb,  and 

AttendantM,  a. 

Attendante  Hand  near,  a.  u.  b. 

Post,  (c.)  Alack,  the  king  ! 

Cym.  (a.)  Thou  basest  Uiing  !   aToid— hence,  from 
my  sight ! 
If,  after  this  command,  thou  fraught  the  court 
With  thy  unworthiness,  thou  diest :  Away  ! 
Thou  art  poison  to  my  blood ! 
Post,  (l.)  The  gods  protect  you ! 

[King  paces  about  in  anger. 
And  bless  the  good  remainders  of  the  court ! — 

I  am  gone.  [^<^^»  >•• 

Imog,  (l.)  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 

More  sharp  than  this  is. — 

Pisanio,  go,  and  see  your  lord  on  board. 

[Exit  Pisanio,  u 
Cym,  (c.^  O,  disloyal  thing, 

That  shoula*st  repair  my  youth  I  thou  heapest  many 

A  year*s  age  on  me. 

Imog.  I  beseech  you,  sir. 

Harm  not  yourself  with  your  yexation  I  I 
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Am  senseless  of  your  wrath  ;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  panffs,  all  fears. 

Cym.  (B.  c.)  That  might' st  haye  bad  the  sole  son  of 
my  queen ! 

Imog,  Cl.  c.)  O  bless*d,  that  I  might  not  I 

Cym.  Thou  toolL*st  a  beggar;  would'sl  have  mad» 
my  throne 
A  seat  for  baseness.   . 

Imog,  No ;  I  rather  added 
A  lustre  to  it* 

Cym,  O  thoo  vile  one ! 

Imog,  Sir, 
It  is  your  fault,  that  I  have  lored  Posthamas 
You  bred  him  as  my  playfellow :  and  he  is 
A  man,  worth  any  woman ;  overbuys  me, 
Almost  the  sum  he  pays. 

Cym,  (c.)  What,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Imog,  Almost,  sir :  Heaven  restore  me  I — 'Would 
I  were 
A  neatherd's  daughter,  and  my  Leonatus 
Our  neighbour  shepherd's  son ! 

Enier  Queen,  r. 

Cym,  Thou  foolish  thing  ! 
They  were  again  together :  you  have  done 
Not  after  our  command.    Away  with  her. 
And  pen  her  up. 

Queen,  (a.)  'Beseech  your  patience : — Peace, 
Dear  lady  daughter,  peace ; — ^Sweet  sovereign. 
Leave  us  to  ourselves ;  and  make  yourself  some  comfort 
Out  of  your  best  advice. 

Cym,  Nay,  let  her  languish 
A  drop  pf  blood  a-day  ;  and,  being  aged, 
Die  of  this  folly, 

[Exewnt  Gtmbbline«  Locbine,  and  Madan,  r. 

Qneen,  Fie !  you  must  give  way. 

Re»mter  Pisanio,  l. 

Here  is  your  servant, 

Your  faithful  servant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour. 

He  will  remain  so.     [Exity  b.,,  followed  by  AttendanU* 

Pisanio,  (h,)  I  humbly  thank  your  highness. 

Imog,  (c.)  Well,  good  Pisanio, 
Thou  saw'st  thy  lord  on  board  ?— What  was  the  last 
That  he  spake  to  thee  ? 

Pisanio,  (l.  c.)  'Twas  *'  His  queen  his  queen  !'* 

B  2 
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Imog,  Then  waved  hig  handkerchief? 

PUanio,  And  kiss'd  it,  madam. 

hmog.  Senseless  Ihieu  !  happier  therein  than  I ! 
And  that  was  all  2 

PUanio,  No,  madam  ;  for  so  long 
As  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye 
Distinguish  him  f^om  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief. 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  stirs  of  his  mind 
Could  best  express  how  slow  his  soul  sailM  on,— 
How  swift  his  ship. 

Imog.  Thou  should^st  have  made  him 
As  little  as  a  crow,  or  less,  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

Pisanio.  (c.)  Madam,  so  I  did. 

Imog.  (b.)  I  would  have  broke    mine  eye-strings, 
crack*d  them,  but 
To  look  upon  him ;  [Twrmng^  R.]  till  the  diminuUon 
Of  space,  liad  pointed  him  sharp  as  my  needle; 
Nay,  follow  *d  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  smallness  of  a  gnat  to  air ;  and  then 
Have  tum*d  mine  eye  and  wept.  {Turning^  l.]  But, 

good  Pisanio, 
When  shall  we  hear  from  him  %  ^ 

PUanio.  Be  assured,  madam, 
With  his  next  'vantage. 

Imog.  (r.  c.)  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  bat  bad 
Most  pretty  things  to  say :  ere  I  could  tell  him. 
How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  certain  hours. 
Such  thoughts,  and  such ;  or  I  could  make  him  swear 
The  shes  of  Italy  should  not  betray 
Mine  interest,  and  his  honour ;  or  have  charged  him. 
At  the  sixth  hour  of  mom,  at  noon,  at  midnight,   . 
To  encounter  me  with  orisons,  for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him ;  or,  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kiss,  which  I  had  set 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father. 
And,  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north, 
Shalces  all  our  buds  from  growing.  [Parting.^  See,  the 

queen — 
Those  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  despatch'd. 

XExU,  B. 

Pisanio,  Madam,  I  shall.  iBxit,  l. 

Enter  Queen,  l.,  meeting  Cornelius,  r. 

Qtieen.  (i..  c.^  Now,  master  doctor ;  have  you  brought 
those  drugs  ? 
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Com.  (r.  c.)  Ple&seth  your  higbnefls,  ay  : 

[Gfjvet  the  Qubbw  a  jMal. 
But  [Kneeling^  I  beseech  your  gi^ce,  without  offleneey 
My  conscience  bids  me  ask,  wherefore  you  hare 
Commanded  of  me  these  most  poisonous  compounds  ? 

Q^een,  I  do  wonder,  doctor. 
Thou  ask* St  me  such  a  question :  Have  I  uot  been 
Thy  pupil  long  1    I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  these  thy  compounds,  and  apply 
AUayments  to  their  act ;  and  by  them  gather 
Their  several  virtues  and  effects. 
Here  comes  a  flattering  rascal ;  upon  him  [AHdt. 

Will  I  first  work ;  he*s  for  his  master, 
And  enemy  to  my  son.~ 

Enter  Pisajtio,  l. 

How  now,  Pisanio  ?  Hark  thee,  a  word,— 

[Queen  and  Pisanio  em^fer  near  l.  v.  b. 
Doctor,  your  service  for  this  time  is  ended. 

Com.  {^Asiden  ■•]  I  do  suspect  you,  madam ; 
But  you  shall  do  no  harm. 
I  know  her  spirit, 

And  will  not  trust  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  such  damn'd  nature :  Those,  she  has, 
Will  stupify,  and  dull  the  sense  a  while ; 
But  there  is 

No  danger  in  what  show  of  death  it  makes. 
More  than  the  locking  up  the  spirits  a  time. 
To  be  more  fresh,  reviving.    She  is  fooFd 
With  a  most  false  effect ;  and  I  the  truer. 
So  to  be  false  with  her.  [Exit^  a. 

Queen,  Weeps  she  still,  say 'st  thou?    [^BoA  coming 
forward.^  Dost  thou  think  in  time 
She  will  not  quench  ;  and  let  instructions  enter 
Where  folly  now  possesses  ?  (a.  c.)  Do  thou  work: 
When  thou  Shalt  bring  me  word,  she  loves  my  son. 
1*11  tell  thee,  on  the  instant,  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  master :  greater  ;  for 
His  fortunes  all  lie  speechless,  and  his  name 
Is  at  last  gasp : 
What  shalt  thou  expect, 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans  ? 
Who  cannot  be  new  built?  nor  has  no  friends. 
Bo  much  as  but  to  prop  him  ? 

[The  Queen  drops  the  phial ;  Pisanio  takee 
it  wp^  and  kneels  to  present  it, 
Thon  Uik*st  up  n  3 
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Tbou  know*8t  not  what ;  but  iBke  it  for  thy  la|)ovr  £ 

It  if  n  thing  I  made,  which  hath  the  king 

Five  tiroes  redeemM  from  death ;  I  do  not  know 

What  is  more  cordial :— Nay,  I  pr'ythee  take  it ; 

It  is  an  earnest  of  a  farther  good 

I  mean  to  thee.    Tell  thy  mistress  how 

The  case  stands  with  her ;  doH  as  from  thyself. 

I'll  move  the  king 

To  any  shape  of  thy  preferment,  such 

As  thou'lt  desire ;  and  then  myself,  I  chiefly. 

That  set  thee  on  this  desert,  am  bound 

To  load  thy  merit  richly. 

Think  on  my  words— 

[Aside,  R.l  I  have  given  him  that. 

Which,  if  he  take,  shall  quite  unpeople  her 

Of  leigers  for  her  sweet ;  and  which  she,  after. 

Except  she  bend  her  humour,  shall  be  assured 

To  taste  of  too.— Fare  thee  well,  Pisanio : 

Think  on  my  words.  [BxUy  n. 

PUanio.  (l.)    And  shall  do  ; 
But  when  to  roy  good  lord  I  prove  untrue, 
1*11  choke  royself:  there's  all  I ^11  do  for  you. 

[Goe«  to  B. 
By  this  he  is  at  Rome,  and  good  Philario, 
With  open  arms,  and  grateful  heart,  receives 
His  friend's  reflected  image  in  his  son, 
Old  Leonatus  in  young  Posthurous : 
Sweet  Imogen,  {Retwrnsy  c]  what  thou  endorest  the 

while. 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  step-dame  goyern'd  ; 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots  ;  a  wooer. 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulsion  is 
Of  thy  dear  husband.     [Goes,  l1]    Heaven  keep  un- 
shaken 
That  temple,  thy  fair  mind,  that  thpu  may*st  stand 
T'  enjoy  thy  banish*d  lord,  and  this  gireat  land ! 

lExU,  L. 

SCENE  II.— JZome.— iln  ApaHtnent  in  Pkilario^t 

House. 

Philario,  with  a  Letter,  Iachimo,  and  Lewis,  ditco* 
veredm    All  in  scarlet  cloaks, 

lack,  (r.)  Beliere  it,  sir ;  [All  come  forwaTdJ}  I 
\ii9^e  seen  him  in  Britain :  he  was  then  of  a  crescent 
note :  expected  to  prove  s«  worthy,  as  since  he  hath 
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been  Allowed  the  name  of:  but  I  could  then  have  looked 
on  him  without  the  help  of  admiration ;  though  the  ca- 
talogue of  his  endowments  had  been  tabled  by  his  side, 
and  I  to  peruse  him  by  items. 

Phil,  (l.)  You  speak  of  him  when  he  was  less  fur- 
nished than  now  he  is. 

Letvis.  (c.)  I  have  seen  him  in  France :  we  had  very 
many  there,  could  behold  the  sun  with  as  firm  eyes 
as  he. 

lack.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king*s  daughter 
(wherein  he  must  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value  than 
his  own,)  words  him,  1  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the 
matter. 

LewiM.  And  then  his  banishment 

laeh.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  those,  that  weep 
this  lamentable  divorce,  under  her  colours,  are  wonder- 
fully to  extend  him ;  be  it  but  to  fortify  her  judg- 
ment, which  else  an  easy  battery  might  lay  flat,  for 
taking  a  beggar  without  more  quality.  But  how  comes 
it,  he  is  to  sojourn  with  you  ?  How  creeps  acquaint- 
ance? 

Phil.  His  father  and  I  were  soldiers  together;  to 
whom  I  have  been  often  bound  for  no  less  than  my  life. 
riAcmMo  moves  to  r.  d.]  Here  comes  the  Briton : — let 
him  be  so  entertained  amongst  you,  as  suits  with  gen- 
tlemen of  your  knowing,  to  a  stranger  of  his  quality. 

Enter  Posthpmus,  l. 

—I  beseech  you  all,  be  better  known  to  this  gentleman ; 
whom  I  commend  to  you,  as  a  noble  friend  of  mine : 
how  worthy  he  is,  I  will  leave  to  appear  hereafter, 
rather  than  story  him  in  his  own  hearing. 

Lewis,  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in  Orleans. 

Post,  (c.)  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you  for 
courtesies,  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay 
still. 

testis.  (B.C.).  Sir,  you  o*er-rate  my  poor  kindness  : 
I  was  glad  I  did  atone  my  countryman  and  you  ;  it  had 
been  pity  you  should  have  been  put  together  with  so 
mortal  a  purpose,  as  then  each  bore  upon  importance 
of  so  slight  and  trivial  a  nature. 

•  Post.  (l.  c.)  By  your  pardon,  sir,  I  was  then  a  young 
'^vollcr  ;  but,  upon  my  mended  judgment,  (if  I  offend 
:ot  to  say  it  is  mended,)  my  quarrel  was  not  altogether 
•light. 
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Lewig,  'Faith,  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitreiMiit  of 

■words. 
lack.  (Cro8$ing  to  c.)  Can  we,  with  ntaatteri,  ask 

what  was  the  difference  ? 

Lenis,  Safely,  I  think  ;  *twas  a  contention  in  public, 
which  may,  without  contradiction,  suffer  the  report.  It 
was  much  like  an  argument  that  fell  oat  last  niyfat, 
where  each  of  us  fell  in  praise  of  our  country  sis- 
tresses  :  this  gentleman  at  that  time  vouching,  (and  npoB 
warrant  of  bloody  affirmation,)  his  to  be  more  fair,  vir- 
tuous, wise,  chaste,  constant-qualified,  and  leas  at- 
temptible,  than  any  the  rarest  of  our  ladies  in 
France. 

lack.  That  lady  is  not  now  living ;  or  this  gentle- 
man's opinion,  by  this,  worn  out. 

Post.  She  holds  her  virtue  still,  and  I  my  ndnd, 

lack.  You  must  not  so  far  prefer  her  'fore  oars  of 
Italy. 

Post.  Being  so  far  provoked  as  I  was  in  Franee,  I 
would  abate  her  nothing  ;  though  I  profess  myself  her 
adorer,  not  her  friend. 

laeh,  (l.  c.)  As  fair,  and  as  good,  (a  kind  of  haod-in- 
hand  comparison,^  had  been  something  too  fair,  and  too 
good,  for  any  lady  in  Britanny.  If  she  went  before 
others  I  have  seen,  as  that  diamond  of  yours  outlustres 
many  I  have  beheld,  f  could  not  but  believe  she  ex- 
celled many  ;  but  I  have  not  seen  the  most  precious  dia- 
mond that  is,  nor  you  the  lady. 

Post,  I  praised  her  as  I  rated  her  :  so  do  I  my  stone. 

lack.  What  do  ye  esteem  it  at  ? 

Post.  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

lack.  Either  your  unparagoned  mistress  is  dead,  or 
she^s  outprized  by  a  trifle. 

Post,  Ynu  are  mistaken ;  the  one  may  be  sold,  or 
given ;  if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchase,  or 
merit  for  the  gift :  the  other  is  not  a  thing  for  sale,  and 
only  the  gift  of  the  gods. 

lack.  Which  the  gods  have  given  you. 

Post.  Which,  by  their  graces,  I  will  keep. 

lack.  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours :  but,  you 
know,  strange  fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds. 
Your  ring  may  be  stolen,  too :  so,  of  your  brace  of  un- 
prizeable  estimations,  the  one  is  but  frail,  and  the  other 
casual ;  a  cunning  thief,  or  a  that-way-acooroplished 
courtier,  would  hazard  the  winning  both  of  first  and  last. 
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PogU  Tour  Italy  contaiiis  oone  so  aooomplished  a 
courtier,  to  conTince  the  honour  of  my  mistress ;  if,  in 
the  holding  or  loss  of  that,  yon  term  her  frail.  I  do 
nothing  doubt,  you  liaTe  store  of  thieTes;  notwith- 
•tanding,  I  fc>ar  not  my  ring. 

PhU,  Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen. 

PoU,  (a.  0.)  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy 
sigiiior,  I  thank  hini,  makes  no  stranger  of  me ;  we  are 
familiar  at  tint. 

laA,  With  five  times  so  mudi  conrersatioft,  I  should 
get  ground  of  your  fair  mistress :  make  her  go  back, 
even  to  the  3rielding ;  had  I  admittance,  and  opportu- 
nity to  friend. 

pofC.  No,  no. 

Jack.  I  dare,  thereupon,  pawn  the  moiety  of  ny 
estate  to  your  ring ;  which,  in  my  opinion,  overvalues 
It  somelhing :  but  I  make  my  wager  rather  against  your 
eonfldence  then  her  reputation ;  and,  to  bar  your  oflence 
bavin,  too,  I  durst  attempt  it  against  any  lady  in  tlie 
world. 

Fott.  Ton  are  a  great  deal  abused  in  too  bold  «  per- 
laarion;  and  I  doubt  not  you  sustain  what  you're 
worthy  of,  by  your  attempt 

lodk.  What*s  that? 

Po9i,  A  repulse :  though  your  attempt,  as  you  call  it, 
deserves  more  ;  a  punishment  too. 

Phil.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this :  it  came  in  too  sud- 
denly ;  let  it  die  as  it  was  bom,  and,  I  pray  you,  be 
better  acquainted. 

laeh.  (a.)  *Would  I  had  my  estate,  and  my  neigh- 
bour*8,  upon  the  approbation  of  what  I  have  spoke ! 

Po9t.  What  lady  would  you  choose  to  assail  ? 

lack.  Yours ;  whom  in  constancy,  you  think,  stands 
so  safe.  I  will  lay  you  ten  thousand  ducats  to  your 
ring,  that,  commend  me  to  the  court  where  your  lady  is, 
with  no  more  advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a  se- 
cond conference,  and  I  will  bripg  from  thence  that  ho- 
nour of  hers,  which  you  imagine  so  reserved. 

Post.  I  will  wager  against  your  gold,  gold  to  it :  my 
ring  I  hold  as  dear  as  my  finger — 'tis  part  of  it. 

lack.  You  are  a  friend,  and  therein  the  wiser.  If  you 
buy  ladies*  flesh  at  a  million  a  dram,  you  cannot  pre- 
serve it  from  tainting :  but,  I  see,  you  have  some  reli- 
gion in  you,  that  you  fear. 

Po9t,  This  is  but  a  custom  in  your  tongue  ;  you  bear 
a  graver  purpose,  I  hope. 
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laek,  I  am  the  master  of  iny  speeehci ;  and  woild 
nndergo  what*8  spoken,  I  swear. 

Pott.  Will  you?  [WUk  veA«fNefu«.]  L«t  there  be 
covenants  drawn  between  as :  my  mistress  exceeds  la 
goodness  the  hugeness  of  your  unworthy  thinking :  1 
dare  you  to  this  match ;  here's  my  ring. 

Phil.  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 

laeh.  By  the  gods,  it  is  one !— If  I  bring  yon  no  snf- 
iicient  testimony  that  I  have  enjoyed  the  dearest  bodUy 
part  of  yoAr  mistress,  my  ten  thousand  dacats  are.yofars ; 
"^provided  I  hare  your  commendation  for  my  more 
free  entertainment. 

Po9t»  I  embrace  these  conditions ;  let  us  hare  artides 
betwixt  us : — Only,  thus  far  you  shall  answer.  If  you 
make  your  voyage  upon  her,  and  give  me  directly  to  un- 
derstand you  have  prevailed,  I  am  no  farther  fomt 
enemy,  she  is  not  worth  our  debate :  if  she  remain  an- 
seduced,  (you  not  making  it  appear  otherwise,)  for  yoar 
ill  opinion,  and  the  assault  you  have  made  to  her  chas- 
tity, you  shall  answer  me  with  your  sword. 

lack.  Your  hand :  a  covenant :  we  will  have  tiiese 
things  set  down  by  lawful  counsel,  and  straight  away 
for  Britain ;  lest  the  bargain  should  catch  cold,  and 
starve :  I  will  fetch  my  gold,  and  have  our  two  wagers 
recorded. 

Pott.  Agreed.  [Aarcmil,  ■ 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — Britain,^Ifnogen*t  Apartment. 

Enter  Imogen,  r. 

Imog,  (r.)  a  father  cruel,  and  a  step-dame  false 
A  foolish  suitor  to  a  wedded  lady, 
That  hath  her  husband  banish'd : — O  that  husband  f 
My  supreme  crown  of  grief !  and  those  repeated 
Vexations  of  it  I  Had  i  been  thief-stolen, 
As  my  two  brothers,  happy !  but  most  miserable 
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U  the  dMira  OmiI's  fflorloas:  BletMd  }m ihoM^ 
How  netn  soe'er,  tEat  have  tlieir  honest  wills, 
WhldiMaioiseoiBfort.    Wlw  may  this  be  T  Ffa  I 

JhUr  PiSAvio  tmd  Iaohimo,  l« 

Pteftto.  MaiUuB,  a  noble  yenUesMn  of  Rone, 
Comes  from  sjr  lord  with  letters. 

lodb.  (l.  o.)  Chanfe  yon,  madant 
The  worthy  Leooatns  is  in  safety. 
And  greets  year  highness  dearly. 

[KflMelf,  tmd  presenlt  a  UtUr, 

Iwutg,  (a.  c.)  Thanks,  good  sir ; 
Tea  are  kindly  weleome. 

loefc.  \jUUi€i  I1.3  All  of  her,  that  is  oat  of  door,  ihost 
riehf 
If  she  be  Ihndsh'd  with  a  mind  so  rare, 
She  Is  alone  the  Arabian  bird ;  and  I 
HaTe  lost  the  wager.  [Pisamio  Handa  im  a^f  badt* 

grmmdJ]  Boldness  be  my  friend  I 
Arm  me,  andaeity,  from  head  to  foot  I 

Jm«I^.  XRmdt^  a.]  **  He  is  one  of  the  noblest  note, 
to  whMe  aindnesses  I  am  most  infinitely  tied.  Refleet 
vpon  him  aeeordlngly,  as  you  valne  yoar  trnst. 

'*  Lbonatus.** 
80  Ikr  I  read  aloud ; 
But  OYen  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 
Is  warm*d  by  the  rest,  and  takes  it  thankfully. 
Tou  are  as  welcome,  worthy  sir,  as  I 
Have  words  to  bid  you ;  and  shall  find  it  so. 
In  all  that  I  can  do. 

laeh.  (l.  c.)  Thanks,  fairest  lady— 
What!   [AMideJ]  are  men  mad?   Hath  nature  given 

them  eyes 
To  see  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  sea  and  land,  which  can  distinguish  'twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above,  and  the  twinn'd  stones 
Upon  the  number'd  beach ;  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make 
*Twizt  fair  and  foul  ? 

Iimog.  What  makes  your  admiration  ? 

lodk.  It  cannot  be  i*the  eye  ;  for  apes  and  monkeys, 
*Twizt  two  such  shes,  would  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  mows  the  other. 

Imog,  What  is  the  matter,  trow  ? 

iatlL  [Imoobw  and  Iacbimo  Miep  toward  c]  The 
eloyed  will, 
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That  satiate,  yet  unsatisfled  desire, 

Rarening  irst 

The  lamb,  longs  after  for  the  garbage. 

,  [PiSANio  advance*  Uutardt  l.  d. 

Imog.  (c.)  What,  dear  sir. 
Thus  raps  you  ?   Are  yon  well  ? 

laeh,  (c.)  Thanks,  madam;  well: — *Beseech  yon, 
sir,  [To  Pi^Airio. 

Desire  my  man*s  abode  where  I  did  leave  blA : 
He's  strange,  and  peevish. 

PiMonio,  (i..)  I  was  going,  sir, 
To  give  him  welcome.  TBxit^  &.  d. 

Imoff,  (r.  c.)  Continues  well  my  lord  ?   His  heiltb 

'beseech  yont 
lack,  (l.  c.)  Well,  madam. 
Jmog,  Is  he  disposed  to  mirth  ?  I  hope  he  fs. 
Jack.  Exceeding  pleasant ;  none  a  strah^r  there 
So  merry  and  so  gamesome ;  he  is  eall'd 
The  Briton  reveller. 

Imog,  When  he  was  here. 
He  did  incline  to  sadness  ;  and  oft  times 
Not  knowing  why. 

Iach»  I  never  saw  him  sad. 
There  is  a  Frenchman,  his  companion. 
That,  it  seems,  much  loves 
A  Gallian  girl  at  home  :  he  furnaces 
The  thick  sighs  from  him  ;  whiles  the  Jolly  Briton 
rSTour  lord,  I  mean)  laughs  from's  free  lungs,  eries,  *^  O ! 
Can  my  sides  hold,  to  think,  that  man, — ^who  ktiows 
By  history,  report,  or  his  own  proof. 
What  woman  is,  yea,  what  she  cannot  choose 
But  must  be, — will  his  free  hours  languish  for 
Assured  bondage?*' 
Imog,  Will  my  lord  say  so  ? 

lack.    Ay,  madam ;    with   his   eyes  in  flood  with 
laughter. 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by. 
And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman:    Bat,  Heavens 

know, 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 
Imog.  Not  he,  I  hope, 

laeh.  Not  he :  [Steps  to  c]  But  yet  Heaven's  bounty 
towards  him  might 
Be  used  more  thankfully.    In  himself,  'tis  much ; 
In  you,~-which  I  account  his,  beyond  all  talents,— > 
Whilst  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity,  too. 


8CBNS  I.  CTMBELINS.  tB 

Imog,  What  do  you  pity,  sir  1 

lack.  Two  creatares,  heartiiy. 

Imog.  Am  I  one«  sir  ? 
Ton  look  on  me, — ^What  wreck  discern  you  in  me 
Deserves  your  pity  1 

laeh.  Lamentable  I  Whatl 
To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  san,  and  solace 
r  the  dungeon  by  a  snuff  ? 

Imog,  I  pray  you,  sir, 
Deliver  with  more  opcimess  your  answers 
To  my  demands.    Why  do  you  pity  me  ? 

laeh.  That  others  do, 

I  was  about  to  sav,  enjoy  your But 

It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  venge  ir, 
Not  mine  to  speak  on*t. 

Imog,  You  do  seem  to  know 
Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me  ;  'Pray  you,— 
(Since  doubting  things  go  illj  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  sure  they  do,) — 
Discover  to  me 
What  both  you  spur  and  stop. 

laeh.  Had  I  this  cheek. 
To  bathe  my  lips  upon  ;  this  hand,  whose  touch, 
Whose  every  touch,  would  force  the  feeder's  soul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty  :  this  object,  which 
Takes  prisoner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye. 
Fixing  it  only  here :  should  I  (damn'd  then) 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  stairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol ;   ^drawing  closer  to  her]  join 

gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  falsehood,  as  with  labour  7 
It  were  fit. 

That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  should  at  one  time 
Encounter  such  revolt. 

Imog.  My  lord,  I  fear. 
Has  forgot  Britain. 

laeh.  And  himself.  [Close  to  her  ear,"]  Not  I, 
Inclined  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  his  change ;  but  'tis  your  graces 
That,  from  my  mutest  conscience,  to  my  tongue. 
Charms  this  report  out. 

IThrows  his  arm  round  her  neek, 
Imog,  Let  me  hear  no  more.  [Part, 

laeh,  A  lady 
So  fair,  and  fasten'd  to  an  empery. 
Would  make  the  greatest  king  double !  To  be  partner'd 
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With  tomboys,  hired  with  that  self*  exhibit  ioii. 
Which  your  own  coiFers  yield  I 

Be  revenged :  [She  recedes  to  the  r. 

Or  she,  that  bore  you,  was  no  queen,  and  you 
Recoil  from  your  great  stock. 

Imog.  (r.)  Revenged  \ 
How  should  1  be  revenged  ?    If  this  be  true, — 
As  I  have  such  a  heart,  that  both  mine  ears 
Must  not  in  haste  abuse, — if  it  be  true, 
How  should  I  be  revenged  1 

lack.  Should  he  make  me 
Live,  like  Diana*s  priest,  betwixt  cold  sheets  ; 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps. 
In  your  despite  ?  IFollomng  R.]    Revenge  it. 

IKneeUnt, 
I  dedicate  myself  to  your  sweet  pleasure ; 
More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bed. 
And  will  continue  fast  to  your  affection. 
Still  close,  as  sure. 

Imog,  What  ho,  Pisanio  ! [CaUing, 

lack.  Let  me  my  service  tender  on  your  lips. 

Imog*  Away  ! — I  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that  have 
So  long  attended  thee.     If  thou  wert  honourable. 
Thou  would*8t  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 
For  such  an  end  thou  seek'st,  as  base  as  strange. 
Thou  wrong*st  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour ;  and 
Solicit*st  here  a  lady,  that  disdains 
Thee  and  the  devil  alike :— What  ho,  Pisanio  !— 
The  king  my  father  shall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  assault :  if  he  shall  think  it  fit, 
A  saucy  stranger,  in  his  court,  to  mart 
As  in  a  Romish  stew, 
He  hath  a  court 

He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daughter  whom 
He  not  respects  at  all. ^Wbat  ho,  Pisanio  ! 

[Oostefloi 
laeh,  (c.)  O  happy  Leonatus !  I  may  say  ; 
The  credit  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee, 
Deserves  thy  trust ;  and  thy  most  perfect  goodness 
Her  assured  credit ! — ^Blessed  live  you  long ! 
A  lady  to  the  worthiest  sir,  that  ever 
Country  call'd  his  !  [She  crosees  <o  r.]    And  you,  bii 

mistress,  only 
For  the  most  worthiest  fit !    Give  me  your  parci^n. 
I  have  spoke  this,  to  know  if  your  affiance 
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Were  deeply  rooted ;  and  shall  make  your  lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  o*er ;  and  he  is  one 
The  truest  manner'd,  such  a  holv  witch, 
That  he  enchants  societies  unto  him ; 
Half  all  men*s  hearts  are  his. 

Imog,  You  make  amends. 

lack   He  sits  'monf  st  men,  like  a  descoided  god  i 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour,  sets  him  off. 
More  than  a  mortal  seeming.    Be  not  angry. 
Most  mighty  princess,  that  1  have  adventured 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  false  report ; 
The  love  I  bear  him 

Made  me  to  fan  you  thus ;  but  the  gods  made  yon, 
Unlike  all  others,  chaffless.   [Kneelfytg."]    *Pray,  your 
pardon. 

Imog,  (c.)  Airs  well,  sir :  take  my  power  i*  the  court 
for  yours.  [RaUcM  kim^  and  got*  a. 

lack.  Mv  humble  thanks.— T^o'**^  I'm  Tel%m$  ■.  o,] — 
I  had  almost  forgot. 
To  entreat  your  grace  but  in  a  small  request. 
And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  lord ;  myself,  and  other  noble  friends. 
Are  partners  in  the  business. 

Imog.  (r.)  Pray,  what  is*t  1 

lack,  (r.  c.)  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your 
lord. 
The  best  feather  of  our  wing,  have  mingled  sums, 
To  buy  a  present  for  the  emperor : 
Which  I,  the  factor  for  the  rest,  hsYO  done 
In  France :  *  I'is  plate  of  rare  device ;  and  jewels 
Of  rich  and  exquisite  form  ;  their  values  great ; 
And  I  am  something  curious,  being  strange. 
To  have  them  in  safe  stowage ;  may  it  please  you 
To  take  them  in  protection  ? 

Imog,  Willingly : 
And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  safety  :  since 
My  lord  hath  interest  in  them,  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

lack.  They  are  in  a  trunk. 
Attended  by  my  men :  1  will  make  bold 
To  send  tH^m  to  you,  only  for  this  night : 
I  must  aboard  to-morrow. 

Imog,  O  no,  no. 

lack.  Yes,  I  beseech  you,  or  I  shall  short  my  word^ 
By  length'nlng  my  return.    From  Gallia 

0  2 
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I  cross'd  the  seas  on  purpose,  and  on  promise 
To  see  your  grace. 

IfHQg.  I  thank  you  for  your  pams ; 
But  not  away  to-morrow  f 

Lick.  O,  I  must,  madam : 
Therefore,  I  shall  beseech  >ou,  if  you  please 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do*t  to-night : 
I  have  out-stood  my  time  ;  which  is  material 
To  the  tender  of  our  present.  [^Kneelkig 

Imog.  I  will  write. 
Send  your  trunk  to  me ;  it  shall  be  safe  kept. 
And  truly  yielded  you :  You  are  very  welcome. 

lExeunt,  Imogen,  r.,  Iachimo,  l. 

SCENE  n.—-Cgmbeline*M  Palaee. 

Enter  Glotbn,  Locrinb,  and  Madan,  r. 

Claten.  (c.)  Was  there  ever  a  man  had  such  luck  I 
when  I  ki8s*d  the  jack  upon  an  up-cast,  to  be  bit  away ! 
I  had  an  hundred  pound  on't :  and  then  a  whoreaeo 
jackanapes  must  take  me  np  for  swearing ;  as  if  I  bcur- 
rowed  my  oaths  of  him,  and  might  not  spend  them  at  my 
pleasure. 

Loe.  (l.)  What  got  he  by  that  ?  You  broke  his  pate 
with  your  bowl. 

Jlfod.  ^R.)  [Ande.^  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that 
Droke  it,  it  would  have  run  all  out. 

Claten,  When  a  gentleman  is  disposed  to  swear,  it  is 
not  for  any  standers-by  to  curtail  his  oaths :  Ha  ? 

Mad,  (r.  c.)  No,  my  lord :  nor  crop  the  ears  of  them. 

iAgide. 

Claten,  Whoreson  dog  I — I  give  him  satisfaction? 
'Would  he  had  been  one  of  my  rank  1  A  plague  on*t !  I 
had  rather  not  be  so  noble  as  I  am  ;  they  dare  not  fight 
with  me,  because  of  the  queen,  my  mother ;  every  jack- 
slave  hath  his  belly-full  of  fighting,  and  1  must  go  up 
and  down,  like  a  cock  that  nobody  can  match. 

[IValks  about,  l, 

Loe,  (c.)  It  is  not  fit  your  lordship  should  undertake 
every  companion  that  you  give  offence  to.    * 

Claten,  No,  I  know  that :  but  it  is  fit,  I  should  com- 
mit offence  to  my  inferiors. 

Loe.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordship  only. 

Cloten,  Why,  so  I  say. 
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JLo€,  (r.)  Here  comes  the  king. 

Enter  Gtmbblinb  amd  Qubbn,  l. 

Cloien.  (l.)  Good-night  to  your  migesty,  and  gracioiis 
mother. 

Cym,  [Crot9ing  toward  r.]  Attend  yoa here  the  door 
of  our  stem  daughter  ? 
Will  she  not  forth? 

Cloten.  She  Youchsafes  no  notice ;  bnt  I  will  assail 
her  before  morning  with  mask  and  music. 

Cym.  (c.)  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new, 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him  ;  some  more  time 
Must  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out, 
And  then  she*s  yours. 

Enter  an  Officer,  l.,  and  whispert  Loorinb. 

Queen,  (l.)  You  [to  Glotbn]  are  most  bound  to  the 
king. 
Who  lets  go  bv  no  vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  yon  to  his  daughter. 

Loe.  (r.  o.)  So  like  you,  sir,  [to  Cym.]  ambassadors 
from  Rome ; 
The  one  is  Gaius  Lucius. 

Cjfm.  A  worthy  fellow. 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpose  now  ; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  his  :  [Queen  advaneee  to  Gym.] 

Our  dear  son,  [To  Cloten] 
When  you  have  given  good  morning  to  your  mistress, 
Attend  the  Queen  and  us,  [Gym.  ancf  Queen  croM  to  r.] 

we  shall  have  need 
T'  employ  you  towards  this  Roman. 
Betimes  to-morrow  we*ll  hear  th*  embassy. 
Come,  madam.       [Exeunt  Cymbbline  and  Qurbn,  r 

Loe,  (l.  c.)  Did  you  hear  of  another  stranger,  that's 
come  to  court  to-night  ? 

Cloten.  (c.)  Another  stranger,^and  I  not  know  on't  ? 

Mad,  (r.)  He's  a  strange  fellow  himself,  and  knows 
it  not.  [Aside. 

Loe,  There's  an  Italian  come,  and  'tis  thought  one 
of  Leonatus'  friends. 

Cloten,  Leonatus !  A  banished  rascal ;  and  he's 
another,  whatsoever  he  be.  Who  told  you  of  this 
stranger  ? 

hoc.  (l.)  One  of  your  lordship's  pages. 
Cloten,  Is  it  fit,  I  went  to  look  upon  him  ?  Is  there  no 
derogation  in  it  ? 

o  3 
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Mad,  Yoa  cannot  derogate,  my  lord* 

Clcten.  Not  easily,  I  think. 
Gome,  [js/oing  l.]  I'll  go  see  this  Italian ;  and  if  lM*tl 

play, 
1*11  game  with  him ;  and  to-morrow,  with  onr 
Father,  we'll  hear  the  ambassador.    Gome,  m*8  go. 

Loe,  I  attend  your  lordship.  [^Bxeunt,  l. 

8GENE  III.— i<  Bed':ehamber,^Bed  in  c.  qfbaek- 
ground-- A  large  trunk  i>.  qf  the  Bfd, 

Imogbn  reading  in  her  Bed. — Helen  aUending. 

Imog.  Who's  there  ?  my  woman  Helen  ? 

Helen.  Please  you,  madam. 

Imog.  What  hour  is't  1 

Helen.  Almost  midnight,  madam. 

Imog.  I  have  read  three  lyours,  then :  mine  eyes  are 
weak: 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left :  To  bed : 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burnioff ; 
And  if  thou  canst  awake  by  four  o*  the  cioc|c, 
I  pr'ythee,  call  me.    Sleep  has  seized  me  wholly. 

iExit  Helen,  b. 
8 ! 
From  fairies,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night. 
Guard  me,  'beseech  you !  ISleept. 

Iachimo  cautiously  raises  the  lid,  and  comes  out  qfthe 

trunk. 

lack.  The  crickets  sing,  and  man's  o'erlabour'd  sense 
Repairs  itself  by  rest:  [Comes  fam>ard.'\     Our  Tar- 

quin  thus 
Did  softly  press  the  rushes,  ere  he  waken 'd 
The  chastity  he  wounded.     Cytherea, 
^ow  bravely  thou  becomest  thy  bed  I  fresh  lily ! 
And  whiter  than  the  sheets !  That  I  might  touch ! 
But  kiss ;  one  kiss ! — 
'Tis  her  breathing  that 
Perfumes  the  chamber  thus :  [Goes  toward  R.,  looklMg 

toward  the  6e(2.]  The  flame  o'  the  taper. 
Bows  towards  her ;  and  would  under-peep  her  lidt« 
To  see  the  enclosed  lights,  now  canopied 
Under  these  windows :  White  and  azure,  laced 
With  blue  of  heaven's  own  tint.    But  my  design-— 
To  note  the  chamber:  [Stands  k.]  I  will  write  all 

down:-- 
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the 


bed;  the 
Aad  the  coBtcBU  o*  the  story,— 
abot  her  body. 


Woold  testify,  to  cwich  anBe  iorcstory. 

O  docp,  tkso  spo  oC  iksth,  lie  didl  opoo  her . 

lyiiV!  [Goer  ColftrfaA]  d 


the( 

hcrlocd.    Ob  her  left  breast 
l&ethe 
ofacowdip:  bere*saT4 
■  ever  law 


^Tby  ihoald  I  write  ttis  dova,  that's  riveted, 

'dtosiyKaory?  [GmaimtheUMem^^tkthed^ 
mmdimkampmkmk.^  She  bath  bccarcadia^  late 
tide  oCTcreas  ;  here  the  IcaTs  tara'd  dova, 

IVIbere  rhfliiaiil  gave  ap. 1  have  ranaigh  : 

To  the  traak  agaia,  awl  shot  the  spriag  of  it. 

S vift,  sarin,  yoa  dragoas  of  the  a^ght !  that  dawaiag 

May  hare  the  nvca's  eye:  [Craatfs  tm  ike  Craair.]  I 


Lvcaly  lagel,  heil  is 
IGeU  imU  the  irmak^—Seeme 


Toar  lordship  is  the  Bost  patieat  aoB  iaioaa. 


(c)  ItwoaldaafcesByaawcaidto 
(i.  cu)  Bat  aot  every  aau 
ofyoarlsHrtip;  Toaafo 

pit  Hut  fsniiih    iBiiy,  1  shaald  hsia  gald 
:  ys  ilaisBf  ■siBiBg.  ist  aat? 
(B.C)  Day^aqrlOTA 


do  CTMBBLINK.  ACT  ft. 

Cloten,  I  would  the  maskers  and  mnslelwn  w«e 
come  I  I  am  advised  to  give  her  music  o*  mornliigt ;  they 
say,  it  will  penetrate  [A  Flouriak  qf  Mtuk  »ittaii. 

Loc.  Here  they  are,  my  lord. 

Cloten.  Gome,  let*s  join  them.  \^Bxeimt,  u 

SCENE  v.— ^M  Ante-chamber  to  Imogen* 9  ApaHmenL 

Enter  Cloten,  Locrine,  and  Mldan,  miih  Singbis 
and  Dancers. — Clotbn  and  Attendants  Mtand 

R.  C. — HlNOERS,  L. 

Cloten.  (r.  c.)  Come  on,  tune  first  a  Tery  excelktt 
good  conceited  thing,  after  a  wonderful  sweet  air,  witli 
admirable  rich  words  to  it,  and  then  let  her  consider. 

SONG. 

Hark  I  hark !  the  lark  at  heaven's  gate  sings. 

And  Phoebus  'gins  arise, 
His  steeds  to  water  at  those  springs 

On  chaliced  flowers  that  lies  ; 
And  winking  Mary-buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes ; 
With  every  thing  that  pretty  bin  ; 

My  lady  sweet  arise ; 
Arise,  arise ! 

Cloten.  [Going  to  the  Singere.]  So,  get  you  gone  :^ 
if  this  penetrate,  I  will  consider  your  music  the  better; 
[Exeunt  Singers,  l.]  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in  her 
ears,  which  horsehairs,  and  cats'-guts,  nor  the  voice  of 
eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend.  Come,  now  to  cor 
dancing.  And  if  she  is  immoveable  with  this,  she  is  an 
immoveable  princess,  and  not  worth  my  notice 
Leave  us  to  ourselves.  [Exeunt  Lords,  ife.  l. 

If  she  be  up,  IHl  speak  with  her;  [Going,  r.]  if  not, 
Let  her  lie  still,  and  dream.    By  your  leave,  ho  ! — 

[Knocks,  r.  d. 
I  know  her  women  are  about  her :  What, 
If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands?  *Tis  gold 
Which  buys  admittance ;  oft  it  doth ;  yea,  and  nnakes 
Diana's  rangers  false  themselves,  yield  up 
Their  deer  to  the  stand  of  the  stealer ;  and  *tis  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kiird,  and  saves  the  thief; 
Nay,  some  time,  hangs  both  thief  and  true  roan : — 

What 
Can  it  not  do  and  undo  ?  I  will  make 
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One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me ;  for 

1  yet  not  understand  the  case  myself. 

B  y  y onr  leave.  [  Knoekg 

Helen.  [Within.l  Who*s  there,  that  knocks  ? 

Cloten.  A  gentleman. 

Helen.  No  more  ? 

Cloten,  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  son. 

Enter  Helen. 

Helen.  That's  more 
Than  some,  whose  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours. 
Can  justly  boast  of:  what's  your  lordship's  pleasure  ? 

ClcUik,  Your  li^dy's  person :  Is  she  ready? 

Helen.  Ay,  to  keep  her  chamber. 

Cloten.  There's  gold  for  you ;   sell  ihe  your  good 
report. 

Hden.  How  ?  my  good  name  ?  or  to  report  of  you 
What  I  shall  think  is  good !  The  princess 

Enter  Imogen,  r.  d. 

Cloten.  Good  morrow,   fairest  sister:    Your  sweet 
hand.  [Exit  Helen,  b.  d. 

Imog.  Good-morrow,  sir :    You  lay  out  too  much 
pains 
For  purchasing  but  trouble. 

Cloten.  Still,  I  swear,  I  love  yon. 

Imog.X^O  If  you  but  said  so,  'twere  as  deep  with 
me: 
If  you  swear  still,  your  recompense  is  still 
That  I  regard  it  not. 

Cloten.  (r.  c.)  This  is  no  answer. 

Imog.  But  that  you  shall  not  say  I  yield,  being  silent, 
I  would  not  speak.     I  pray  you,  spare  me :  'faith, 
1  shall  nhfold  eqnal  discourtesy 
To  your  best  kindness :  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Cloten.  To  leave  you  in  your  madness,  'twere  my 
sin : 
I  will  not. 

Imog.  Foois  cure  not  mad  folks. 

Cloten.  Do  you  call  me  fool  ? 

tmog.r  As  I  am  mad,  I  do: 
If  you'll  be  patient,  I'll  no  more  be  mad  ; 
That  cures  us  both.    I  am  much  sorry,  sir. 
Yon  put  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners ; 
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But  I,  who  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce. 
By  the  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you. 

CMen,  The  contract  you   pretend  with  that  base 
wretch 
(One,  bred  of  alms,  and  foster*d  with  cold  dishes. 
With  scraps  o*  the  court),  it  is  no  contract,  none. 

Imog.  Profane  fellow ! 
Weil  thou  the  son  of  Jupiter,  and  no  more. 
But  what  thou  art,  besides,  thou  wert  too  base 
To  be  his  groom.  {^Crogges  to  c. 

Cloten.  The  south  fog  rot  him ! 

Imog,  (c.)  He  never  can  meet  more  mischance,  than 
come 
To  be  but  named  of  thee.    His  meanest  garment 
That  ever  hath  but  clippM  his  body,  is  dearer. 
In  my  respect,  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee. 
Were  they  all  made  such  men.  {^Cfroggin^  to  i. 

Clolen.  (a.  c.)  How  now  ? 

Imog,  Pisanio  !  [Calling. -^MisieM  her  Braeekt 

Cloten,  His  garment?    Now,  the  devil 

Enter  Pisanio,  a.  d. 

Ifnog,  To  Helen,  my  woman  hie  thee  presently — 

Cloten.  [AngtHlg paeingy  L.]  His  garment? 

Imog,  (a  )  I  am  spirited  with  a  fool ; 
ii'righted,  izA  anger*d  worse :— Go,  bid  my  woman 

<arch  for  a  jewel,  that,  too  casually, 
Hath  left  mine  arm ;  it  was  thy  master's :  *shrew  me,. 
If  I  would  lose  it  for  a  revenue 
Of  any  king*s  in  Europe.     I  do  think, 
I  saw*t  this  morning :  confident  I  am. 
Last  night  'twas  on  mine  arm  ;  I  kiss'd  it  then. 

Pisanio,  (a.)  'Twill  not  be  lost.  [&rl|,  a.  d. 

Imog,  I  hope  so :  go,  and  search. 

Cloten,  (c.)  You  have  abused  me  :— 
His  meanest  garment ! 
J  will  inform  your  father. 

Imog,  Your  mother  too  : 
She*s  my  good  lady  :  and  will  conceive,  1  hope. 
But  the  worst  of  me.    So  I  leave  yon,  sir. 
To  the  worst  of  discontent.  [ExU^  |t.  o 

Cloten.  [Going  l.]  I'll  be  revenged  ;— 
His  meanest  garment? ^Well.  l^SxiL  h 
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ACT  III. 

8CBNB  l.-'Bome.'-Jn Apartment inPkUarii'M 

Home, 

EHter  PosTHUMUs  and  Philabio,  l. 

Paat,  (p,)  Fear  it  not,  sir :  I  would  I  were  sotoro 
To  win  uie  Ung,  at  I  am  bold,  her  honour 
VFill  remain  hers. 

PkU.  (u)  What  means  do  von  make  to  him? 

Pail.  Not  any ;  but  abide  the  change  of  time ; 
Qoake  in  the  present  winter's  state,  and  wish 
That  warmm  days  would  come :.  In  these  fear'd  hopes 
I  barely  gratifV  your  Iotc  ;  they  Csiling, 
I  mast  die  mncm  your  debtor. 

Phil,  Tour  Tory  goodness,  and  your  company, 
O'erpays  all  I  can  do.    By  this,  your  king 
Hath  heard  of  great  Augustus :  Cains  Lucius 
Will  do  his  commission  throughly :  and,  I  think. 
Hell  grant  the  tribute ;  or  your  countrymen 
Will  look  upon  our  Romans,  whose  remembrance 
la  yet  fresh  In  their  grief. 

PoMt,  I  do  belieye 
(Statist  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be) 
That  this  will  prove  a  war :  and  you  shall  hear 
The  legions  now  in  Gallia,  sooner  landed 
In  our  not  fearing  Britain,  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.    Oar  countrymen 
Are  men  more  ordered,  than  when  Julius  Gssar 
Smiled  at  their  lack  of  skill,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at :  Their  discipline. 
Now  mingled  with  their  courages,  will  make  known 
To  their  approvers,  they  are  a  people,  such 
Tliat  mend  upon  the  world :  and  more  than  that. 
They  have  a  king,  whose  love  and  justice  to. them 
Hay  ask,  and  have,  their  treasures,  and  their  blood. 

PkU,  [CroMM  to  n.]  See !  lachimo ! 

J^if^  I4CHIM0,  a. 

P&0t,  The  swiftest  harts  have  posted  yon  by  landf 
And  winds  of  all  the  comers  kiss  d  your  sails, 
To  BNika  your  vessel  nimble. 
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PhU.  Welcome,  sir! 

Post.  I  hope,  the  briefaess  of  your  answer  made 
The  speediness  of  your  return. 

lack,  (r.)  Your  lady 
1 8  one,  the  fairest  that  I  have  look*d  upon. 

Post.  And,  therewithal,  the  best ;  or  let  her  beauty 
Look  through  a  casement,  to  allure  false  hearts. 
And  be  false  with  them. 

laeh.  Here  are  letters  for  you. 

Post,  Their  tenour  good,  I  trust. 

laeh.  'Tis  Tery  like. 

[PosTHUMOs  goes  l.,  and  readt  the  It^Uer 

PhU.  Was  Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  court 
When  you  were  there? 

lach.  He  was,  my  lord : — but  f 
Left  ere  I  saw  him. 

Post.  [Returning  toward  c]  All  is  well  yet.— 
Sparkles  this  stone  as  it  was  won't  ?  dr  i8*t  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing! 

laeh.  (c.)  if  I  have  lost  it, 
I  should  have  lost  the  worth  of  it  in  gold. 
I'll  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  t<^  e^joy 
A  second  night  of  such  sweet  shortness,  whibb 
Was  mine  in  Britain ;  for  the  ring  is  won. 

Post.  (l.  c.)  The  stone*s  too  hard  to  come  bjr« 

l£u:h.  Not  a  whit. 
Your  lady  being  so  easy. 

Post.  Make  not,  sir, 
Your  loss  your  sport ;  I  hope,  you  know,  that  we 
Must  not  continue  friends. 

laeh.  Good  sir,  we  must, 
If  you  keep  covenant :  Had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  mistress  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  question  further :  but  I  now 
Profess  myself  the  winner  of  her  hdnoUr, 
Together  with  your  ring ;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  yoti,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Post.  If  you  can  make  it  apparent 
That  you  have  tasted  her  in  bied,  my  hand. 
And  ring,  is  yours :  if  not,  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  of  her  pure  honour,  gains,  or  loses, 
Your  sword,  or  mine  ;  or  masterless,  leaves  both 
To  who  shall  find  them. 

laeh.  Sir,  my  circumstances 
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Being  so  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  Bake  them. 
Must  first  induce  you  to  belieye :  whose  strength 
1  will  confirm  with  oath ;  which,  I  doubt  not. 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  spare,  when  you  shall  find 
You'll  need  it  not. 

Pofl.  Proceed. 

laeh.  First,  her  bed-chamber, 
(Where,  I  confess,  I  slept  not ;  but,  profess. 
Had  that,  was  well  wortn  watching,)  it  was  hang*d 
With  tapestry  of  silk  and  silver ;  the  story, 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  she  met  her  Roman ;  >i 

A  piece  of  work 

So  bravely  done,  so  rich,  that  it  did  strive 
In  workmanship  and  value. 

Pofl.  This  is  true ; 
And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me, 
Or  by  some  other. 

laik.  More  particulars 
Most  justify  my  knowledge. 

Po$i,  So  they  must. 
Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

/odk.  The  chimney 
Is  south  the  chamber ;  and  the  chimney  piece. 
Chaste  Dian,  bathing :  never  saw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themselves  ;  the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature,  dumb:  outwent  her. 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

PomL  This  is  a  thing, 
Which  you  might  from  relation  likewise  reap  ; 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  spoke  of. 

Ic^,  The  roof  o'  the  chamber 
With  golden  cherubims  is  fretted. 

Pott.  This  is  her  honour  ! 
Let  it  be  granted,  you  have  seen  all  this,  fand  praise 
Be  given  to  your  remembrance,)  the  description 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber,  nothing  saves 
Tlie  wager  you  have  laid. 

laek.  Then  if  you  can, 
Be  pale :  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel—- See  !— 
And  now  'tis  up  again.  [PuUing  oui  £Ae  braedti 

Pati,  lAnuued.j  Jove  I — 
Onee  more  let  me  behold  it :  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her  ? 

lagk.  Sir,  I  thank  her,  that  t 
She  atripp'd  it  from  her  arm !  I  see  her  yet } 
Htr  pretty  action  did  outsell  her  gift, 
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And  yet  enrich*d  it  too :  slie  gave  It  me, 
And  8aid,  8he  prfzed  it  onoe. 

Post.  \^Going,  l.]  May  be^  she  pltiek*d  It  off. 
To  send  it  me. 

laeh.  She  writes  so  to  you— doth  she  ? 

PomL  (l.)  Oh,  no,  no,  no  !  *tis  true  !     [RetMrm  tO' 
ward  c]  Here,  take  this,  too  ;   [ulioet  the  rfiR^. 
It  is  a  basilisk  unto  mine  eye. 
Kills  me  to  look  on*t :  Let  there  be  no  honour, 
Where  there  is  beauty ;  truth,  where  semblance ;  loTe, 
Where  there*s  another  man :  The  yows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made. 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues  ;  which  is  noMng  :— 
O,  above  measure,  false  !  [Gset  R. 

Phil.  {^Crossing  toward  c.^  Have  patience,  sir. 
And  take  your  ring  again  ;  *tis  not  yet  won : 
It  may  be  probable,  she  lost  it ;  or. 
Who  knows,  if  one  of  her  women,  beiii|r  oermpted, 
Hath  stolen  it  from  her  ? 

Pott,  Very  true ; 
And  so,  I  hope,  he  came  by*t :     [Croff I'n^  toward  c 

Back,  my  ring; 
Render  to  me  some  corporal  sign  about  her. 
More  evident  than  this ;  for  this  was  stolen. 

Jack,  (l.  c.)  By  Jupiter !  1  had  it  from  her  arm ! 

Post.  [To  Philario.]   Hark  you,  he  swears;  by 
Jupiter,  he  swears  ! 
'Tis  true ;   nay,   [To  Iachimo.]    keep  the   ring^—Vis 

true :  I  am  sure 
She  could  not  lose  it :  her  attendants  are 
All  sworn,  and  honourable :  they  induced  to  steal  it, 
And  by  a  stranger ?— No ;   [To  Philaaio.]   he  hath 

enjoy 'd  her: — 
The  cognizance  of  her  incontinency 
Is  this,  she  hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  thus  dearly. 
There,  [giving  the  rin^l  take  thy  hire  ;    and  aU  the 

fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themselves  between  you  ! 

Phil.  Sir,  be  patient ; 
This  is  not  strong  enough  to  be  believed 
Of  one  persuaded  well  of— — 

Post,  Never  talk  on*t :  [Goixig  R' 

She  hath  been  colted  by  him. 

lach.  If  you  seek 
For  further  satisfying,  under  her  breast 
(Worthy  the  pressing)  Ues  a  mole,  right  proud 
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Of  that  most  delicate  lodging  :  Bv  my  till  ' 

I  kiss'd  it.    Yoa  do.remenber  tfaift  ataiii  Bpoii  ber  ? 

Pottf.  Ay,  and  itdoih  eollim 
Another  stain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold, 
Were  there  no  more  Irat  it ! 

ladk.  Will  you  hear  more  t 

Po&l,  Spare  your  arithmetie ;  ne*er  eoaot  the  tams ; 
Once,  and  a  million  ! 

lack,  1*11  be  sworn—— 

Poti,  [Orestlfip  lo  u]  No  swearing :— • 
If  thou  wilt  swear  thou  hast  not  doae't,  thou  llett 
And  I  will  kill  thee,  if  then  dost  dsay 
Thou  hast  made  me  cuckold. 

liiek,  I  will  deny  nothing. 

Pmt,  O,  that  I  liad  her  here,  to  tear  her  limbneal  I 
I  will  go  diere,  and  do*t,  i*  the  court,  before 
Her  flUher :  1*11  do  something.  [SxemtUj  l. 

8GBNB  II.— BHIalfi.— Cm6ci;fiie*f  rataec-^DmrnM 

tmd  TrwmptU. 

Ctmbblinb  amd  Qobbn,  geaied,  Glotbn,  IjOominb, 
BIadaii,  Lucius  VaUus,  and  Raman  and  Briiisk 
Ojpeert  dUecvered.    Romana^  l.    BrUimg^  n. 

Cym.  Now  say,  what  would  Augustus  Cttsar  with  us  ? 

hue,  (l.)  When  Julius  Gs«ar 
Was  in  this  Britain, 

And  conquer*d  it,  Cassib«lan,  thiae  uncle, 
(Famous  in  Gssar*s  praises,  no  whit  less 
Than  in  his  feats  deserring  it,)  for  lum. 
And  his  succession,  granted  Rome  a  tribute. 
Yearly  three  thousand  pounds ;  which,  by  thee  lately. 
Is  left  untender*d. 

Queen,  And,  to  kill  the  marvel. 
Shall  be  so  ever. 

Cioten.  (b.)  There  be  many  Casars, 
Ere  such  another  Julius.    Britain  is 
A  world  by  itself ;  and  we  will  nothing  pay    < 
For  wearing  our  own  noses. 

Tribute !  why  should  we  pay  tribute?  If  Cssar  can 
hide  the  sun  from  us  with  a  blanket,  or  put  the  moon  in 
his  pocket,  we  will  pay  him  tribute  for  light ;  else,  sir, 
no  more  tribute. 

Cjfm.  You  must  know, 
Till  the  injurious  Roman  did  extort 
This  tribute  from  us,  we  were  free  : 
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Say  then  to  Cssar, 

Our  ancestor  was  that  Malmutius,  which 

OrdainM  our  laws ;  whose  use  the  sword  of  G«sar^ 

Hath  too  much  mangled :  whose  repair,  and  franchise, 

Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed. 

Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry. 

Lue.  I  am  sorry,  Gymbeline, 
That  I  am  to  pronounce  Augustus  Cesar 
Thine  enemy  ; 

Receive  it  from  me  then.:— War,  and  confusion. 
In  Cesar's  name,  pronounce  I  *gainst  thee  :  look 
For  fury  not  to  bo -resisted : — Thus  defied, 
I  thanlc  thee  for  myself. 

Cym.  Thou  art  welcome,  Caius. 

Cloten.  [Crotting  to  Lucius.]  His  majesty  bids  you 
welcome.  Mttke  pastime  with  us  a  day,  or  two,  or 
longer :  If  you  seek  us  afterwards  on  other  terms,  yoa 
shall  find  us  in  our  salt  water  girdle :  if  you  beat  us 
out  of  >t,  it  is  yours ;  if  you  fall  in  the  adyenture, 
our  crows  shall  fare  the  better  for  you ;  and  there's  an 
end. 

Luc.  So,  sir. 

Cym,  I  know  your  master's  pleasure,  and  he  mine : 
All  that  remains,  is  welcome. 

[Drums  and  TrwmpeU — Exeuni^  Ramang,  h, 
Britons,  r. 

SCENE  III.— i4fi  Apartment  in  Cymbeline^s  Palaet, 

Enter  Pisanio,  l.  ;  a  Letter  in  his  hand. 

Piffonto.  (c.)  How !    of  adultery !  Wherefore  write 
you  not 
What  monster*s  her  accuser?    Leonatus I 
Oh,  master !  what  a  strange  infection 
Is  fallen  into  thine  ear!  What  false  Italian, 
As  pois*nous  tongued,  as  handed,  hath  prevaird 
On  thy  too  ready  hearing  ? — Disloyal  t  No : 
She*s  punishM  for  her  truth  ;  and  undergoes. 
More  goddess-like  than  wife-like,  such  assaults 
As  would  take  in  some  Tirtue.— Oh,  my  master ! 
Thy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low,  as  were 
Thy  fortunes. — How  !  that  I  should  murder  her? 
Upon  thy  love,  and  truth,  and  vows,  which  I 
Have  made  to  thy  command? — I,  her? — her  blood? 
If  it  be  so  to  do  good  service,  never 
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Let  me  be  counted  tenrieeable.  (r.  o.)  How  look  f. 

That  I  should  seem  to  lack  humanity. 

So  much  as  this  faot  eomes  tot         [Reading  the  tMter, 

"  Do'l :  The  letter. 
That  I  have  sent  her,  by  her  own  command. 
Shall  giro  thee  opportaniiy  :**    (l.  c.)    Oh,  damnM 
paper! 

Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee  !<^ 

Lo,  here  she  comes. 

BhUer  Imoabn,  b. 

I  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

Imog,  (r.^  How  now,  Pisanio  ? 

PittaUo,  (B.  c.)  Madam,  here*s   a  letter  flrom    my 
lord. 

Jbio^.  (B.C.)  Who?  thy  lord?  that  is  ray  lord?  Leo- 
natus  7  [Imogen  takee  the  LeUer, 

Oh,  learu*d  indeed  were  that  astronomer. 
That  knew  the  stars  as  I  his  characters ; 
He*d  lay  the  future  open. — Yon  good  gods. 
Let  what  is  here  contain'd  relish  of  love. 
Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content !    . 
Good  wax,  thy  leave :  BlessM  be 
You  bees,  that  made  these  locks  of  counsel ! 
Good  news,  gods ! 

[Readings^  **  Justice,  and  your  father's  wrath,  should 
he  take  me  iti  his  dominions,  could  not  be  so  cruel  tome, 
as  you.  Oh,  the  dearest  of  creatures,  would  not  even 
renew  me  with  your  eyes.  Take  notice,  that  I  am  in 
Cambria,  at  Milford  Haven  :  What  your  own  love  will 
out  of  this,  advise  you,  follow.  So,  he  wishes  you  all 
happiness,  that  remains  loyal  to  his  vow,  and  your,  in- 
creasing in  love, 

**  Lbonatus  Posthdmus." 
O,  for  a  horse  with  wings  f — Hear*st  thon,  Pisanio  ? 
He  is  at  Milford  Haven :  Read,  and  tell  me 
How  far  'tis  thither.  [Retires  haaiUjf  up  the  Stage.}  If 

one  of  mean  affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  I 
Glide  thither  in  a  day  ?— llien,  true  Pisanio, 
How  far  is  it  [Returningl 
To  this  same  blessed  Milrord  ? 
How  may  we  steal  from  hence  ? 
I  pr'ytbee,  speak. 

How  many  score  of  miles  nay  we  well  ride 
*Twixt  hour  and  hour  ? 
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Pitanio.  One  score,  *twixt  sun  and  sun, 
Bfadam,  is  enough  for  you  ;  and  too  much  too 

Imog.  (B.  c.)  Why,  one  that  rode  to  his  execution, 
man. 
Could  never  go  so  slow : — 
But  this  is  foolery  : 

Go,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  sickness  ;  say 
She*ll  home  to  her  father :  and  provide  me,  presently, 
A  riding  suit:  no  costlier  than  would  fit 
A  franklln*s  housewife. 

Pitanio,  Madam,  you're  best  consider 

Imog.  (b.)  1  see  before  me,  man,  nor  here,  nor  here, 
Nor  what  ensues !  but  have  a  fog  in  them. 
That  I  cannot  look  through.    Away,  I  pr*ythee : 
Do  as  1  bid  thee :  there*s  no  more  to  say ; 
Accessible  is  none  but  Mil  ford  way. 

[£jreunt,  Imogen,  r.  d.,  Pisanio,  l. 

SCENE  IV, —A  Forett  in  Walei,  witk  a  Canty 

near  l.  u.  e. 

Enter  Belahius,  Guiderius,  and  ARYiRAOus,  Jrom 

the  Cave. 

Bel.  (c.)  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  house,  with  such 
Whose  roof *s  as  low  as  ours :  See,  boys  ;  this  gate 
Instructs  you  how  to  adore  the  heavens  ;  and  bows  you 
To  morning*s  holy  office :  the  gates  of  monarchs 
Are  arch*d  so  high,  that  giants  may  jet  through. 
And  keep  their  impious  turbans  on,  without 
Good-morrow  to  the  sun.— Hail,  thou  fair  Heaven  ! 
We  house  i'  the  rock,  yet  use  thee  not  so  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do 

Guid.  (l.)  Hail,  Heaven  ! 

Arv.  (r.)  Hail,  Heaven  ! 

Bel.  Now,  for  our  mountain  sport :  up  to  yon  hill. 
Your  legs  are  young ;  1*11  tread  these  flats.    Consider 
When  you,  above,  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 
That  it  is  a  place,  whidh  lessens,  and  sets  off. 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  have  told  you. 
Of  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war : 
This  service  is  not  service,  so  being  done, 
But  being  so  allow 'd :  To  apprehend  thus, 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  see : 
And  often,  to  oiir  comfort,  shall  we  find 
The  sharded  beetle  in  a  safer  hold 
Than  is  the  full  wing*d  eagle. 
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Quid,  Out  of  your  proof  you  speak:  we  poor  un- 
fledged. 
Have  nerer  winged  from  Tiew  o'  the  nest ;  nor  know 

not 
What  air*s  firom  home.    Haply,  this  life  Is  best. 
If  quiet  life  be  best ;  sweeter  to  yoa. 
That  haye  a  sharper  known ;  well  eorresponding 
With  your  stiff  age :  but,  unto  us,  it  is 
A  cell  of  ignorance  ;  traTelllng  a-bed ; 
A  prison  for  a  debtor,  that  not  diu'es 
To  stride  a  limit. 

Arv^  What  should  we  speak  of, 
When  we  are  old  as  you,  when  we  shall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how. 
In  this  our  pinching  cave,  shall  we  discourse 
The  freezing  hours  away  ?  we  have  seen  nothing. 

'Be/.  How  you  speak ! 
Did  you  but  know  the  city^s  usuries, 
And  felt  them  knowingly ;  the  art  o*  the  court. 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep ;  whose  top  to  climb 
Is  certain  falling,  or  so  slippery,  that 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling ;  the  toil  of  the  war, 
A  pain  that  only  seems  to  seek  out  danger 
I*  the  name  of  fame,  and  honour ;  which  dies  i*  the 

search : 
And  hath  as  oft  a  slanderous  epitaph. 
As  record  of  fair  act ;  nay,  many  times. 
Doth  ill  deserve  by  doing  well ;  what*s  worse. 
Must  court*sy  at  the  censure : — Oh,  boys,  this  story 
The  world  may  read  in  me :  my  body*s  mark'd 
With  Roman  swords ;  and  my  report  was  once 
First  with  the  best  of  note :  Cymbeline  loved  me ; 
And,  when  a  soldier  was  the  theme,  my  name 
Was  not  far  off:  then  was  I  as  a  tree. 
Whose  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit :  but,  in  one  night, 
A  storm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will. 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves. 
And  left  me  bare  to  wither. 

Quid.  Uncertain  faTour ! 

Bel.  My  fault  being  nothing,  (as  I  have  told  yon  oft) 
But  that  two  villains,  whose  false  oaths  prevaiVd 
Before  my  perfect  honour,  swore  to  Cymbeline, 
I  was  confederate  with  the  Romans :  so. 
Followed  my  banishment ;  and  this  twenty  years. 
This  rock,  and  these  demesnes,  have  been  my  world : 
Where  1  have  lived  at  honest  freedom ;  paid 
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More  pioas  debts  to  Heaven,  than  In  all 
The  fore  end  of  my  time.    But,  up  to  the  mountains ; 
This  is  not  hunter's  language  : — He,  that  strikes 
The  venison  first,  shall  be  lord  o'  the  feast ; 
To  him  the  other  two  shall  minister ; 
And  we  will  fear  no  poison,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  state.    1*11  meet  you  in  the  yalleys. 
[Exeunt  Guidbrius  and  Artiraous,  b. 
How  hard  it  is,  to  hide  the  sparks  of  nature  ! 
These  boys  know  little,  they  are  sons  to  the  Ring ; 
Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think  they  are  mine  ;  and,  though  train'd  up  thus 

meanly 
I*  the  cave,  wherein  they  bow,  their  thoughts  do  hi 
The  roofs  of  palaces  ;  and  nature  prompts  them. 
In  simple  and  low  things,  to  prince  it,  much 
Beyond  the  trick  of  others.    This  Polydore— 
The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain,  whom 
The  king  his  father  caird  Guiderius—Jove ! 
When  on  my  three-foot  stool  I  sit,  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  I  have  done,  his  spirits  fly  out 
Into  my  story :  say,  "Thus  mine  enemy  fell ; 
And  thus  I  set  my  foot  on  his  neck  :*'  even  then 
The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he  sweats, 
Strains  his  young  nerves,  and  puts  himself  in  posture 
That  acts  my  words.    The  younger  brother,  Cadwal, 
(Once  Arviragus,)  is  as  like  a  figure. 
Strikes  life  into  my  speech,  and  shows  much  more 
His  own  conceiving.  [i4  Horn  sounds,  R. 

Hark !  the  game  is  roused  ! 

Oh,  Cymbeline  !  Heaven,  and  my  conscience,  knows 
Thou  didst  unjustly  banish  me :  whereon. 
At  three,  and  two  years  old,  I  stole  these  babes 
Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  succession,  as 
Thou  'reftst  me  of  my  land.     Euriphile^ 
Thou  wast  their  nurse:  they  took  thee  for  their  motner. 
And  every  day  do  honour  to  thy  grave : 
Myself,  Belarius,  that  am  Morgan  call'd, 
They  take  for  natural  father.    [The  horn  Monndt  again. 
The  game  is  up  [£jrtl,  r.  s.  e. 
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TrwnpeU,  l. 

Enter  Gtmbblinb,  Qubbn,  Cloten,  Locrinb,  Ma- 
DAN,  Lucius  Varus,  and  Attendants,  l. 

Cj^.  (b.)  Thus  far ;  and  so  farewell. 

Imc,  (l.)  Thanks,  royal  sir. 
I  am  right  sorry,  that  I  must  report  ye 
My  master's  enemy. 
I  desire  of  you 
A  conduct  over  land,  to  Milford  Haven. 

Cym.  My  lords,    [To  Attendants.]    you  are  ap- 
pointed for  tnat  office ; 
The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit : 
So  farewell,  noble  Lucius. 

Lue.  [To  Glotbn,  l.  c]  Your  hand,  my  lord. 

Cieten,  (l.  c.)  Receive  it  friendly :   but,  from  this 
time  forth, 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc.  Sir,  the  event 
Is  yet  to  name  the  winner :  Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  Lucius,  Locrine,  and  Varus,  S^c,  l. 

Queen,  (r.  c.)  He  goes  hence  frowning :  but  it  honours 
us. 
That  we  have  given  him  cause. 

Cloten.  *Tis  all  the  better ; 
Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  wishes  in  it. 

Queen,  (c.)  *Tis  not  sleepy  business  ; 
But  must  be  looked  to  speedily,  and  strongly. 

Cym.  (r.  c.)  Our  expectation  that  it  would  be  thus. 
Hath  made  us  forward.    But,  my  gentle  queen, 
Where  is  our  daughter  ?  She  hath  not  appeared 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tenderM 
The  duty  of  the  day  :  She  looks  us  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice  than  of  duty  ; 
We  have  noted  it.     Call  her  before  us  ;  for 
We  have  been  too  slight  in  sufferance.  [Exit  Ma  dan,  r 

Queen,  (c.)  Royal  sir, 
Since  the  exile  of  Posthumus,  most  retired 
Hath  her  life  been  ;  the  cure  whereof,  my  lord, 
*Tis  time  must  do.     *Beseech  your  majesty. 
Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her. 

Enter  MAnkVf  r 

Cym.  Where  is  she,  sir  ?   How 
raa  hAv  contempt  be  answer'd  ? 
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PhU.  Welcome,  sir! 

Pott.  I  hope,  the  briefiaess  of  your  answer  made 
The  speediness  of  your  return. 

lack,  (r.)  Your  lady 
Is  one,  the  fairest  that  I  have  lobk*d  upon. 

Pott.  And,  therewithal,  the  best ;  or  let  her  beauty 
Look  through  a  casement,  to  allure  false  hearts. 
And  be  false  with  them. 

laeh.  Here  are  letters  for  you. 

Pott,  Their  tenour  good,  I  trust. 

laeh,  *Tis  Tery  like. 

[PosTHUMOs  goes  l.,  and  readt  the  It^Uer 

PhU,  Was  Gaius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  court 
When  you  were  there  ? 

laeh.  He  was,  my  lord : — but  f 
Left  ere  I  saw  him. 

Poet.  [Returning  toward  c]  All  is  well  yet.— • 
Sparkles  this  stone  as  it  was  won't  ?  or  is*t  not 
Too  ftuU  for  your  good  wearing! 

laeh.  (c.)  If  I  have  lost  it, 
I  should  nave  lost  the  worth  of  it  in  gold, 
ril  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  t<^  enjoy 
A  second  night  of  such  sweet  shortness,  whibb 
Was  mine  in  Britain ;  for  the  ring  is  won. 

Post,  (l.  c.)  The  stone*s  too  hard  to  come  bf* 

laeh.  Not  a  whit. 
Your  lady  being  so  easy. 

Post,  Make  not,  sir, 
Your  loss  your  sport ;  I  hope,  you  know,  that  we 
Must  not  continue  friends. 

laeh.  Good  sir,  we  must, 
If  you  keep  covenant :  Had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  mistress  home,  I  gfant 
We  were  to  question  further :  but  I  now 
Profess  myself  the  winner  of  her  hdtloilr. 
Together  with  your  ring ;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  yoti,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

'Post.  If  you  can  make  it  apparent 
That  you  have  tasted  her  in  bied,  my  hand, 
And  ring,  is  yours :  if  not,  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  of  her  pure  honour,  gains,  or  loses. 
Your  sword,  or  mine  ;  or  masterless,  leaves  both 
To  who  shall  find  them. 

JocA.  Sir,  my  circumstances 
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Being  so  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  make  them, 
Must  first  induce  you  to  believe :  whose  strength 
1  will  confirm  with  oath ;  which,  I  doubt  not, 
YouMl  giye  me  leave  to  spare,  when  you  shall  find 
You*ll  need  it  not. 

Post,  Proceed. 

lack.  First,  her  bed-chamber, 
(Where,  I  confess,  I  slept  not ;  but,  profess. 
Had  that,  was  well  worth  watching,)  it  was  hang*d 
With  tapestry  of  silk  and  silver  ;  the  story, 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  she  met  her  Roman  ; 
A  piece  of  work 

So  bravely  done,  so  rich,  that  it  did  strive 
In  workmanship  and  value. 

Post,  This  is  true  ; 
And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me. 
Or  by  some  other. 

lack.  More  particulars 
Must  justify  my  knowledge. 

Post.  So  they  must. 
Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

lack.  The  chimney 
Is  south  the  chamber ;  and  the  chimney  piece. 
Chaste  Dian,  bathing :  never  saw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themselves  ;  the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature,  dumb :  outwent  her. 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

Post.  This  is  a  thing, 
Which  you  might  from  relation  likewise  reap  ; 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  spoke  of. 

lack.  The  roof  o*  the  chamber 
With  golden  cherubims  is  fretted. 

Post.  This  is  her  honour  ! 
Let  it  be  granted,  you  have  seen  all  this,  (and  praise 
Be  given  to  your  remembrance,)  the  description 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber,  nothing  saves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

Ictch.  Then  if  you  can, 
Be  pale :  I  bag  but  .eave  to  air  this  jewels-See  !•— 
And  now  'tis  up  again.  [Pulling  out  the  braeeUi 

Post,  [Anuized.]  Jove! — 
Once  more  let  me  behold  it:  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her? 

l£tch.  Sir,  I  thank  her,  that : 
She  stripp*d  it  from  her  arm !  I  see  her  yet ; 
H«r  pretty  action  did  outsell  her  gift. 
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PUanio,  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

imog,  (l.  c.)  Come,  fellow,  be  thou  honest  ; 
Do  thou  thy  master's  bidding  :  when  thou  seest  him, 
A  little  witness  my  obedience :  Look  ! 
I  draw  the  sword  myself:    [Draws  hit  tfoonf]  take  it; 

and  hit 
The  Innocent  mansion  of  my  love,  my  heart : 
Fear  not ;  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief: 
Thy  master  is  not  there ;  who  was,  indeed. 
The  riches  of  it :  Do  his  bidding ;  strike. 
Thou  may*st  be  valiant  in  a  better  cause ; 
But  now  thou  seem'st  a  coward. 

Pisanio,  (r.  c.)  Hence,  vile  instrument : 

[T^rotBin^  hU  award  R. 
Thou  shalt  not  damn  my  hand. 

Imog,  (c.)  Why,  I  must  die ; 
And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  servant  o^  thy  master's :  Against  self-slaughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  so  divine. 
That  cravens  my  weak  hand.    Come,  here's  my  heart ; — 
Something's  afore't :  Soft,  soft ;  we'll  no  defence — 
What  is  here  ?  [Taking  out  lettert 

The  scriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus, 
All  turn'd  to  heresy  ?  Away,  away. 
Corrupters  of  my  faith !  [Throwing  lettert  away  to  the 
R.]  you  shall  no  more 

Be  stomachers  to  my  heart. • 

'Pr'ythee,  dispatch :     [Pisanio  b.  picks  up  the  tetters. 
The  lamb  entreats  the  butcher :  Whereas  thy  knife  ? 
Thou  art  too  slow  to  do  thy  master's  bidding, 
When  I  desire  it  too. 

Pisanio.  Oh,  gracious  lady, 
Since  I  received  command  to  do  this  business, 
I  have  not  slept  one  wink. 

Imog,  (r.  c.)  Do't,  and  to  bed,  then. 

Pisanio,  I'll  wake  mine  eye-balls  blind  first. 

Imog.  Wherefore  then 
Didst  undertake  it  ? 
Why  hast  thou  gone  so  far. 
To  be  unbent,  when  thou  hast  ta'en  thy  stand. 
The  elected  deer  before  thee  ? 

Pisanio,  But  to  win  time 
To  lose  so  bad  employment :  in  the  which, 
I  have  considerM  of  a  course :  Good  lady, 
Hear  me  with  patience.  [Picks  up  th§  sword, 

Imog,  (b.)  Talk  thy  tongue  weary ;  speak : 
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I  ha?e  heard  I  am  a  stniinpet ;  and  mina  ear, 
Therein  false  Btmck,  can  take  no  greater  wound. 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that.    Bat  speak. 

PiMOMio,  (b.  c.)  It  cannot  be,  ' 

Bat  that  my  master  is  abased : 
Some  fillaui,  ay,  and  singular  in  his  art. 
Hath  done  yon  both  this  enrsed  injury. 

hnog.  Some  Roman  courtesan. 

PiMtmio,  No,  on  my  lifpt.— 
1*11  give  but  notice  you  are  dead,  and  send  him 
Some  bloody  sign  of  it ;  for  Mis  commanded 
I  should  do  so :  You  shall  be  miss*d  at  court, ^ 
And  that  will  well  coniirm  it. 

Imog.  Why,  good  fellow. 
What  shall  I  do  the  while?  [Takea  kit  kandJ]  Where 

bide?  How  live? 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  husband  7 

Pisanio.  lParting,'\  If  you'll  back  to  the  eourty— - 

Imog,  No  court,  no  father. 

PUamio,  (l.  c.^  If  not  at  court. 
Then  not  in  Britain  must  you  bide. — ^Where  thent 

Imog,  Hath  Britain  all  the  sun  that  shines  7 
'Pr'y^ee,  think 
There's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pisanio,  I  am  most  glad 
You  think  of  other  place.    The  ambassador, 
Lucius,  the  Roman,  comes  to  Milford-Haven 
To-morrow :  now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind. 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is,  [Takeg  her  handm 

You  should  tread  a  coarse 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view :  yea,  haply  near 
The  residence  of  Posthumus  ;  so  nigh,  at  least. 
That  though  his  actions  were  not  visible,  yet 
Report  should  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Iniog.  O,  for  such  means ! 
Though  peril  to  my  modesty,  not  death  on't, 
I  would  adventure. 

Piganio,  Well,  then  here's  the  point : 
You  must  forget  to  be  a  woman ;  {Pavt'\  change 
Command  into  obedience ; 
Forethinking  this,  I  have  alreadv  fit 
(*Tis  in  my  cloakbag,}  doublet,  hat,  hose,  all 
Ttwl  answer  to  them :  Would  you,  in  their  tervinf , 
And  with  what  imitation  yon  can  borrow 
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From  youth  of  tnch  a  season,  *fore  noble 
Present  yourself,  desire  his  s«VTice,  tell  hias 
Wherein  yon  are  happy,  Twhich  yoa*U  make  him  know, 
if  that  his  head  have  ear  in  music,)  doubtless. 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you;  for  he's  honoiirable. 
And,  doubling  that,  most  holy.    Your  means  aliroad 
You  have  me,  rich :  and  I  will  neyer  fail 
Beginning,  nor  supplyment. 

Imog,  (r.  c.)  Thou  art  all  the  comfort 
The  gods  will  diet  me  with. 
This  attempt 

I  am  soldier  to,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  princess  courage. 

Pisanio.  (a.  c.)  Well,  madam,  we  must  take  m  short 
farewell 
Lest,  being  miss'd,  I  be  suspected  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  court. — My  noble  mistress, 
Here  is  a  box ;  I  had  it  from  the  queen :   * 
What's  in't  is  precious  :  if  you  are  sick  at  sea. 
Or  stomach-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  distemper.^To  some  shade. 
And  fit  you  to  your  manhood : — ^May  the  gods 
Direct  yon  to  the  best ! 

Imog»  (a.)  Amen  !  I  thank  thee.  {Bjieuui,  a. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  h'-C^mbeUne't  Palace. 

Enter  Glotbn,  l. 

Cloten.  (c.)  I  love,  and  hate  her :  for  she's  fair  and 
royal, 
I  love  her  ;  but. 

Disdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Posthumus,  slanders  so  her  judgment, 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed, 
To  be  revenged  upon  her.  [Retireg  baeh 

Enter  Pisanio,  a.  d. 

Who  is  here? 

Ah,  you  precious  pander  I  [Advancing,}  Vfllaio, 


Wh€fr»  Ib  tirf  Itdy  t  In  •  w«nl  ?  •r  elia 
TtacMi  «rf  tinilfflitway  with  Uie  iends. 

ffftwmfew  (l.)  O,  good  ny  lord  I 

CMm,  <tt.  c.)  WlMne  is  «liy  tady  ?  or,  Vy  JFspitor^ 
I  will  Bol  ask  agals.    CSosa  yillain, 
1*11  Kay*  this  Morat  from  thy  haart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.    is  Aa  with  PoathoBHis  ? 

PUtmUt.  Alas,  idt  lord. 
How  eaa  sha  be  wllli  himt  Whan  was  she  miss*^? 

CMetk  Where  is  she,  sir  ? 
Satisfy  me  home. 
What  is  becoaie  of  her  f 

Pigamo,  O,  my  all-worthy  lord ! 

Cioten.  (l.  c.)  AU-worthy  villain ! 
Speak,  or  thy  silenee  on  the  instant  is 
Thy  eondeamation  and  thy  death. 

PiBomio.  Then,  sir. 
This  paper  is  the  history  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  h«r  tight.  [FfVMils  a  lettsr. 

Cloitti.  Let's  see't :  I  will  parsua  her 
Even  to  Augustus*  throne. 

PiioaUo.  lAgide,  a.]  Or  this,  or  perish. 
She*s  far  enough ;  and  what  he  learns  by  this. 
May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger. 
1*11  write  to  my  lord  she's  dead.    O  Imogoi, 
Safe  may*st  thou  wander,  safe  return  again ! 

Cioten,  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true  ? 

PUamio,  (a.  c.)  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Cioten.  It  is  Posthumus*  hand  ;  I  know't.  Sirrah,  if 
thon  would'st  not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  service, 
— that  is,  what  villany  soever  I  bid  thee  do,  to  per- 
form it,  directly  and  truly,— I  would  think  thee  an  h6- 
nest  man :  thou  should'st  neither  want  my  means  for 
thy  relief,  nor  my  voice  for  thy  preferment. 

PUanio,  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Cioten.  Wilt  thou  serve  me  ? 

Pisanio,  Sir,  I  will. 

Cioten,  Give  me  thy  hand,  here's  my  purse;  Hast 
any  of  thy  late  master^  garments  in  thy  possession  ? 

Pitanio,  I  have,  my  lord,  at  my  lodgings :  the  same 
suit  be  wore  when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and  mis- 
tress. 

Cioten.  The  iirst  service  thou  dost  me,  fetch  that  suit 
hither ;  let  it  be  thy  first  service ;  go. 

Pisanio.  1  shall,  my  lord.  [ExU  Puanio,  r.  d. 

CMen.  (c.)  Meet  thee  at  Milford-haven :— — Bven 
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there,  thoa  Tiliain  Posthamus,  will  I  kill  thee.  I 
would  these  garmenU  were  come  1  -She  said  upen  a 
time,  that  she  held  the  very  garment  of  PosthaoMia  in 
more  respect  than  my  noble  and  natural  person.  With 
that  suit  upon  my  back  will  I  -first  kill  him,  and  in  her 
eyes :  ^Gidng,  l.]  He  on  the  ground,  my  speech  of 
insultment  ended  on  his  dead  body,  when  my  appetite 
hath  dined,  to  the  court  1*11  foot  her  home  again.  My 
revenge  is  now  at  Milford : — 'Would  I  had  wings  to 
follow  it  J  IBsU,  L. 

SCENE  U.^Wales.^Tke  ForeH  and  Cave. 

Enter  Imogen*  in  Boy*»  Clothes,  R.  s.  b. 

Imog.  I  see,  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one  : 
I  have  tired  myself ;   [Advancing  to  c]    and  for  two 

nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.    I  should  be  sick. 
But  that  my  resolution  helps  roe. — Milford, 
When  from  the  mountain  top  Pisanio  show'd  thee. 
Thou  wast  within  a  ken : 
Two  beggars  told  me, 

I  could  not  miss  my  way :  Will  poor  folks  lie. 
That  have  afflictions  on  them,  knowing  'tis 
A  punishment,  or  trial  ?  (r.  c.)  Yes :  no  wonder. 
When  rich  ones  scarce  tell  true : 
My  dear  lord ! 

Thou  art  one  o'  the  false  ones  :  Now  I  think  on  thee, 
My  hunger's  gone  ;  but  even  before  I  was 
At  point  to  sink  for  food.    But  what  is  this  7 

[Seeing  the  Cave  near  is.  u.  i. 
*1Hs  some  savage  hold  : 

I  were  best  not  call :  I  dare  not  call :  yet  famine. 
Ere  clean  it  o'erthrow  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 
Plenty,  and  peace,  breeds  cowards ;  hardness  ever 
Of  hardiness  is  mother. — Ho !— who's  here  ? 
If  any  thing  that's  civil,  speak. 
Ho ! — ^No  answer  ?  then  I'll  enter. 
Best  draw  my  sword ;  and  if  mine  enemy 
But  fear  the  sword  like  me,  he'll  scarcely  look  on't. 
Such  a  foe,  good  heavens !         [She  goes  into  the  Cave. 

Enter  Belarius.  Guidkrius,  and  Arviraous,  r. 

Bel.  (c.)  You,  Polydore,  have  proved  best  wood 
man,  and 
Are  master  of  ths  feast  t  Cadwal,  and  I 
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Will  pl«7  tfaa  eook,  and  semuit  i 

Conu),  oar  stomachs 

Will  make  if  bat's  homely  saTOury  s  Weariness 

Can  saore  npoo  the  flint,  when  restive  slo^ 

-Finds  tlie  down  ^Uow  liard,— Now,  peaee  be  here. 

Poor  bonw,  thai  ke^'st  thyself  I 

[AU  go  CdMNircit  tki  CSsve. 

QnitU  I  aai  thoroughly  weary. 

Arv,  I  am  webk  with  toil,  yet  strong  in  appetite. 

Guid.  There*s  eold  sMat  i'  the  cave ;  we'll  browse 
on  that 
Whilst  what  we've  killM  be  oook'd. 

Bel.  [Seeing  Imoobn.]  Stay ;  come  not  in  :— 
Bat  that  it  eats  oar  vietaals,  I  shonld  ttink 
Here  were  a  fairy, 

Guid,  What's  the  matter,  sir! 

Bel.  By  Japiter,  an  angel  I  or,  if  not. 
An  earthly  paragon ! — Behold  divineness 
No  elder  than  a  boy  I 

Enter  Imogen  /row  the  Cave, 

Xmog.  Good  masters,  harm  me  not': 
Before  I  enter'd  here,  I  call'd ;  and  thonght 
To  have  begg'd,  er  bought,  what  I  have  took :  CN>o4 

troth, 
I  have  stolen  nought ;  nor  would  not,  though  i  bad 

found 
Gold  strew'd  o'  the  floor.    Here's  money  for  thy  meat : 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board,  so  soon 
As  1  had  made  my  meal ;  and  parted 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 
Arv,  Money,  youth  ? 

Gmid.  All  gold  and  silver  rather  turn  to  dirt  I 
As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd,  but  of  those 
Who  worship  dirty  gods. 

fBsLABius,  GuiDERius,  ond  Arvibaous  ad' 
vanee  toward  c] 
Imog.  (l.)  I  see,  you  are  angry  ; 
Know,  if  yon  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  should 
Have  died,  had  I  not  made  it. 
Bel.  Whither  bound  ? 
Imog.  To  Milford  Haven,  sir. 
Bel,  What  is  your  name? 

Imog.  [Cof^fused.^   Fideie,  sir:  I  have  a  kinsman, 
who 
Is  bonnd  for  Italy ;  he  embark'd  at  Milford 

E  3 


SI  CTMBBUMB.  ACT  IT 

To  whom  being  going,  almost  spent  with  hunger, 
I  am  fallen  in  this  offence. 

Bel.  (c.)  'Pr'ythee,  fair  yonth. 
Think  us  no  churls  ;  nor  measure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  liye  in.    Well  encounter'd ! 
'Tis  almost  night :  yon  shall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart ;  and  thanks,  to  stay  and  eat  it. — 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Arv,  (l.  c.)  lUl  loTe  him  as  my  brother:  — 
And  such  a  welcome  as  I'd  give  to  him, 
After  long  absence,  such  is  yours. 

Guid,  (r.  c.)  Most  welcome  ! 
Be  sprightly,  for  you  fall  *mongst  friends. 

Imog,  [Aside^  l.]  'Mongst  friends  I 
If  brothers  ? — *  Would  it  had  been  so,  that  they 
Had  been  my  father*s  sons  !  then  had  my  prize 
Been  less ;  and  so  more  equal  ballasting 
To  thee,  Posthumus. 

Bel.  He  wrings  at  some  distress. 

Guid.  'Would  1  could  free't ! 

Arv.  Or  1 ;  whate'er  it  be. 
What  pain  it  cost — what  danger  I 

Bel.  Hark,  boys  !  ^Retire  and  confer, 

Imog.  (l.  c.)  Great  men. 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave. 
That  did  attend  themselves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  conscience  sealM  them,  (laying  by 
That  nothing  gift  of  dififering  multitudes,) 
Could  not  outpeer  these  twain.    Pardon  me,  gods  t 
]*d  change  my  sex  to  be  companion  with  them 
Since  Leonatus,  false — 

Bel,  It  shall  be  so : 
Boys,  we*ll  go  dress  our  hunt.     {^Advaneet  to  Imogbw. 
Fair  youth,  come  in  • 

Discourse  is  heavy,  fasting  ;  when  we  have  supp'd, 
W«*ll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  story. 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  speak  it. 

Cruid.  'Pray,  draw  near. 

Arv.  The  night  to  the  owl,  and  morn  to  the  lark,  leM 
welcome. 

Imog,  Thanks,  sir. 

Arv.  I  pray,  draw  near.  lExeunt  into  the  Caoe 
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SCENE  III.— Tike  FttreU,  mar  the  Cave. 

Enter  Clotbn,  l.  s.  b. 

Cloten,  (c.)  I  am  near  to  the  place  where  they  should 
meet,  if  Pisanio  have  mapped  it  truly.  How  fit  bis 
garments  serve  me  I  Posthumus,  thy  head,  which  now 
is  growing  upon  thy  shoulders,  shall  within  this  hour 
be  ofif ;  thy  mistress  enforced ;  thy  garments  cut  to 
pieces  before  thy  face :  and,  all  this  done,  spurn  her 
home  to  her  father  ;  who  may,  haply,  be  a  little  angry 
for  my  so  rough  usage ;  but  my  mother,  having  power 
of  his  testiness,  shall  turn  all  into  my  commendations. 
My  horse  id  tied  up  safe:  Out,  sword,  and  to  a  sore 
purpose  !  Fortune,  put  them  into  my  hand !  This  is 
the  very  description  of  their  meeting-place :  and  the  fel- 
low dares  not  deceive  me.  [^-^^^  R- 

SCENE  IV,— The  Forett  and  the  Cave. 

EfUer^from  the  Cave,  Bblarius,  Guioerius,  Arvi-  x 

RAGUS,  and  Imogen. 

Bel.  \^Advaneing.']  You  are  not  well :  remain  here  in 
the  cave ; 
We*ll  come  to  yon,  after  hunting. 

Arv.  (l.)  Brother,  stay  here  :  [To  Imogen. 

Are  we  not  brothers  ?  [Takes  her  hand. 

Imog.  (l.)  So  man  and  man  should  be  ; 
But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  dignity, 
Whose  dust  is  both  alike.  [Par^.J  I  am  very  sick. 
Guid.  (r.  c.)  Go  you  to  hunting— [To  Arviragus] 

I'll  abide  with  him. 
Imog,  So  sick  I  am  not ; — yet  I  am  not  well : ' 
So  please  you,  leave  me ; 

Stick  to  your  journal  course :  the  breach  of  custom 
Is  breach  of  all.    I  am  ill ;  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me  .*  Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  sociable :  I  am  not  very  sick. 
Since  I  can  reason  of  it.    *Pray  you,  trust  me  here. 
Guid.  Brother,  farewell. 
Imog.  I  wish  ye  sport. 
Arv.  You  health.    So  please  yon,  sir. 

[Bblarius,  Guidbrius,  and  Arviragus  confer 
apart,  R. 
Imog    yAside.']   These  are  kind  creatures.    Qio^^^ 
what  lies  I  bawe  heard  ' 
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Our  courtiers  say,  all's  savage  but  at  court. — 

I  am  sick  still ;  heart  sick  : — Pisanio, 

ril  now  taste  of  thy  drug.       [Driiiir«  out  of  the  phidt. 

Chiid,  I  could  not  stir  him : 
He  said,  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate  ; 
Dishonestly  afflicted,  but  yet  honest. 

Arv.  Thus  did  he  answer  me :  yet  said,  hereafler 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel.  To  Ih*  field,  to  th*  field.— 
We*ll  leave  you  for  this  time ;  go  in,  and  rest, 

Ar9,  We'll  not  be  long  away. 

Bel,  *Pray,  be  not  sick  ; 
For  you  must  be  our  housewife. 

Imog,  Well,  or  ill, 
I  am  bound  to  you. 

[Bblarivs  conducts  Imogbx  into  the  Cave, 

Bel,   ^Returning  to  c]   This  youth,   howe*er  dis- 
tressM,  hath  had  good  ancestors. 

Arv.  How  angel-like  he  looks ! 
Nobly  he  yokes  a  smiling  with  a  sigh. 

Guid.  I  do  note, 
That  grief  and  patience,  rooted  in  him  both, 
Mingle  their  spurs  together. 

Bel,  It  is  great  morning.     Come  ;  away. 

Cloten,   \_fVithin,  l.]  What,  shall  I  never  find  this 
place  ? 

Bel.  Who's  there  ? 
[Bblarius,  Ouiderius,  and  Arviraous  retire^  r. 

Enter  Glotbn,  l. 

Cloten,  (l.)    I  cannot  find  those  runagateiif:    thai 
villaia 
Hath  mock*d  me.  [JSrit  Cloten,  i- 

Bel,  (r.)  Those  runagates  ! 
Means  he  not  us  ?    I  partly  know  him ;  'tis 
Cloten,  the  son  o'  the  queen.     I  fear  some  ambush. 
Guid.   (r.)   He   is  but  one  :    You   and   my  brother 
search 
What  companies  are  near :  'pray  you,  away  ; 
Let  me  alone  with  him. 

{^Exeunt  Belarius  and  AftviRAcus^  a* 

Entei"  Clotek,  l, 

Cloten,  (l.  c,)  Soft!  What  are  yon 
That  fly  me  thus  ?    Some  villain  mountaiceers  ? 
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I  hare  heard  of  siicli. 

Thou  art  a  robber^ 

A  VBLW-htetLker^  a  vlUain :  yield  thee,  thief. 

Gmd«  (r.)  To  whom  t  to  thee  t  what  art  thou  f  Hara 
not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  7  a  heart  as  big  f 
Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigger;  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth,    hay,  what  thon  art; 
"Why  I  should  yield  to  thee. 

CloUMi  Thou  villain,  base ! 
Ki^w'st  me  not  by  my  clothes  ? 

umd.  No,  nor  thy  tailor,  rascal. 
Who  is  thy  grandfather  I  he  made  those  clothes, 
IVhich,  as  it  seems,  make  thee. 

Cioien,  (c.)  Thou  injurious  thief, 
Hear  but  my  name  and  tremble  I 

Giml.  (a.  c.)  What* s  your  name  ? 

CUten,  Cloten,  thou  villain ! 

Gittd.  Cloten,  thou  double  villain,  be  tiiy  name. 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it ;  werH  toad,  or  adder,  spider, 
**!twould  move  me  sooner. 

Cioten,  To  thy  further  fear, 
Nay,  to  thy  mere  confusion,  thou  shalt  know 
I'm  son  to  the  queen. 

Gtftd.  I'm  sorry  for't ;  not  seemihg 
So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Cloten,  Art  not  afeard  ? 

Gmd.  Those  that  I  reverence,  those  I  fear ;  the  wise : 
At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Cloten,  Die  the  death : 
When  I  have  slain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
111  follow  those  that  even  now  fled  hence. 
And  on  the  gates  of  Lud*s  town  set  your  heads : 
Yield,  rustic  mountaineer !  [Exeunt^  fighting^  l. 

Enter  Bblarius  and  Arviraovs,  r. 

BeU  (r.)  No  company's  abroad. 

Arv,  (a.)  None  in  the  world :  You  did  mistake  him, 

sure. 
Bel,   No;    time  has  nothing  blurr'd  those  lines  of 
favour 
Which  when  he  wore,  the  snatches  in  his  voice. 
And  burst  of  speaking,  were  as  his^:  I  am  absolute, 
Twas  very  Cloten. 
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Arv.  In  this  place  we  left  them.— 
Bat  see,  my  brother  ! 

Enter  GuiDBBius,  l. 

Chuid,  (l.)  This  Cloten  was  a  f6ol ;  not  Hercules 
Could  have  knock*d  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none. 

Bel,  What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Gwtd.  Cut  off  one  Cloten  *s  head, 
>  on  to  the  Queen,  after  his  own  report ; 
Who  called  me  traitor,  mountaineer ;  and  swore^ 
With  his  own  single  hand  he'd  take  us  in. 
Displace  our  heads,  where  (thank  the  gods !)  they  grow, 
And  set  them  on  Lud's  town. 

Bel,  (c.)  We  are  all  undone. 

Cruid.  (l.  c.)  Why,  worthy  father,  wha.t  haYe  we  to 
lose, 
But,  that  he  swore  to  take,  our  lives?  The  law 
Protects  not  us  ;  then  why  should  we  be  tender. 
To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  flesh  threat  us  ; 
Play  judge,  and  executioner,  all  himself ; 
For  we  do  fear  the  law  ?  What  company 
Discover  you  abroad  ? 

BeL  No  single  soul 
Can  we  set  eye  on  ;  but,  in  all  safe  reason. 
He  must  have  some  attendants  ; 
It  is  not  probable  he  would  come  alone.— 
I  had  no  mind 

To  hunt  this  day :  the  boy  Fidele's  sickness 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 

Guid,  (l.)  With  his  own  sword, 
Which  he  did  wave  against  my  throat,  I*ve  ta'en 
His  head  from  him  :  Til  throw't  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock ;  and  let  it  to  the  sea. 
And  tell  the  fishes,  he*s  the  queen*s  son,  Cloten  : 
That's  all  I  reck.  [Exit,  h 

Bel,  (l.  c.)  I  fear,  'twill  be  revenged : 
'Would,   Polydore,   thou    hadst  not  done'tl     though 

valour 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Arv.  (r.  c.)  'Would  1  had  done't ! 

Bel.  Well,  'tis  done  :— 
We'll  hunt  no  more  to*day,  nor  seek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.  [Goif^  R.]  I  pr'ythee^  to  oar 

rock; 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks  :  I'll  stay 
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Till  hasty  Polydore  retttrn,  and  bring  Mm 
To  dfamer  presently. 

Arv,  Poor  sick  Fidele ! 
I'll  witlingly  to  him;  to  gain  his  colour, 
I*d  let  a  parish  of  soch  GlotensT  blood. 
And  praise  myself  for  charity.  {BxU  inio  ike  Cave. 

Bel,  (a.)  O,  thou  goddess. 
Thou  diyiae  Natare,  how  thyself  thou  blaaon'st 
In  these  two  princely  boys !  They  aire  as  gentle 
As  zephyrs,  blowing  below  the  violet. 
Not  wagging  hfs  sweet  head  ;  and  yet  as  rough. 
Their  royal  Mood  enchafed,  as  the  rud*st  wind. 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine, 
And  make  him  stoop  to  the  vale,   (c.)   *Tis  wonderAil, 
That  au  inyiBible  instinct  should  frame  them 
To  royalty  unlearn'd  ;  honour  untaught ; 
CiviHty  not  seen  ttom  other ;  Tulour,  . 
That  wildly  g^ws  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop 
As  if  it  had  been  sowM  :  Yet  still  it's  strange, 
What  Cloten's  being  here  to  us  portends ; 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us 

Enter  Guideeius,  l. 

Guid,  (c.)  Where's  my  brother  ? 
I  have  sent  Cloten's  clotpoU  down  the  stream, 
,  In  embassy  to  his  mother  ;  his  body's  hostage 
For  his  return.  {Solemn  music  in  Ike  Cave 

Bel,  My  ingenious  instrument ! 

[Looking,  amazed,  toward  ike  Cove* 
Hark,  Polydore !  it  sounds  I  But  what  occasion 
Hath  Cadwal  now  to  give  it  motion  ?  Hark  I 

Guid,  Is  he  at  home  ? 

Bel,  He  went  hence  even  now. 

Guid,  What  does  he  mean  7 
Since  death  of  my  dear'st  mother, 
It  did  not  speak  before.    All  solemn  things 
Should  answer  solemn  accidents. 

Enter  AaviaAGUs/rom  ike  Cmve, 

Bel,  Look,  here  he  comes  ! 

Arv,  The  bird  is  dead. 
That  we  have  made  so  much  on.    I  had  rather 
Have  skipp'd  from  sixteen  years  of  age  to  sixty. 
Than  have  seen  this. 

Guid.  (l.)  O  sweetest,  ftilrest  lily. 
And  art  thou  gone,  my  poor  Fidele  f 
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BeL  (r.  c.)  What !  is  he  dead?  How  found  yott  himf 

Arv.    Stark  :^smiliDg,    as    some    fly    hmd    tickled 
slumber. 
Not  as  death *s  dart,  being  laugh*d  at :  his  right  eheek 
Reposing  on  a  cushion. 

Guid.  Where  • 

Arv,  O'  the  floor ; 
His  arms  thus  leagued :  I  thought,  he  slept. 

BeL  (a.)  Great  griefs,  I  see,  medicine  the  leM:  for 
Cloten 
Is  quite  forgot.    He  was  a  queen*8  son,  boys 
And,  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember. 
He  was  paid  for  that : 
Our  foe  was  princely ; 

And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe. 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  prince.     Go,  bring  your  lily. 

\^Exeunt  Guiderius  and  Arviragus  into  the  Cate, 
O,  melancholy ! 

Who  ever  yet  could  sound  thy  bottom  ? — find 
The  ooze,  to  show  what  coast  thy  sluggish  care 
Might  easiliest  harbour  in?     \.^<{ft,  plaintive  mtuie,] 

Thou  blessed  thing ! 
Jove  knows  what  man  thou  might'st  have  made,  but,  ah ! 
Thou  died*st,  a  most  rare  boy,  of  melancholy. 

Enter  Guiderius  and  Arviragus,  Jrom  the  Cave^ 
bearing  Imogen*s  Body  on  a  smcUl  Pallet,  covered 
wiUi  Crimson, 

Come,  let  us  lay  the  bodies  each  oy  each. 

And  strew  them  o*er  with  flowVs  ;  and  on  the  morrow 

Shall  the  earth  receiye  them. 

Arv,  Sweet  Fidele ! 
Fear  no  more  the  heat  o*  the  sun, 

Nor  the  furious  winter's  blast ; 
Thou  thy  worldly  task  hast  done, 

And  the  dream  of  life  is  past. 

Guid,  Monarchs,  sages,  peasants,  must 
Follow  thee,  and  come  to  dust. 

[lykite  bearing  the  Body  toward  the  9.,  the 
Scene  changes. 

SCENE  v.— Cym6e/me'«  Palace. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Madan,  Pisanio,  and 
Attenoints,  r. 
Cym,  (c)  Again ;  and  bring  me  word,  how  the  queen 
does  \ExU  an  Atteicoant,  l 
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A  fever,  with  the  absence  of  her  son ; 

A  mmdness,  of  which  her  life's  in  dfunger :-— Heayent 

How  deeply  you  at  once  do  loach  me  i — Imogen 

The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone :  My  queen. 

Upon  a  desperate  bed ;  and  in  a  time 

When  fearnil  wars  point  at  me :  Her  son  gone. 

So  needful  for  this  present :  It  strikes  me,  past 

The  hope  of  eomfort.-— But  for  thee,  fellow,  [7o  PitJU 

Wlio  needs  mast  know  of  her  departure,  and 

Dost  seem  so  ignorant,  we*ll  enforce  it  from  thee 

By  a  sharp  torture. 

PiMomio*  (u  c.)  Sir,  my  life  is  yours, 
I  humbly  set  it  at  your  will. 

Mad.  (a.)  Good  my  liege. 
The  day  that  she  was  missing,  he  was  here : 
f  dare  be  bound  lie'iB  true,  and  shall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  subjection  loyally. 
For  Cloten, — 

There  wants  no  diligence  in  seeking  him ; 
He  will,  no  doubt,  be  found. 

Cum*  The  time  is  troublesome ; 
WeMl  slip  you  for  a  season  :  but  our  jealousy 
Does  yet  depend. 

£W<erLocRiNB,  l. 

Loe.  So  please  your  majesty. 
The  Roman  legions,  all  from  Gallia  drawn, 
Are  landed  on  your  coast. 

Cym,  Now  for  the  counsel  of  my  son,  and  queen  I 
Let's  withdraw ;  [Goif^,  l. 

And  meet  the  time,  as  it  seeks  us.    We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us  ;  but 
We  grie?e  at  chances  here. 

[Exeunt  Ctmbbliiie,  Locrink,  Mad  an,  amd 
Attendants,  l.- 

Pisanio,  (c.)  I  heard  no  letter  from  my  master,  sinee 
I  wrote  him,  Imogen  was  slain  :  'Tis  strange : 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  mistress,  who  did  promise 
To  yield  me  oAen  tidings :  Neither  know  I 
What  is  betid  to  Cloten  ;  but  remain 
Perplez'd  in  all.    The  Heavens  still  must  work : 
Wherein  I*m  false,  I'm  honest ;  not  true,  to  be  true. 
Thf  se  present  wars  shall  And  I  Ioto  my  country. 
Even  to  the  note  o'  the  king,  or  I'll  fall  in  them. 
All  other  doubts,  by  time,  let  them  be  clear'd : 
FortiUM  briiirt  in  some  l^ts  that  are  not  iteer'd. 
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8GRNB  VI.— 'il  Fore$t^  near  tke  Camt 

Imogen  aiui  Cloten  diseoveredy  lying  on  a  Bank 
strewed  with  Flowers,  near  r.  u.  b. — iMOGSNairalrer. 

Imog,  Yes,   sir,  to   Milford  Haven ;   whieh  is  the 
way! 
I  thank  you.    By  yon  bush  ?  Pray,  how  ikr  thither  t 
'Ods  pittikins !  can  it  be  six  miles  yet  ? 
I  have  gone  all  night  :——* Faith,  I'll  lie  down  aad 
sleep.  [Seetfi^r  tke  Body* 

But,  soft !  no  bedfellow : — O,  gods  and  goddesses  I 
These  flowers  are  like  the  pleasures  of  the  world  ; 
This  bloody  man,  the  care  on*t.    I  hope,  a  dream ; 
For,  so,  I  thought  I  was  a  caye-keeper, 
And  cook  to  honest  creatures. 
Good  faith, 

I  tremble  still  with  fear :  But  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  heaven  as  small  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  fear*d  gods,  a  part  of  it  I 
The  dream's  here  still :  even  when  I  wake,  it  is 
Without  me,  as  within  me ;  not  imagined,  {e\U 
A  headless  man !  The  garments  of  Posthamus  i 
Oh,  he  is  murder'd ! 
Pisanio, — 

'Tis  thou  conspiring  with  that  devil,  Clotra, 
Hast  here  cut  off  my  lord. 
Pisanio  ? 

How  should  this  be  ?  Pisanio  t 
'Tis  he :. 

The  drug  he  gave  me,  which,  he  said,  was  precious 
And  cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 
Murderous  to  the  senses  ?  That  confirms  it  home : 
This  is  Pisanto's  deed,  and«Cloten's :  O  ! — 
All  curses  madded  Hecuba"  gave  the  Greeks, 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  them !~ 
O,  my  lord !  my  lord !  [StniEEt  on  the  Bank, 

Enter  Gaius  Lucius,  Varus,  and  Soldibrs,  r 

Music. 

Varus,  (l.)  The  senate  hath  stirr'd  up  the  con 
finers. 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy ;  most  willing  spirits. 
That  promise  noble  service :  and  they  come 
Under  the  conduct  of  bold  lachimo, 
Sienn»*8  brother.  fSoLDURs/orm  m»  tike  i* 


hue,  (r.  o.)  When  expect  you  tnemT 
VaruM,  With  the  next  benefit  o*  the  wliid 
htu,  (c.)  This  forwardness 
Makes  oar  hopes  fair. — 

Soft,  ho !  [Seeing  Imooex  and  Clotbn]  what  trunk  ii 
here  [Qoing  to  the  Vtafik 

Without  his  top  ?  The  ruin  speaks,  that  some  time 

It  was  a  worthy  building,    llow !  a  page ! 

Or  dead,  or  sleeping  on  him  ?  But  dead,  rather ; 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defunct,  or  sleep  upon  the  dead.— 
Let's  see  the  boy's  face. 
Vanu,  He  is  alive,  my  lord. 

hme,  JIe*ll  then  instruct  us  of  this  body.  Young  one, 

[Leading  iMornKK  fonpord. 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes ;  for,  it  seems, 
rhey  crave  to  be  demanded :  Who  is  this 
rhon  mak*st  thy  bloody  pillow  ? 
What's  thy  interest 

Id  this  sad  wreck?  How  came  it  ?  Who  is  it? 
What  art  thou? 

Imog,  (a.  c.)  I  am  nothing :  or  if  not, 
Nothing  to  be  were  better.    This  was  my  master, 
A  very  valiant  Briton,  and  a  good. 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lies  slain  :— Alas ! 
There  are  no  more  such  masters  ! 
Lue.  (c.)  *Lack,  good  youth  I 
Thou  moY*st  no  less  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thy  master  in  bleeding :  Say,  thy  name,  good  boy. 
Imog.  Fidele,  sir. 

Lue,  Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith  :— 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me  ?  I  will  not  say, 
Thou  Shalt  be  so  well  master'd ;  but,  be  sure, 
No  less  beloved. 
Go  with  me. 

Imog,  1*11  follow,  sir.    But,  first.  an*t  please   the 
gods, 
1*11  hide  my  master  from  the  flies,  as  deep 
As  these  poor  pick-axes  [Showing  her  hande]  can  dig; 

and  when 
With  wild-wood  leaves,  and  weeds,  I  have  strew*d  hi« 

grave 
And  on  it  said  a  century  of  prayers, 
Such  as  I  can,  twice  o*er,  1*11  weep,  and  sigh ; 
And,  leaving  so  his  service,  follow  you, 
8o  please  you,  enu^rtain  me. 
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Luc.  Ay,  good  youth ; 
And  rather  father  thee,  than  master  thee. — 
My  friends,  [Betirimg  to  the  Batik.] 

The  boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties :  Let  lu 
Find  out  the  prettiest  daisied  plot  we  can. 
And  make  him,  with  our  pikes  and  partizans, 
A  grave :  Come,  arm  him. 
Boy,  he  is  preferr*d 
By  thee,  to  us ;  and  he  shall  be  interr'd 
As  soldiers  can.   [Imogen  kneeU.]  Be  cheerful,  wipt 

thine  eyes : 
Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arise. 

[As  ike  Soldiers  are  taking  up  the  BodM.  the 
CurtainfallM. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  J.^The  Forest.^Dnms^  Trumpeti,  ^e. 

Enter  Belarivs,  Guiderius,  and  Artiragus,  l. 

Guid.  (r.  c.)  The  noise  is  round  about  us. 

Bel.  (c.)  Let  us  from  it. 
WeUl  hiffher  to  the  mountains  ;  there  secure  us. 
To  the  king*s  party  there's  no  going ;  newness 
Of  Cloten*s  death  (we  being  not  known,  nor  mustered 
Among  the  bands,)  may  drive  us  to  a  render 
Where  we  have  lived ;  and  so  extort  from  us 
That   which  we  have  done,  whose  answer  w6uld  be 

death. 
Drawn  on  with  tortures. 

Guid.  (r.)  This  is,  sir,  a  doubt. 
In  such  a  timie,  nothing  becoming  you, 
Nor  satisfying  us. 

Arv.  (l.)  it  is  not  likely. 
That,  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horses  neigh. 
Behold  their  quarter*d  fires,  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ears,  so  cioy'd  importantly,  as  now. 
That  they  will  waste  their  time  upon  our  note. 
To  know  from  whence  we  are. 
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Bei.  0«  I  am  knowii 
Of  many  in  the  army : 
And,  besides,  the  king 
Hath  not  deserred  my  senriee  nor  your  loTes 

Quid*  *Prar,  sir,  to  the  army : 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known ;  yonrself, 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  so  o*ergrown, 
Cannot  be  question*d. 

Arv»  By  this  sun  that  shines, 
]*ll  thither !  What  thing  is  it,  that  I  never 
Did  see  man  die !  scarce  ever  look*d  on  blood. 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  Tenison 
I  am  ashamed 

To  look  upon  the  holy  sun,  to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  bless*d  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Quid,  By  heavens,  1*11  go  ! 
If  you  will  bless  me,  sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
1*11  take  the  better  care ;  but  if  you  will  not, 
The  hazard  therefore  due,  fall  on  me,  by 
The  hands  of  Romans ! 

Arv.  So  say  I ;  Amen ! 

Bel.  No  reason  I,  since  on  your  lives  you  set 
So  slight  a  valuation,  should  reserve 
My  crack*d  one  to  more  care.    Have  with  you,  boys  * 
If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die. 
That  is  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  1*11  lie. 

[Exeunt,  a. — Drums,  Trumpets,  S^c* 

SCENE  IL'-A  Plain^between  the  British  and  Roman 

Camps. 

Enter  Posthumus,  wUh  a  Bloody  HandkerM^. 

Post,  (c.)  Yea,  bloody  cloth,  1*11  keep  thee ;  for  I 
wish*d 
Thou  should'st  be  colour*d  thus.    You  married  ones. 
If  each  of  you  would  take  this  course,  how  maoy 
Must  murder  wives  much  better  than  themselves, 
For  wrying  but  a  little  ! — O,  Pisanio ! 
Every  good  servant  does  not  all  commands : 
No  bond,  but  to  do  just  ones.— Gods  !  if  you 
Should  have  ta*en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  ne? er 
Had  11? ed  to  put  on  this  :  so  had  you  saved 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent ;  and  struck 
Me, — wretch ! — more  worth  your  vengeance.— 
But  Imogen  is  your  own :  Do  your  best  wills, 

F  3 
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And  make  me  bless'd  to  obey  :~l  am  brought  Uther 

Among  the  Italian  gentry,  an»  to  fight 

Against  my  lady's  kingdom :  *Ti8  enough 

That,  Britain,  1  have  kiird  thy  mistress ;  peace  ! 

rU  give  no  wound  to  thee.    Therefore,  good  heaTeni, 

Hear  patiently  my  purpose :  I  have  conceal*d 

My  Italian  weeds,  under  this  semblance  of 

A  Briton  peasant :  so  I'll  fight 

Against  the  part  I  come  with ;  so  1*11  die 

For  thee,  O  Imogen  !  even  for  whom  my  life 

Is,  every  breath,  a  death :  and  thu^,  unknown. 

Pitied  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 

Myself  1*11  dedicate.  [Drutnsj  TrumpeU,  Sfe. 

Gods,  put  the  strength  o*  the  Leonati  in  me !  . 

To  shame  the  guise  o*  the  world,  I  will  begin 

The  fashion,  less  without,  and  more  within. 

[Drums^  Trumpetgj  Sfe. — Exitf  e. 

SCENE  lU.-^The  Field  qf  Battle. —Alarumt. —An 
Engagement  between  the  Britons  and  the  Romam^ 
The  Britons  are  repulsed. 

Enter  Posthumus  and  Iachimo,  r.  Fighting. — 
Iachimo  is  disai*med. 

Post.  Or,  yield  thee,  Roman,  or  thou  diest ! 

lach.  Peasant,  behold  my  breast  ! 

Post.  No  ;  take  thy  life,  and  meud  it.  [£xt£,  r. 

lack,  (c.)  The  heaviness  and  guilt  within  my  bosom 
Takes  off  my  manhood :  I  have  belied  a  lady. 
The  princess  of  this  Country,  and  the  air  on*t 
Revengingly  enfeebles  me  ;  or  could  this  carl, 
A  very  drudge  of  nature*s,  have  subdued  me 
In  my  profession  ?    Knighthoods  and  honours,  borne 
As  I  wear  mine,  are  titles  but  of  scorn. 
With  heaven  against  me,  what  is  sword  or  shield  ? 
My  guilt,  my  guilt  o*erpowers  me,  and  I  yield. 

\^DrumSy  Trumpets,  Sfc.^Exit,  a. 

SCENE  IV.—The  Forest^  near  the  Cave.—Drums, 

TrumpetSf  Sfc. 

Enter  r  isanio  and  Madan,  r. 

Mad,  (r.)  This  is  a  day  tum*d  strangely. 
Oam*8t  thou  from  where  they  made  the  stand  ? 

Pisanio.  (c.)  I  did : 
Though  yon,  it  seems  come  from  the  fliers 
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Mad.  {m.  c.)  I  did. 

PUauio,  (l.  c.)  No  bUune  be  to  yon,  ilr ;  for  all  was 
lost. 
But  that  the  heayens  foaght :  The  king  himself. 
Of  his  wings  destitute,  the  anny  broken. 
And  bat  the  backs  of  Britons  seen,  all  flying 
Through  a  strait  lane ;  the  enemy  full  hearted. 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  slaughtering,  struck  down 
Some  mortally,  some  slightly  touch  d,  some  falling 
Merely  through  fear ;  that  tne  strait  pass  was  damm'd 
With  dead  men,  hurt  behind,  and  cowards  liring. 
To  die  with  lengthenM  shame. 

Mad*  Where  was  this  lane  ? 

PUanio.  Close  by  the  battle,  ditched,  and  walPd 
with  turf;      I 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  soldier ; 
(An  honest  one,  I  warrant ;) — athwart  the  lane. 
He,  with  two  striplings,  (lads,  more  like  to  run 
The  country  base,  than  to  commit  such  slaughter,} 
Made  good  the  passage ;  cried  to  the  fliers,  '*  Stand  1 
Or  we  are  Romans,  and  wiU  give  you  that 
liike  beasts,  which  you  shun  beastly  ;  and  may  save. 
But  to  look  back  in  frown:   stand,  stand!** — ^These 
three 

Mad,  Were  there  bat  three  t 

Pisanio,  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  poor  rustic 
habit, 
That  stood  the  front  with  them.    These  matchless  four. 
Accommodated  by  the  place,  gilded  pale  looks ; 
Part,  shame :  part,  spirit  renewed ;   that  some,  tum*d 

coward 
But  by  example,  'gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  lilce  lions 
Upon  the  pikes  o*  the  hunters.    Then  began 
A  stop  i*  the  chaser,  a  retire  ;  anon, 
A  rout,  confusion  thick  ;  and  the  event, 
A  victory  for  us. 

Mad.  Tills  was  strange  chance ! 
An  old  man,  two  boys,  and  a  poor  rustic ! 

PUanio*  Nay,  do  not  wonder : — go  with  me,  and  see 
These  wonders,  sir,  and  join  the  general  joy. 
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SCENE  y. -^Another  Pari  of  the  F&rett. 

Enter  Posthumus,  r. 

Pott,  (c.)  To-day,  how  many  would  have  giYen  their 
honours 
To  have  saved  their  carcasses  I  took  heel  to  do*t. 
And  yet  died,  too ! — 1,  in  mine  own  woe  charm*d. 
Could  not  find  death  where  I  did  hear  him  groan ; 
Nor  feel  him,  where  he  struck. — 
Well,  I  will  find  him  : 
No  more  a  Briton,  I  have  resumed  again 
The  part  I  came  in :  Fight  I  will  no  more. 
But  yield  me  to  the  reriest  hind,  that  shall 
Once  touch  my  shoulder.    Great  the  slaughter  is 
On  either  side.    For  me,  my  ransom's  death  ; 
On  either  side  I  come  to  spend  my  breath ; 
Which  neither  here  I'll  keep,  nor  bear  again. 
But  end  it  by  some  means  for  Imogen. 

Enter  M adan,  Locrine,  and  two  British  Soldiers^  l. 

Loc*  Great  Jupiter  be  praised !  Lucius  is  taken : 
'Tis  thought,  the  old  man  and  bis  sons  were  angels. 

Mad,  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  peasant's  habit. 
That  gave  the  affront  with  them. 

Loe,  Stand  I  who  is  there  ? 

Post,  A  Roman  ; 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  seconds 
Had  answer'd  him. 

Mad,  Lay  hands  on  him ;  ,a  dog  ! — 
A  leg  of  Rome  shall  not  return  to  tell 
What  crows  have  peck'd  them  here :    he  brags  his 
service,  [^Crosses  to  a. 

As  if  he  were  of  note  ; — bring  him  to  the  king. 

f  Flourish  of  Drums  and  Trumpets,  l. 
Exeunt,  leading  away  Post  humus,  r. 

SCENE  Vl.-'Cymbeline's  Tent.^A  Retreat  scmnded, 

Cymbeline,     Belarius,     Guiderius,    Arviragvs, 
PiSANio,  and  British  Soldiers  discovered,  l. 

Cym.  (c.)   Stand  by  my  side,  you,  whom  the  gods 
have  made 
Preservers  of  my  throne.     Woe  is  my  heart. 
That  the  poor  soldier,  that  so  richly  fought. 
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Whose  rags  shamed  gilded  arms,  whose  naked  breast 
8tepp*d  before  targe  of  proof,  cannot  be  found : 
He  shall  be  happy,  that  can  find  him,  if 
Onr  grace  can  make  him  so. 

BeL  (l.)  I  never  saw 
Such  noble  fary  in  so  poor  a  thing. 

Cym,  No  tidings  of  him  ? 

Pittutio,  He  hath  been  search'd  anumg  tiuB  dead  and 
lifing. 
Bat  no  traee  of  him. 

cym.  To  my  grief,  I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward ;  which  I  will  add 
To  yon,  the  liver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 

[7>  BSLARIUS,  GuiDBRIUS,  Ond  ARYIRAflUf  • 

By  whom,  I  grant,  she  lives :  'Tis  now  the  time 
To  ask  of  whence  yon  are : — report  it. 

Bef.  Sir, 
In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  gentlemen : 
Farther  to  boast  were  neither  true  nor  modest. 
Unless  I  add,  we  are  honest. 

Qrm.'  Bow  your  knees :  ! 

Arise,  my  knights  o'  the  battle ;  I  create  you 
Companions  to  oar  person,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  year  estates. 

[Driiiiis  and  Tmmpeto. 

Emter  Locrinb,  Madan,  Iachimo,  Gaius  Lucius, 
Imogen,  Roman  Pruonen,  in  Chains;  and  Post- 
humus  behindy  guarded  by  British  Soldiers,  r. 

Thou  comest  not,  Caius,  now  for  tribute ;  that 
Britons  have  razed  out,  though  with  the  loss 
Of  many  a  bold  one  ;  whose  kinsmen  have  made  suit. 
That  their  good  souls  may  be  appeased  with  slaughter 
Of  you  their  captives,  which  ourself  have  granted : 
So,  think  of  your  estate. 

Lue.  (r.  c.)  Consider,  sir,  the  chance  of  war ;  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident :  had  it  goiie  with  us 
We  should  not,  when  the  blood  was  cool,  have  threaten'd 
Our  prisoners  with  the  sword.    But,  since  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  call'd  ransom,  let  it  come  :  suiftceth, 
A  Roman  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  suffer: 
Augustus  lives  to  think  oa*t :  And  so  much 
For  my  peculiar  care.     This  one  thing  only 
I  will  entreat ;  my  boy,  [Imoobn  stands  behind  the  c.l 
a  Briton  born. 
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Let  him  be  ransomM :  never  master  1mi4 

A  page  so  kind,  so  dateous,  diligent : 

He  hath  done  no  Briton  harm. 

Though  he  hath  served  a  Roman :  Save  him,  sir. 

And  spare  no  blood  beside. 

Cym,  (l.  c.)  I  have  surely  seen  him ! 

His  favour  is  familiar  to  me. 

Boy,  thou  hast  look'd  thyself  into  my  grace. 

And  art  mine  own.     I  know  not  why,  nor  wherefore, 

To  say,  live,  boy  :  ne'er  thank  thy  master  ;  live : 

And  ask  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thou  wilt. 

Fitting  my  bounty,  and  thy  state,  1*11  give  it ; 

Yea,  though  thou  do  demand  a  prisoner. 

The  noblest  ta*en.  [Imogkn  lookt  at  Iachimo,  r. 

Know*st  him  thou  look*st  on?  Speak, — 

Wilt  have  him  live  ?     Is  he  thy  kin  ?  thy  friend  ? 

Imog.  (c.)  He  is  a  Roman  ;  no  more  kin  to  me, 
Than  I  to  your  highness  ;  who,  being  born  your  yassal, 
Am  something  nearer. 

Cym,  Wherefore  eyest  him  so  ? 

Imog,  1*11  tell  you,  sir,  in  private,  if  you  please 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cvm,  Ay,  with  all  my  heart : 
Walk  with  me  ;  speak  freely. 

[GvMBELiNB  and  Imogen  retire  up  the  ttage, 

Bel.  (l.)  Is  not  this  boy  revived  from  death  ? 

Arv.  (l.)  One  sand  another 
Not  more  resembles :  That  sweet  rosy  lad, 
Who  died,  and  was  Fidele :  What  think  you  ? 

Guid,  The  same  dead  thing  alive. 

Bel,  (l.)  Peace,  peace !  see  further. 

PUanio,  (r.)  [Aside,']  It  is  my  mistress  : 
Since  she  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on, 
To  good,  or  bad. 

Cymbeline  and  Imogen  ccmefQrioatd, 

Cym,  (c.)  Come,  stand  thou  by  our  side  ; 
Make  thy  demand  aloud.    Sir,  step  you  forth ; 

[To  lACHiro. 
Give  answer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely  ; 
Or,  by  our  greatness, 
Bitter  torture  shall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falsehood.    On,  speak  to  him. 

Imog,  (r.  c.)  My  boon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may 
render 
Of  whom  he  bad  this  ring.  [Pointing  to  Iachimo's  hand 
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Post,  TAsidcyWhtiVa  that  to  him  t 

Cym.  (L.  c.)  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  say, 
How  came  it  yours  7 

I{ieh,  (r.)  Thou'lt  torture  me  to  leave  unspolcen  that 
Which,  to  be  spoke,  would  torture  thee. 

Cym,  How  I  me  ? 

lack,  I  am  glad  to  be  constrain'd  to  utter  that  which 
Torments  me  to  conceal.    By  WUauy 
1  got  this  ring ;  'twas  Leonatus*  jewel, 
Whom  thou  didst  banish ;  and  (whiclmnore  may  grieve 

thee. 
As  it  doth  me,)  a  nobler  sir  ne*er  lived 
*Twixt  sky  and  ground.    Will  you  hear  more,  my  lord  ? 

Cym,  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

lack.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter. 
For  whom  my  neart  drops  blood,  and  my  false  spirits 

Quail  to  remember Give  me  leave ;  I  faint. 

[FahUintf — ^Madan  and  Lock  ins  support  him. 

Cym.   My  daughter!    what  of    her?     Renew   thy 
strength : 
I  had  rather  thou  should'st  live  while  nature  will, 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more. 

lack.  Upon  a  time,  (unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  struck  the  hour  !)'it  was  in  Rome,  (accnrse 
The  mansion  where  I)  'twas  at  feast,  (Oh,  'would 
Our  viands  had  been  poisonM !  or,  at  least. 
Those  which  I  heaved  to  head  !)  the  good  Posthumus— 

Cym,  Come  to  the  matter. 

laeh.  Your  daughter's  chastity— there  it  begins.— 
He  spake  of  her,  aa  Dian  had  hot  dreams. 
And  she  alone  were  cold  :  whereat,  I,  wretch  I-<- 
Made  scruple  of  his  praise  ;  and  wager'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold,  'gainst  this  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  honour'd  finger,  to  attain 
In  suit  the  place  of  his  bed,  and  win  this  ring  - 
By  hers  and  mine  adultery. 
Away  to  Britain 
Post  I  in  this  design.  [Posthumus  stands  close  to  ■.  ^ 

Imogen.]  Well  may  you,  sir. 
Remember  me  at  court,  where  I  was  taught. 
Of  your  chaste  daughter,  the  wide  difference 
'Twixt  amorous  and  villanous : — 
To  be  brief,  my  practice  so  prevailed. 
That  I  return'd,  with  similar  proof  enough 
To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad. 
By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown 
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With  tokeoR  thus,  and  thus  ; 

That  he  could  not 

But  think  her  bond  of  chastity  quite  cracked, 

I  having  ta*en  the  forfeit.    Whereupon,— 

Melhinks,  I  see  him  now, 

Post,  Ay,  so  thou  dost, 

[Coming  forward,  and  throning  offkU  eloak,  R.c. 
Italian  fiend  I     Ah  me,  most  credulous  fool. 
Egregious  murderer,  thief,  any  thing 
That*s  due  to  all  the  villains  past,  in  being. 
To  come  !    Oh,  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poison. 
Some  upright  justicer  !    Thou,  king,  send  out 
For  torturers  ingenious : 
I  am  Posthumus, 

That  kiird  ihy  daughter :— the  tempie 
Of  virtue  vras  she ;  yea,  and  she  herself. 
Spit  and  throw  stones,  cast  mire  upon  me :  set 
The  dogs  o*  the  street  to  bay  me :  every  yillaio 
Be  caird  Posthumus  Leonatus ;  and 
Be  villany  less  than  'twas  !     Oh,  Imogen, 
My  queen,  my  life,  my  life !  Oh,  Imogen  ! 
Imogen,  Imogen  I 

Imog,  Peace  my  lord ;  hear,  hear 

Post,  Thou  scornful  page,  there  is  no  peace  for  me. 

'    [Striking  her;  the  falls,  he  rwnt  l. 
Pisanio,  (r.  c.)  Oh,  gentlemen,  help,  help 
Mine,  and  your  mistress :     Oh,  my  Lord  Posthumus  ! 
You  ne'er  killM  Imogen  till  now :  Help  I  help  I — 
Mine  honoured  lady ! 
Post,  (l.)  How  come  these  staggers  on  me  ? 
Pisanio,  Wake,  my  mistress  I 
Cym,  If  this  be  so,  the  gods  do  mean  to  strike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Imog,  [To  Posthumus.]  Why  did  you  throw  yonr 
wedded  lady  from  you  ? 
Think  that  you  are  upon  a  rock  ;  and  now. 
Throw  me  again.  [Runt  into  his  arms,  c. 

Post,  (c.)  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  soul. 
Till  the  tree  die ! 

Cym  (l.  c.)  My  child !  my  child !  my  dearest  Imogen  I 
Imog,  Your  blessing,  sir.  [Kneeling, 

Bel,  Though  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  yoo 
not ; 
You  had  a  motive  forU. 

[To  OuiDBRius  and  Artibagus. 
Cgm.  Imogen, 
Thy  mother*s  dead. 
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Irnog,  I  ana  sorry  for*t,  ray  lord. 
Cffm.  Oh,  she  was  naught ;  and  'long  of  her  it  was^ 
hat  we  meet  here  so  strangely  ;  bat  her  son 
gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where. 

[PisANio  and  Imogen  retire  wp  the  stage  with 
PosTHUMUs  ;  the  Guards  take  off  his  Chains, 
Guid.  (l.)  Let  me  end  his  story : 
7was  I  that  slew  him. 
Cym.  (c.)  Marry,  the  gods  forefend ! 
would  not  thy  good  deeds  should  from  my  lips 
luck  a  hard  sentence  :  'pr*ythee,  valiant  youth, 
eny*t  again. 

Guid.  1  have  spoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 
Cpm,  He  was  a  prince. 
Guid*  (l.  c.)  a  most  uncivil  one :  the  wrongs  he  did 

roe 
Tere  nothing  prince-like ;  for  he  did  provoke  me 
i^ith  language  that  would  make  me  spurn  the  sea, 
'  it  could  so  roar  to  me :  I  ciit  off  's  head  ; 
nd  am  right  glad,  he  is  not  standing  here 
'o  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 
Cym.  I  am  sorry  for  thee : 

y  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemnN  ,  and  must 
indnre  our  law.    Bind  the  offender, 
.Dd  take  him  from  our  presence.      [Guards  advance 
Bel,  (l.)  Stay,  sir  king : 
liis  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  slew, 
3  well  descended  as  thyself;  and  hath 
[ore  of  thee  merited,  than  a  band  of  Glotens 
!ad  ever  scar  for. — Let  his  arms  alone  ; 

[To  the  Guards 
hey  were  not  born  for  bondage. 
C^pn,  (r.  c.)  Why,  old  soldier, 
^ill  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for, 
y  tasting  of  our  wrath  ?    How  of  descen 
s  good  as  we  ? 

B0L  (l.  c.)  I  am  too  blunt,  and  saucy :    Here*s  my 
knee :  [Kneeling, 

lighty  sir, 

bete  two  young  gentlemen,  that  call  me  father, 
nd  think  they  are  my  sons,  are  none  of  mine ; 
hey  are  the  issue  of  your  loins,  my  liege, 
nd  blood  of  your  begetting. 

P08THUMUS,  Imogen,  and  Pisanio,  come  forward, 
Cym,  How  !  my  issue  ? 
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Bei.  So  sure  as  you  yoar  father*s.    I,  old  Mor^n, 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  ftometime  banishM : 
Your  pleasure  was  my  mere  offence,  my  punishment 
Itself,  and  all  my  treason  ;  that  I  suffered,    . 
Was  all  the  barm  I  did.    These  gentle  princes 

IPoimiingJu 
(For  such,  and  so  they  are,)  these  twenty  >ears 
Have  I  train M  up  :  those  hearts  they  have,  as  I 
Gould  put  into  them.    But,  gracious  sir. 
Here  are  your  sons  again ;  [  They  kneel  i^  c]  and  I  Bist 

lose 
Two  of  the  sweet'st  companions  in  the  world : 
The  benediction  of  these  covering  heavens 
Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew  !  for  they  are  worthy 
To  inlay  heaven  with  stars. 

Cym.  (c.)  Thou  weep'st,  and  speak'st. — 
I  lost  my  children ; 

If  these  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wish 
A  pair  of  worthier  sons.     Guiderius  had 
Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  sanguine  star : 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel,  This  is  he  •, 
Who  hath  upon  him  still  that  natural  stamp  ; 
It  was  wise  Nature's  end  in  the  donation, 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym.  Blessed  may  you  be, 
That,  after  this  strange  starting  from  your  orbs. 
You  may  reign  in  them  now ! — Oh,  Imogen, 
Thou  hast  lost  by  this  a  kingdom. 

Imog.  [^Coming  Jbrward.'\  No,  my  lord ; 
I  have  got  two  worlds  by't.    Oh,  my  gentle  brothers, 

[Standing  between  them  R.  c 
Have  we  thus  met?  Oh,  never  say  hereafter. 
But  I  am  truest  speaker :  you  callM  me  brother, 
When  I  was  but  your  sister  ;  I  you  brothers. 
When  you  were  so  indeed. 

Cym,  Did  you  e*er  meet  ? 

Arv.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Guid.  And  at  first  meeting  loved. 

Cym.  Oh,  rare  instinct ! 
When   shall   I  hear  all  through  ?— How  lived  you? 

where  ? 
And  when  came  you  to  serve  our  Roman  captive  ? 
How  parted  with  your  brothers  ?  how  first  met  them 
Why  fled  you  from  the  court  ?  and  whither  t 
But  nor  the  time,  nor  place, 
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Will  serve  our  long  interrogatories.    Bee, 

Posthomas  anchors  upon  Imt^gen  ; 

And  she,  like  harmless  lightning,  throws  her  eye 

On  him.    All  o*erjoy*d, 

Save  these  in  bonds ;  let  them  be  joyful  too, 

For  they  shall  taste  our  comfort. 

[Guard i  take  eff  their  CkainB, 
The  forlorn  soldier,  that  so  nobly  fought. 
He  would  have  well  becomed  this  place,  and  graced 
The  thankings  of  a  king. 

Poff.  (r.  c.)  I  am,  sir. 
The  soldier  that  did  company  these  three 
In  poor  beseeming ;  *twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpose  1  then  followed  r—That  I  was  he. 
Speak,  lachimo  ;  I  had  yon  down,  and  might 
Have  made  you  finish. 

lack,  (r.)  I  am  down  again  :  [KmeeU 

But  now  my  heavy  conscience  sinks  my  knee. 
As  then  your  force  did. 
But,  your  ring  first ; 

And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  truest  princess. 
That  ever  swore,  her  faith  : — 

Now  take  that  life,  'beseech  you,  {^Kneeling. 

Which  I  so  often  owe. 

Post  Knettl  not  to  me : 
The  power  that  1  have  on  you  is  to  spare  you  ; 
The  malice  towards  you,  to  forgive  you  :— Live, 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym,  (l.  c.)  Nobly  doom'd  : 
We*ll  learn  our  freeness  of  a  son-in-law  ; 
Pardon*s  the  word  to  all.     Laud  we  the  gods  ; 
And  let  our  crooked  smokes  climb  to  their  nostrils 
From  our  ble&s*d  altars  !     Set  we  forward  :  Let 
A  Roman  and  a  British  ensign  wave 
Friendly  together :  so  through  Lud's  town  march : 
Set  on  there  :— Never  was  a  war  did  cease, 
Ere  bloody  hands  were  washM,  with  such  a  peace. 

[Ejceunt  omnes. — Drums  and  Trumpet*, 
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REMARKS. 


Otwat  was  a  great  and  original  geniaa.  H«  strnek  the  chords  of 
tragedy  with  a  matter-hand,  and  never  with  more  energy  and  power 
than  in  Venice  Preserved.  Masainger,  as  a  dramatic  writer,  ranks 
next  to  Shakspeare ;  and  Otway  to  Massinger — ^yet  the  latter  never 
prodvced  anything  of  equal  pathos  to  this  tragedy.  Will  it  be  ao- 
counted  heresy  if  we  say,  that  even  Shakspeare  has  scarcely  drawn 
more  tears. 

Yet,  whatever  tears  have  been  shed  at  his  scenes  of  fictitious  woe, 
some  few  mast  be  reserved  for  the  memorjr  of  the  poet,  whose  fate 
passed  the  ordinary  boandsof  human  calamity.  He  had  been  nmaed 
m  affluence,  had  experienced  the  care  and  solicitude  of  tender  pa> 
rents— yet  he  lived  to  endure  all  the  horrors  of  want.  How  {wthe- 
tically  does  he  describe  his  former  happy  situation,  in  the  words  of 
Jaffier— 

"  I  have  known 
The  Inscions  sweets  of  plenty  ;  every  night 
Have  slept  with  soft  content  about  my  head. 
And  never  wak'd,  but  to  a  joyful  morning*" 

It  is  recorded,  upon  undoubted  authority,  that  he  retired,  in  his  dis- 
tress, to  a  public-house,  on  Tower  Hill,  where,  accidentally  meeting 
with  a  gentleman  who  had  known  him  in  his  prosperity,  he  asked 
him  for  a  shilling — the  latter  generously  gave  him  a  guinea.  Otway 
immediately  purchased  a  roll ;  when,  from  his  great  eagerness  to 
satisfy  the  cravings  of  nature,  the  first  morsel  choked  him. 

The  plot  of  this  noble  tragedy  is  borrowed  flrom  a  work  entitled 
*'  HistoWe  de  la  Cot^uratUm  de  Marquis  de  Bedemar/*  written 
by  the  Abbe  de  St.  Real.  Hie  French  drama  of  Manlius  is  also 
.  derived  from  the  same  source  ;  the  Venetian  names  being  changed 
to  Roman.  The  incidents  are  deeply  ioleresting,  the  characters 
forcibly  drawn,  and  the  language  esiqnisitely  lender,  nervous,  and 
poetical.  Otway  partook  largely  of  the  literary  vice  of  his  time :  in 
obedience  to  a  vile  public  taste,  he  introduced  in  his  most  pathetic 
pieces  indelicate  scenes  and  coarse  bnlToonery.  Happily,  these  were 
not  so  interwoven  with  his  plot  that  their  expulsion  prodncca  any 
particular  chasm.  It.  is  one  of  Otway's  great  beauties,  that  he  took 
nature  for  his  guide-— that  he  drew  item  his  own  bosom  the  passions 
and  feelings  he  delineated,  and  that  his  powers  of  expression  weru 
fully  equal  to  the  energy  and  grandeur  of  his  conceptions.    We 

3ree  with  Drydcn,  that  somewhat  remains  to  be  desired  as  regards 
snnctem    Yet  could  Otway  hardly  spare,  in  his  moments  of  inspi. 
ration,  time  to  remodel  thoughts  and  polfadi  sentences  :— 

*'  Gnat  wits  sometimes  may  ^orionsiy  offend, 
A|ui  rise  to  faalts  troe  emiu  dai e  nol  OMnd,** 
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Still  sball  we  find  in  hii  works  many  pasMges  of  the  mo«t  reiiied 
delicacy ;  many  tentiments  finely  conceived,  and  etegaaUy  ezpreMed, 
where  to  displace  a  word  wonid  be  u>  destroy  a  beanty.  The  whole 
of  Belvidera's  first  Interview  with  JaAer  is  one  bnraC  of  passiomie 
tenderness  ;  love  the  most  ardent  and  devoted,  braviof  the  radcit 
assaults  of  poverty  and  misfortane,  is  pletored  in  her  reply : 

<*  Oh  I  I  will  love,  even  in'  madness  love  thee  I 
Thoogh  my  distracted  senses. should  forsake  me, 
I'd  find  some  intervals  when  my  poor  heart 
Should  'snace  itself,  and  be  let  loose  to  thine. 
Though  the  Dare  earth  be  all  oar  resttng-plaee. 
Its  roots  our  food,  some  cliff  our  habltaaon, 
I'll  malce  this  arm  a  pillow  for  thine  head ; 
And,  as  thoa  sighing  liest,  and  swelPd  with  sorrow. 
Creep  to  thy  bosom,  pour  the  balm  of  love 
Into  thy  soul,  and  kiss  thee  to  thy  rest; 
Then  praise  our  God,  and  watch  thee  till  the  moraii^.'' 

The  poet  who  could  write  thus  rises  superior  to  aU  criticiiM,  aU 
rules  oi  art— the  passions  are  entirely  his,  and  he  awaya  diem  at  Us 
will. 

Hie  character  of  Pierre  has  beep  greatly  miarepreaeated.  He  coa* 
spires  not  against  the  liberties  of  his  country,  but  againat  those  tlurt 
had  betrayed  them.  He  had  done  the  state  some  service,  bat  Us 
services  had  been  repaid  with  ingratitude.  He  knew  the  seBaton 
to  be  corrupt,  inefficient,  and  tyrannical.  He  beheld  tlie  people 
destitute,  cheated,  and  enslaved.  The  laws  were  no  longer  the  poor 
man's  reftoge,  but  the  rich  man's  instrument  of  oppression ;  ^ndjusilct 
was  as  openly  brought  to  market  as  any  other  commodity.  Goaded 
by  public  and  private  wrongs,  Pierre  a«sDcfates  himaelf  with  a  baud 
of  conspirators  to  put  down  these  enormous  evils,'  and  to  firee  Us 
suflering  country  from  so  galling  a  yoke ;  and,  if  ever  the  end 
may  be  said  to  have  justified  the  means,  it  is  when  this  noble  con* 
spirator  bares  his  arm  for  the  destruction  of  the  senate : 

"  Treason  does  never  prosper :  what's  the  reason  t 
Why,  when  it  prospers,  none  dare  call  it  treas0m,*'- 

Had  the  conspiracy  proved  snccessftal,  its  actors  would  have  beea 
handed  down  to  posterity  with  the  same  honours  as  Bmtns  and 
Cassius,  whose  means  of  redress  were  equally  a  violenee  agaimt 
mural  urder ;  for,  when  laws  are  **  corrupted  to  their  ends  that 
make  them,"  how  are  the  oppressed  to  snap  their  chain,  bnt  in  show* 
ing,  by  some  terrible  example,  that  they  of  themselves  possess  a 
power  even  stronger  than  law  ?  No  reasoning,  however  spedoes, 
could  make  us  think  that,  if  a  Nero  were  to  reign  over  us,  we  should 
be  bound  to  obey  him ;  or  that,  if  it  were  his  humour  to  fiddle  while 
London  was  burning,  it  would  be  our  duty  to  dance  to  bis  mnstc  f 

Jaflier  is  not  deserving  the  contumely  that  has  been  cast  upon  him. 
His  motives  fur  joining  the  conspiracy  are  widely  different  from 
those  of  Pierre.  Private  revenge  is  his  incentive,  which,  though  it 
makes  his  character  less  noble,  renders  his  subsequent  conduct  more 
consistent.  How  judicious  is  his  first  interview  with  Pierre.  With 
bis  heart  burning  at  the  unmerited  reproaches  of  Prinii — mminaling 
on  the  sorrows  of  Belvidera,  and  the  ruin  of  his  fortunes— fearful  <^ 
returning  home,  "  his  doors  damm'd  up  with  gaping  creditors  "—he 
encounters  Pierre,  who,  after  inveigliing  against  public  oppression,  ar^ 
fully  introduces  a  picture  of  Jaffier's  domestic  sorrows,  omitting  no 
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circamsUiice  that  could  awaken  his  sympathy,  and  ronseNhU  re- 
renge.  The  commiseration  of  the  rabble  is  finely  conceived,  and 
heightens  the  distress.  Hearts  anaccnstomed  to  pity,  are  moved  at 
a  scene  that  gives  Prinli  joy.  Pierre's  honest  approbation  of  their 
feeling  is  characteristically  expressed  t 
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"  I  coold  have  hngg'd  the  greasy  rogaes  ;  they  pleas'd  me  I' 

The'  wrongs  of  Belvidera  impelled  Jaffier  to  join  the  conspiracy ;  her 
tears  and  entreaties,  aided  by  the  treachery  of  Renanlt,  caused  him 
to  betray  it.  Let  os,  therefore,  not  judge  too  harshly  of  human  wealc- 
ness,  pressed  by  such  dire  calamity.  His  conduct  when  brought  be- 
fore the  senate ;  his  compunction  and  remorse  to  Jaffier ;  the  humi>> 
lity  with  which  he  receives  the  blow  ;  and  the  glorious  expiation  he 
makes  for  his  offence,  are  sufficient  evidences  of  liis  noble  nature. 
That  he  should  conflde  Belvidera  to  the  care  of  Renault,  with  the  in- 
junction accompanying  the  dagger,  is  notliing  strange  in  a  man  who 
suspected  not  the  honour  of  bis  associates,  and  was  resolved  to  keep 
bis  oath. 

Otway  has  been  particularly  successfhl  in  delineating  fenule  ex> 
cellcQce.  M<mimia  is  a  beautiful  and  affecting  picture ;  and  Belvi- 
dera is,  pefhaps,  the  most  perfect  example  of  conjugal  tenderness  tliat 
the  drama  presents.  The  latter  scenes  of  this  tragedy  are  so  power- 
fal,  and  the  Interest,  to  the  v^y  last,  is  kept  up  with  such  skill,  that, 
with  the  exception  of  heoTf  it  has  the  power  of  moving  the  heart 
more  tlian  any  play,  ancient  or  modem. 

Of  the  language  we  have  already  spoken,  but  in  terms  of  panegy- 
ric infinitely  too  weak  to  convey  a  just  idea  of  its  dignity  and  pa- 
thos. All  that  is  put  into  the  mouth  of  Pierre  is  of  an  elevated  tone, 
mingled  with  a  sarcastic  gaiety — a  fierceness  and  daring  perfectly  in 
unisoa  with  his  character.  In  what  terrific  colours  are  the  distrae- 
tion  and  despair  of  Belvidera  painted,  at  the  moment  Jaffier  has 
parted  firom  her  for  ever : — 

"  The  air's  too  tliin,  and  pierces  my  weak  brain; 
I  long  for  thick  substantial  sletrp.— Hell  1  hell ! 
Burst  from  the  centre,  rage  and  roar  aloud. 
If  thou  art  half  so  hot,  so  mad  as  I  am." 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  amaeing  powers  of  Siddons  in 
Belvidera.  She  subdued  every  heart,  she  terrified  every  imagina- 
tion. When  the  bell  tolled  for  the  execution  of  the  conspirators,  and 
Jaffier  breaks  from  her  arms,  her  wild  start  and  look  of  agony  were 
wonderfully  fine.  This  character  was  Miss  O'Nell's  ch^-^auvre, 
and,  except  in  the  higher  qualities  of  the  art,  which  were  peculiar  to 
Siddons,  she  left  little  to  desire.  Kemble's  Pierre  was  forcible  and 
grand.  His  recital  of  the  indignities  offered  to  Belvidera — his  de- 
nunciation of  the  corrupt  senate,  when  brought  l>efore  it,  were  in  his 
best  manner*  We  stiall  never  forget  his  energy  when  he  exclaimed — 

"  WhoUlksof  kilUngr 

His  dignity  when  he  walked  up  to  the  conspirators,  and  demanded 
t  f  them  severally^-- 

"ihi't  you,  or  yon,  or  you,  sir  t**      » 

And  his  bitter  sarcasm  and  contempt  when  he  reproaches  Renanlt 
with  his  treachery — 

"  Had  Jafler's  wife  proved  kind,  baPd  tlWl  beeulTM. 
Faagb-^ow  tbmt  s tinka  I" 
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Mr.  Y«MMf ,  ia  thit  ardMMu  chwarter,  is  adaiinble  throochoat. 
He  exUbllt  the  tratk  of  natare  with  the  reflaement  of  art  Mr. 
Maercady  exhibit*  neither.  He  ha*  voice,  if  he  voaid  only  manage 
k  jBdieioa*ly ;  taleat,  if  he  woald  aot  apoil  it  hy  affectation ;  and 
flgare,  if  he  wonld  not  dutort  it  hy  eztravaf aol  geitarei. 

Superior  height  requires  mperior  grace. 
And  wliat'*  a  giant  with  a  vacamtjaee  f 

Mr.  Charles  Kemhle,  in  JaAer,  portrayed  with  tme  feelinf  the 
coallietliig  pai*ia»*  of  a  bmui  whose  ▼irtae  is  pat  to  the  hardest  trials, 
aad  whom  despair nerer  leaves  till  it  ha*  mada  liim  iu  victim. 

Venice  Preserved  was  first  acted  at  the  l>ake'sTheatre,  IMi. 

t^   D 0. 

DUKE.— Crimson  velvet  dress,  with  parple  robe,  ri^y  em- 
broidered with  gold. 

PRIULI.^Purple  velvet  dreu,  scarlet  mantle,  blade  tranki, 
pnffed  with  black  satin,  black  silk  stockings,  shoes  and  roses,  bUck 
sword,  roond  black  hat,  and  black  plamea. 

BEOAMAR.~Purpie  doublet  and  breeches,  embroidered,  maaet 
boots,  toand  black  hat,  and  plnmes. 

JAfFIBR.— Same  as  Prinli,  except  mantle. 

PIE RREL— White  doublet,  and  bloe  Venetian  llv,  embroidered, 
white  panulooiis,  russet  boou,  black  sword,  roond  black  ha^  and 
scarlet  plnmes. 

RENAULT.— Black  velvet  doublet  and  trunks,  bolT  pantakKHH, 
rafset  boots,  dark  cloak,  embroidered,  round  black  hat,  and  plnmea. 

SENATORS.— Black  gown^,  trimmed  with  ermine,  and  black 
caps. 

CONSPIRATORS.— Rich  VeneUan  dresses. 

GUARDS.— Gray  doublets,  breeches,  and  hats. 

BELVIDERA.— ^r«r  drest :  White  satin,  trinuned  with  silver, 
long  purple  robe,  richly  embroidered  with  gold.  Second  drttsi 
White  muslin. 

LADIES.— White  muslin,  trimmed  with  silver. 


Cast  of  the  Characters,  as  performed  at  the  Theatre  Rofal, 

Covent  Garden, 

1814.  itsr. 

J)uke  qf  Venice  .    •    >    >    Mr.  Atkins.  Mr.  Atkins. 

PriuU Mr.  Egerton.  Mr.  Egerton. 

Bedumar Mr.  Connor.  Mr.  ntsharrfs. 

Jc^er Mr.  C.  Kemble.  Mr.  C.  KemMe. 

Pierre <    •    Mr.  Macready.  Mr.  Young. 

Renau'.t Mr.  CiiapaMn.  Mr.  Claremont. 

Suinosa       Mr.  Claremont.  Mr.  Irwin. 

Elliot      Mr.  Horrebow.  Mr.  Horrebow. 

Theodore Mr.  King.  Mr.  J.  Cooper. 

Mexzana *    Mr.  G«orge.  Mr.  SnttQn. 

Durand Mr.  Grant.  Mr.  Grant. 

Cavtain  of  the  Oaard     •    Mr.  Jefferies.  Mr.  Mears. 

Cificer Mr.  Ley.  Mr.  Aastia. 

Belvidera Miss  F.  H.  Kelly.  Miss  laraMW. 

Ladies,  Guards,  Executioners,  SfC, 


VENICE  PRESERVED. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  l.-^St,  Mark's. 
^  Enter  Priuli  and  jAFFfER^  l. 

Pri,  (r.)  No  more  !  Ill  hear  no  more !  begone,  and 
leave  me ! 

Jaff,  (l,)  Not  hear  me !  by  my  sofferings,  but  you  Bhall ! 
My  lora — my  lord  !  Pm  not  that  abject  wretch 
Yon  think  me.    Patience  !  where's  the  distance  throws 
Me  back  so  far,  but  I  may  boldly  speak 
In  right,  thoagh  proad^ oppression  will  not  hear  me? 

Pri.  Have  you  not  wronged  me  ? 

J«^.  Could  my  nature  e*er 
Have  brook'd  injustice,  or  the  doing  wrongs, 
I  need  not  now  thus  low  have  bent  myself 
To  gain  a  hearing  from  a  cruel  father. — 
Wrong'd  you? 

Pru  Yes,  wrongM  me  !  in  the  nicest  point. 
The  honour  of  my  house,  youVe  done  me  wrong. 
You  may  remember  (for  I  now  will  speak. 
And  arge  its  baseness),  when  you  first  came  home 
From  travel,  with  such  hopes  as  made  you  look'd  on 
By  all  men's  ^yes,  a  youth  of  expectation ; 
Pleas'd  with  your  growiug  virtue,  I  receiv'd  you : 
Courted,  and  sought  to  raise  you  to  your  merits  ; 
My  house,  my  table —nay,  my  fortune,  too. 
My  very  self  was  your's ;  you  might  have  us'd  me 
To  your  best  service  ;  like  an  open  friend 
I  treated,  trusted  you,  and  thought  you  mine ; 
When,  in  requital  of  my  best  endeavours. 
You  treacherously  practisM  to  undo  me ; 
Seduc*d  the  weakness  of  my  age's  darling, 
My  only  child,  and  stole  her  from  my  bosom. 
Oh!  Belvidera! 

Jaff,  Tis  to  me  you'  owe  her : 
Childless  had  you  been  else,  and  in  the  grave 
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Your  name  extinct ;  no  more  Priuli  heard  of. 
You  may  remember,  scarce  five  years  are  past, 
Since  in  yo«f  brigantine  you  sailU  to  sea. 
The  Adriatic  wedded  by  our  duke ; 
And  I  was  with  you  ;  your  unskilful  pilot 
Dash'd  us  upon  a  rock  ;  when  to  your  boat 
You  made  for  safety  :  euter'd  first  yourself; 
Th'  affrighted  Belvidera,.  following  next. 
As  she  stood  trembling  on  the  vessel's  side, 
Was  by  a  wave  wash'd  off  into  the  deep. ; 
When  instantly  1  plun^d  into  the  sea, 
And,  buffeting  the  billvwB  to  her  vetouo, 
Redeem'd  her  life  with  half  the  loss  of  mine. 
Like  a  rich  conquest,  in  one  hand  I  boce  her. 
And  with  the  oUier  dash'd  the  saucy  waves. 
That  throng'd  and  press'd  to  rob  me  of  my  prlzob 
I  brought  her,  gave  her  to  your  despairing  arms.; 
Indeed,  you  thank'd  me ;  but  a  nobler  gratitude 
Rose  in  her  soul ;  for  from  that  hour  sh^  lov*d  me. 
Till  for  her  life  she  paid  me  with  herself. 

Pri,  You  stole  her  from  me  ;  like  a  thief  you  stole  her, 
At  dead  of  night ;  that  cursed  hour  you  chose 
To  rifle  me  of  all  my  heart  held  dear. 
May  all  your  joys  in  her  prove  false,  like  mine ! 
A  sterile  fortune,  and  a  barren  bed, 
Attend  you  both;  continual  discord  make 
Your  days  and  nights  bitter,  and  grievous  still : 
May  the  hard  hand  of  a  vexatious  need 
Oppress  and  grind  you ;  till  at  last  you  find 
The  curse  of  disobedience  all  your  portion. 

J(^,  Half  of  your  curse  you.  have  bestow'd  in  vain. 
Heav'n  has  already  crownM  our  faithful  loves 
With  a  young  boy,  sweet  as  his  mother^s  beauty : 
May  he  live  to  prove  more  gentle  thap  his  grandsire. 
And  happier  than  his  father. 

Pri  Rather  live 
To  bait  thee  for  his  bread,  and  din  your  ears 
With  hungry  cries ;  whilst  his  unhappy  mother 
Sits  down  and  weeps  in  bitterness  of  want 

Jaff,  You  talk  as  if  'twould  please  you. 

Pri,  'Twould,  by  heaven ! 

Jaff,  Would  I  were  in  my  grave  !    . 

Pri,  And  she,  too,  with  thee  : 
For,  living  h^re,  you're  but  my  curs'd  remembrances— 
I  once  was  happy  > 


SCENE  I.]         VENICE  PRE8BRVB0.  11 

Joff.  You  «8e  me  tfafiis,  because  you  knew  my  soul 
Is  fond  of  Belvidera.     You  perceive 
My  life  feeds  on  her,  therefore  thus  you  treat  mC; 
Were  I  that  thief,  the  doer  of  such  wrongs 
As  you  upbraid  me  With,  what  hinders  me 
But  I  might  send  her  back  to  .you  with -contumely, 
And  court  my  fortune  where  she  would  be  idnder  ? 

Prt.  You  dare  not  do't. 

Jaff,  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  dare  not. 
My  heart,  that  awes  me,  is  too  much  my  master : . 
Three  years  fltre  past  since  first  our  vows  -Were  pli|;hted, 
During  which  time, 'the  world  most  bear  me  witness, 
I've  treated  Behrldera  like  your  daughter, 
The  daughter  of  a  senator  of  Venice : 
Distinction,  place,  attendance,  and  observance. 
Due  to  her  birth,  she  always  has  commanded  : 
Out  of  my  littie  fortune  I've  done  this  ; 
Because  (though  hopeless  e'er  to  win  your  nature) 
The  world  migbtsee  I  lov^d  her  for  henelf ; 
Not  as  the  heiress  of  the  great  Priuli. 

Pri*  No'more. 

Jo-ff,  Yes,  all,  and  then  adieu  for  ever  ! 

\Payainig^  withckup^d  hnnda. 
There's  not  a  wretch,  that  lives  on  common  charity, 
JBut's  happier  than -me:  for  I  have  known 
The  luscious  sweets  of  plenty ;  every  night 
Have  slept  with  soft  content  about  my  head. 
And  never'wak'd  but  to  a  joyful- morning : 
Yet  now  must  fall,  like  a  full- ear  of  com. 
Whose  blossom  'scap'd,  yefs  withered  in  the  rip'ning. 

Pri,  Home,  and  be  humble ;  study  to  retrench  ; 
Discharge  thehizy  Vermin  of  thy 'hall, 
Those  pageatits  of  thy  folly  : 
Reduce  the  glittering* trappings  of  thy 'wife 
To  humble  weeds,  fit  for  thy  little  state  :         tGotn^-,  R. 
Then  to  some  suburb  cottage  both  retire ; 
Drudge  to  feed  lettthsome  life  ;  -get  brats  and  •starve—- 
Home,  home,  I  say  !  {Exit,  R. 

Jaff,  (c.)  Yes,  if  my  heart  would  let  me—-" 
This  proud,  this  swelling  heart :  home  I  would  go, 
But  that  my  doors  are  hateful  to  my  eyes, 
Fiird  and  damm'd  up  with  gaping  creditors  : 
I've  now  not  fifty  ducats  in  the  world, 
Yet  still  I  am  in  love,  and  pleas^  with  tuxa. 
Oh,  Belvidera !  ob  !  she  is  my  wife — — 
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And  we  will  bear  our  wayward  fate  togellMry 
But  ne'er  know  comfort  more. 

Enter  Pierre,  l.  b.  e. 

Pie.  (l.  c.)  My  friend,  good  morrow ; 
How  fares  the  honest  partner  of  my  heart  f 
What,  melancholy  !  not  a  word  to  spare  ? 

Jtff,  (o.)  I'm  thinking,  Pierre,  how  that  damii'd  starr- 
ing quality, 
Call'd  honesty,  got  footing  in  the  world. 

Pie*  Why,  powerful  rillany  first  set  it  ap. 
For  its  own  ease  and  safety.    Honest  men 
Are  the  soft  easy  cashions  on  which  knaTes 
Repose  and  fatten.    Were  all  mankind  Tiilaiaa, 
TheyM  starve  each  other ;  lawyers  would  want  practiee^ 
Cut-throats  reward ;  each  man  would  kill  his  brother 
Himself;  none  would  be  paid  or  hang'd  for  morder. 
Honesty  !  'twas  a  cheat,  invented  first 
To  bind  the  hands  of  bold  deserving  rogaea. 
That  fools  and  cowards  might  sit  safe  in  power. 
And  lord  it  uncontroll*d  above  their  betters. 

Ji|^.  Then  honesty  is  but  a  notion  f 

Pte.  NoUiing  else ; 
like  wit,  much  talk'd  of,  not  to  be  defin'd : 
He  that  pretends  to  most,  too,  has  least  share  in*t 
'Tis  a  ragged  virtue.    Honesty  !  no  more  ont. 

Jo^.  Sure,  thou  art  honest? 

Pte.  So,  indeed,  men  think  me ; 
But  they  are  mistsJ^en,  Jaffier :  I  am  a  rogue 
As  well  as  they : 

A  fine,  gay,  bold-fac'd  villain,  as  thou  seest  me. 
"Tis  true,  I  pay  my  debts,  when  they^re  contraeted ; 
I  steal  from  no  man ;  would  not  cut  a  throat 
To  gain  admission  to  a  great  man's  purse^ 
Or  a  whore^s  bed ;  I'd  not  betray  my  friend. 
To  get  his  place  or  fortune  j  I  scorn  to  flatter 
A  blown-up  fool  above  me,  or  crush  the  wretch  bcnceth 

me; 
Yet,  Jaffier,  for  all  this  I  am  a  villain. 


'of.  (R.  o.)  A  villain  f 
He.  Yes,  a 


Pttf .  Yes,  a  most  notorious  villain ; 
To  see  the  sufferings  of  my  fellow-creatures, 
And  own  myself  a  man ;  to  see  our  senators 
Cheat  the  deluded  people  with  a  show 
Of  liberty,  which  yet  they  ne'er  must  taste  of 
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They  say  by  them  our  hands  are  free  from  fetters ; 
Yet  whom  they  please  they  lay  in  basest  bonds ; 
Bring  whom  tibey  pjease  to  infamy  and  sorrow; 
Drive  us,  like  wrecks,  down  the  rough  tide  of  power, 
Whilst  no  hold's  left  to  save  os  from  destruction. 
All  that  bear  thisttre  villains,  and  I  one. 
Not  to  rouse  up  at  the  great  call  of  nature. 
And  check  the  growth  of  tiiese  domestic  spoilers; 
That  make  us  ^aves,  and  tell  us  'tis  our  charter. 

lWaUa,L. 

Jaff,  I  tiiink  no  safety  can  be  here  for  virtue, 
And  grieve,  my  friend,  as  much  as  thou,  to  live 
In  such  a  wretched  state  as  this  of  Venice, 
Where  all  agree  to  spoil  the  public  good. 
And  villains  fatten  with  the  brave  man's  labours. 

Pie.  IReiufiu  to  l.  c]  We've  neither  safety 
Unity,  nor  peace,  my  friend, 
For  the  foundation's  lost  of  common  good ; 
Justice  is  lame,  as  well  as  blind,  amongst  us ; 
The  laws  (corrupted  to  their  ends  that  make  them) 
Serve  but  for  instruments  of  some  new  tyranny, 
That  every  day  starts  up,  V  enslave  us  deeper. 
Now,  [^Lays  hi»  hand  on  Jaffier*s  arm,']  could  this  glori- 
ous cause  but  find  out  friends 
To  do  it  right,  oh,  Jaffier  !  then  might'st  thou 
Not  wear  tiiose  seals  of  woe  upon  thy  fiice ; 
The  proud  Priuli  should  be  taught  humanity, 
And  learn  to  value  such  a  son  as  tiiou  ait. 
I  dare  not  speak,  but  my  heart  bleeds  this  moment. 

Jaff.  Cursed  be  the  cause,  though  I,  my  friend,  be  part 
on't: 
liCt  me  partake  the  troubles  of  thy  bosom. 
For  I  am  us'd  to  misery,  and  perhaps 
May  find  a  way  to  sweeten't  to  thy  spirit. 

Pie.  [Tumsy  u  and  looks  over  a.  shoulder,']  Too  soon 
'twill  reach  thy  knowledge 

Jaff  Then  from  thee 
Let  it  proceed.    There*s  virtue  in  thy  friendship. 
Would  make  the  saddest  tale  of  sorrow  pleasing, 
Strengthen  my  jconstancy,  and  welcome  ruin. 

Pie.  Then  thou  art  ruined  ? 

Jaff  That  I  long  since  knew ; 
I  and  ill-fortune  have  been  long  acquainted. 

Pie.  I  pass'd  this  very  moment  by  thy  doors, 
And  found  them  guarded  by  a  troop  of  villains ; 

c 


14  VEfllCB  PREIBRVED.  [ACT  f. 

The  sons  of  {MibKc  rapin  were  detftmyinsf. 

They  told  me,  by  the  sentence  of  the  larlr. 

They  had  commiflsion  to  seise  all  thy  foftone : 

Nay,  more,  Priuli's  crnel  hand  signed  it. 

Here  stood  a  ralBan,  with  an  horrid  fhoe. 

Lording  it  o'er  a  pile  of  roasey  plate, 

Tumbled  into  a  heap  for  pnblic  sale  : 

There  was  another  making  villanoaa  jeate 

At  thy  undoing :  he  had  ta'en  •possession 

Of  all  thy  ancient,  most  domestic  ornaments  ; — 

The  very  bed,  which,  on  thy  wedding  nig^, 

Received  thee  to  the  arms  of  Belvidera, 

The  scene  of  all  thy  joys,  was  violated 

By  the  coarse  hands  of  filthy  dungeon-villBins, 

And  thrown  amongst  the  common  Inmber. 
3aff.  Now,  thank  heaven ! 
Pie.  Thank  heaven!  for  what? 
J  off.  That  I'm  not  worth  a  ducat. 
Pte.  Curse  thy  dull  stars,  and  the  worse  fate  of  Tenice, 
Where  brothers,  friends,  and  fathers,  all  are  false ; 

Where  there's  no  truth,  >no  trust ;  where  innocence 

Stoops  under  vile  oppression,  and  vice  lords  ML 

Hadst  thou  but  seen,  as  I  did,  how,  at  last,  / 

Thy  beauteous  Belvidera,  like  a  wretch 

That's  doom 'd  to  banishment,  came  weeping  forth. 

Whilst  two  young  .virgins,  on  whose  arm  she  lean'd, 

Kindly  look'd  up,  and  at  her  grief  grew  sad. 

As  if  they  catohM  the  sorrows  that  fell  from 'her : 

E'en  the  lewd  rabble,  that  were  gatheFd  round 

To  see  the  sight,  stood  mute  when  they  beheld  her ; 

Governed  their  roaring  throats,  and  grumbled  pity : 

I  could  have  hugg'd  the  greasy  rogues — they  pleas'd  me. 

,    Jajf,  I  thank  thee  for  this  story,  from  my  soul ; 

Since  now  I  know  the  worst  that  can  befall  me. 

Ah,  Pierre !  I  have  a  heart  that  codld  have  borne 

The  roughest  wrong  my  fortune  could  have  done  me  ; 

But,  when  I  think  what  Belvidera  feels. 

The  bitterness  her  tender  spirits  taste  of, 

I  own  myself  a  coward :  beeu*  my  weakness-; 

If,  throwing  thus  my  arms  ebont  thy  neck^    .'['Cm6r(lr^ 

T  play  the  boy,  and  blubber- in  thy  bosom. 

Oh,  I  shall  drown  thee  with  my  sorrows. 

Pie,  Bum, 
First  bum  and  level  ITeniee  to  thy  ruin. 
What !  starve,  like  beggars'  brats  iii  frosty  weather, 
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Under  a  hedge,  and  whine  onnelveB  to  death  ! 
Thou,  or  thy  cause,  shall  never  want  assistance, 
'Whilst  I  have  blood  or  fortune  fit  to  serve  thee : 
Command  my  heart,  thou'rt  every  way  its  master. 

Jaff,  No ;  there^s  a  eecret  pride  in  bravely  dying. 

Ptt*  Rats  die  in  holes  and  comers,  dof^s  run  mad  ; 
Man  knows  a  braver  remedy-  foi  sorrow — 
Revenge,  the  attaribnte  of  gods ;:  they  stamp'd  it. 
With  their  great  image^  on  our  natures.    Die 
Consider  wi^  the  cauee  that  calls  upea  thee  ; 
And,  if  thou^rt  base  enough,  die  then*    Remember 
Thy  Belvidera  sufferd ;  Belvidera! 
Die  !— daroa  first  f^— What !  be  deeenUy  intenrM 
In  a  church-yard,  and  mingle  thy  brave  dust. 
With  stinking  rogues,  that  rot  ia  winding-sheets, 
Surfeit-slain  fools,  the  comm<»  dung  o'tfa.^  soil ! 

J  off.  Oh! 

P%«,  Well  said,  oat  with't— swear  a  little 

Jaff,  Swear  1    By  sea  and  air ;    by  earth,  by  heav*n 
and  hell, 
I  will  revenge  my  Belrictera's  tears  \  [B^Ui  go  iathe  a. 
Hark  thee,  »y  friend — Priuli— is — a  senator ! 

Pie.  A  dog ! 

Jaff.  Agreed.  lRfitum$  Ce  r. 

Pie.  Shoot  him ! 

J^.  With  all  my  heart ! 
No  more — ^where  shall  we  meet  at  night? 

Pie.  I'll  tell  thee : 
On  the  Rialto,  every  night  at  twelve, 
I  take  my  evening's  walk  of  meditation  : 
There  we  two  will  meet,  and  talk  of  precious 
Mischief [Shak^  hands. 

Jaff.  Farewell  I 

Pie.  At  twelve. 

Jaff.  At  any  hoar;  my  plagaes 
Will  keep  me  waking.  [£xi<  Piwrs,  a. 

(r.  c.)  Tell  me  why,  good  Heaven, 
Thou  mad'st  me  what  I  am,  with  ail  the  spirit, 
Aspiring  thoughts,  and  elegant  desires. 
That  fill  the  happiest  man  f    Ah,  rather  why. 
Base-minded,  doll,  and  fit  to  carry  burdens ! 
Didst  thou  not  form  me  sordid  as  my  fate  1 
Why  have  I  sense  to  know  the  enrse  that's  on  me  ? 
Is  this  just  dealing,  nature?    Belvidera ! 
Poor  Belvidera ! 

b2 
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Bel.  TfVUh^uifL,^  Lead  me,  lend  me,  my  TtrgiMy 
To  that  kind  Toice. 

Enier  BsLviDBRAy  l. 

Bel.  My  lord,  my  love,  my  refuge  t 

£L€tm$  Ml  J 4^^  e. 
^^^  _^  _^._,  ^  y&ee! 

My  heavy  heart  will  leave  its  doleful  beating 
At  sight  of  thee,  and  bound  with  sprightftil  joys. 
Oh,  smile !  as  when  our  loves  were  in  their  sjirin^ 
And  cheer  my  fainting  soul ! 

J  off,  (r.  c.)  As  when  our  loves 
Were  in  their  spring!    Has,  then,  my  IbrtaiiechaBg'd 

thee? 
Art  thou  not,  Belvidera,  still  the  same — 
Kind,  good,  and  tender,  as  my  arms  first  found  tiiee  f 
If  thoQ  art  altered,  where  shall  I  have  harbour  T 
Where  ease  my  loaded  heart  t  [P^rrl.]  Oh,  where  eom- 
plain  f 
Bel,  (c.)  Does  this  appear  like  change,  or  love  decaying. 
When  thus  I  throw  myself  into  thy  bosom. 

With  all  the  resolution  of  strong  truth  f 

I  joy  more  in  thee 

Than  did  thy  mother,  when  she  huggM  thee  first, 

And  bless'd  the  gods  for  all  her  travail  past. 

Jaff,  Can  there  in  woman  be  such  glorious  faith? 
Sure,  all  ill  stories  of  thy  sex  are  false !  \Ptri* 

Oh,  woman  !  lovely  woman !    Nature  made  thee 
To  temper  man :  we  had  been  brutes  without  you ! 
Angels  are  paiuted  fair,  to  look  like  you  : 
There's  in  you  all  that  we  believe  of  heaven ; 
Amazing  brightness,  purity,  and  truth. 
Eternal  joy,  and  everlasting  love !  [JEmfrrscf. 

Be/.  If  love  be  treasure,  we'll  be  wondVous  rich  ; 
Oh !  lead  me  to  some  desert,  [Par%^  wide  and  wild. 
Barren  as  our  misfortunes,  where  my  soul 
May  have  its  vent,  where  I  may  tell  aloud 
To  the  high  heavens,  and  every  lisfniog  planet, 
With  what  a  boundless  stock  my  bosom^s  fraught. 

Joff.  [Taking  her  hand.}  Oh,  Belvidera !    doubly  I'm 
a  beggar ; 
Undone  by  fortune,  and  in  debt  to  thee. 
Want,  worldly  want,  that  hungary  meagre  fiend. 
Is  at  my  heels,  and  chases  roe  in  view. 
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uisC  Ukhi  bear  cold  and  hanger  ?    Can  these  limbSy 

ram*d  for  the  tender  offices  of  love, 

ndare  the  bitter  gripes  of  smarting  poverty  ? 

'hen  banished  by  o«r  ndseiies  abroul 

Ls  suddenly  we  shall  be),  to  seek  oot, 

1  so«e  fiur  climate,  where  omr  names  are  strangers, 

Mr  charitable  sneoour,  wilt  thou  then, 

^hen,  in  a  bed  qf  straw  we  shrink  together, 

nd  the  bleak  winds  shall  whistle  rouid  our  heads, 

iltthootheatalkthustomer    Wilt  thoa  then 

nsh  my  cares  thus,  and  shelter  me  with  love  t 

BeL  Oh }  I  will  love,  evem  in  madness,  love  thee ! 

luNigh  B(y  distracted  senses  should  forsake  me, 

d  find  some  intervals  when  my  poor  heart 

lonld  'snage  itself,  and  be  let  loose  to  thine. 

Iioiigh  the  bare  earth  be  aU  onr  resting-plaoe, 

8  roots  onr  food,  some  cliff  onr  habitation, 

U  make  this  arm  apillow  for  thine  bead ; 

nd,  as  then  sighing  liest,  and  swelled  with  sorrow, 

reep  to  thy  boiom,  pour  the  balm  of  love  ' 

ito  thy  sool,  and  kiss  thee  to  thy  rest ;  .   [Pturi, 

ben  praise  oar  God,  and  watch  thee  till  the  morning. 

Jaff,  Hear  this,  you  Heav'ns,  and  wonder  how  yoa 

made  her ! 
eign,  reign,  ye  monarohs,  that  divide  the  world ; 
nsy .rebellion  ne'er  will  let  yon  know 
ranquillity  and  happiness  like  mine ; 
ike  gandy  ships,  the  obsequious  tnliows  foil, 
nd  rise  again,  to  lift  yon  in  your  pride ; 
hey  wait  but  for  a  storm,  and  then  devour  yoq. 

IBtUridera  erogSMS  fo  r. 
,  in  my  private  bark  already  wrecked, 
ike  a  poor  merchant,  driven  to  'unknown  land, 
hat  haid,  by  chance,  pack'd  up  his  choicest  treasure, 

[Be/vtdera  retwmB^  !•  Jif/ier* 
1  one  dear  casket,  and  savM  only  that ; 
ince  I  most  wander  farther  on  the  shore, 
bus  [Taking  her  armJ]  hug  my  little,  but  mj  pieeions 

store, 
lesolv'd  to  scorn,  and  trust  my  fate  no  more. 

[ExiVMif  L. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 
b3 
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ACT  IL  . 

SCENE  I.— The  AmUa.  I 

Enter  jAFFlERy  L. 

Jmff.  (l.  c.)  rm  here;  and  thus,  the  shades  of  niglil 
around  me, 
I  look  as  if  all  hell  were  in  my  heart. 
And  I  in  hell.    Nay,  surely,  'tis  so  with  me  ! 
For  every  step  I  tread,  methinks  some  fiend 
Knocks  at  my  breast,  and  bids  it  not  be  quiet. 
I've  heard  how  desperate  wretches,  like  myself. 
Have  wander'd  out  at  this  dead  time  of  night. 
To  meet  the  foe  of  mankind  in  his  walk. 
Sure  I'm  so  curs'd,  that,  though  of  heav'n  forsaken, 
No  minister  of  darkness  cares  to  tempt  me. 
Hell !  hell !  why  sleep'st  thou  ?  ITtanu,  l. 

Enter  PiEatE,  a.  s.  e. 

Pie.  Sure,  I've  stayM  too  long :         [C^mung  ftrumHL 
The  clock  has  struck,  and  I  may  lose  my  proselyte. 
Speak  [Seeing  Jajfier'],  who  goes  there? 

Jaff.  (l.)  a  dog,  that  comes  to  howl 
A  t  yonder  moon.     Whaf s  he,  that  asks  the  question  f 

Pie.  A  friend  to  dogs,  for  thej  are  honest  creatures, 
And  ne'er  betraj  their  masters ;  never  fawn 
On  any  that  they  love  not    Well  met,  friend  lAdvtmeiag 
towards  a.  o.]  Jaffier ! 

Jq^.  The  same. 

Pie.  (a.c.)  Where's  Belvidera? 

Ja^.  For  a  day  or  two, 
I've  lodged  her  privately,  till -I  see  farther 
What  fortune  will  do  with  me.    Prithee,  friend. 
If  thou  WQuldst  have  me  sit  to  hear  good  counsel. 
Speak  not  of  Belvidera. 

Pie.  (c.)  Speak  not  of  her  f 

Jtff.  Oh,  no  I  ngr  name  her ! 

Pie.  May  be  I  wish  her  well. 

Jaff.  Whom  well  ? 

Pie.  Thy  wife ;  thy  lovely  Belvidera. 
I  hope  a  man  may  wish  his  friend's  wife  well. 
And  no  harm  done  ? 

Jajgr.  [Retiring^  l.]  You're  merry,  Pierre. 

Pte.  IFoUowing.]  I  am  so ; 
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Thoa  shalt  smiley  too,  and  BelTidera  mile : 
Well  aU  rejoice.    Here*B  MMnething  to  bay  pint ; 
Marriage  ii  chargeable.  [GtMi  Uma  wiru. 

Jtff.  (L.)  I  botbalf  widi'd 
To  tee  the  devil,  and  he's  here  already !    Well ! 
What  nmst  this  buy  t  RebeUioa,  narder,  treason  f 
Tell  me  riWati^r*  t.]  which  way  I  aiiist  be  dam&'d  for 

Fie.  (l.  0.)  When  last  we  parted,  we  had  no  qnalms 
likethMO, 
Bat  entertained  each  otiier's  thoaghts*  like  men 
Whose  sools  were  well  acquainted.    Is  the  world 
Reformed  since  our  last  meeting  Y    What  new  mirafitos 
Have  happen'd  f    Has  PriuU's  heart  relented  ? 
Can  he  be  honest? 

Ji|#«  Kind  heaT^n,  let  hesTy  corses 
€hdl  his  old  age,  till  life  become  his  borden ; 
Lst  Urn  groan  nnder't  long,  linger  an  age 
In  the  wont  agonies  and  pangs  of  death, 
And  find  its  ease  but  late  t 

Pif.  Nay,  eouldst  thon  not 
As  well,  my  Mend,  have  stretchM  the  corse  to  all 
The  senate  round,  as  to  one- single  villain  f 

Ji|^.  Bat  corses  stick  not ;  could  I  kill  vdth  cvndng, 
By  heav'n,  I  know  not  thirty  heads  in  Venice 
Should  not  be  blasted !   Senators  should  rot. 
Like  dogs,  on  dungUUls.    Oh,  for  a  curse 
To  kill  with !  [Cr^sf  i»  a. 

•Pm*  Daggers !  daggers !  are  much  better. 

Jtf.  (R.  c.)  Ha ! 

Pie.  Daggers. 

J«#.  But  where  are  they  f 

Pie.  Oh!  a  thousand 
May  be  disposed,  in  honest  hands,  in  Venice. 

Ji|^.  Thou  talk'st  in  clouds. 

Pte.  But  yet  a  heart,  half  wrong'd 
As  thine  has  been,  would  find  the  meaning,  Jaflier ! 

Jtff.  A  thousand  daggers,  all  in  honest  bands  1 
And  have  not  I  a  friend  will  stick  one  here  f 

Pie.  To.)  Yes,  if  I  thought  thou  wert  not  to   be 
cnerish'd 
To  a  nobler  purpose,  I  would  be  that  friend. 

[Z«y«  hi§  hoMd  en  JafjUr^M  ^rm. 
But  thou  hast  bettor  friends— -friends,  whom  thy  wrongs 
Have  made  thy  friends ;  friends,  worthy  to  be  call'd  so. 
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111  trust  thee  with  a  secret.    There  are  spints 
This  hoar  at  work.     But,  as  thoa*rt  a  man 
Whom  I  have  pick'd  and  chosen  from  the  world. 
Swear  that  thou  wilt  be  true  to  what  I  utter  ; 
And  when  I've  told  thee  that,  which  only  gods» 
And  men  like  ^ods,  are  priv>  to,  then  swear. 
No  chance,  or  change,  shall  wrest  it  from  thy  botom, . 

J  of,  (r.)  When  thou  woulst  bind  me,  is  there  need 
of  oaths  f 
Is  coward,  fool,  or  villain,  in  my  face  7 
If  I  seem  none  of  these,  I  dare  believe 
Thou  wouldst  not  use  me  in  a  little  cause ; 
For  I  am  fit  for  honour^s  toughest  task  ; 
Nor  ever  yet  found  fooling  was  my  province : 
And,  for  a  villanous,  inglorious  enterprise, 
I  know  thy  heart  so  well,  I  dare  lay  mine  ^ 

Before  thee,  set  it  to  what  point  thou  wilt 

Pttf.  'Tis  a  cause  thou  wilt  be  fond  of,  Jaffier  ; 
For  it  is  founded  on  the  noblest  basis : 
Our  liberties,  our  natural  inheritance ! 
We*ll  do  the  business,  and  ne'er  fast  and  pray  forH ; 
Openly  act  a  deed,  the  world  may  gaze 
With  wonder  at,  and  envy  when  'tis  done. 

•Ta^.  For  liberty! 

Pte.  For  liberty,  my  friend.  [Jaffier  crosses,  l. 

Thou  shalt  be  freed  from  base  Priuli's  tyranny, 
And  thy  sequestered  fortunes  heal'd  again : 
I  shall  be  free  from  those  opprobrious  wrongs 
That  press  me  now,  and  bend  my  spirit  downward  ; 
All  Venice  free,  and  every  growing  merit 
Succeed  to  its  just  right ;  fools  shall  be  puU'd 
From  wisdom's  seat ;  those  baleful  unclean  birds. 
Those  lazy  owls,  who,  perch'd  near  fortune^s  top. 
Sit  only  watchful  with  their  heavy  wings 
To  cufi*  down  new-fledg'd  virtues,  that  would  rise 
To  nobler  heights,  and  make  the  gro?e  harmonious. 

Jaff,  What  can  I  do?  [Crosses  to  R.  d. 

Pie.  Canst  thou  not  kill  a  senator  ? 

Jaff\  By  all  my  wrongs,  thou  talk'st  as  if  revenge 
Were  to  be  had  !  and  the  brave  story  warms  me. 

[Crosses,  L. 

Pie,  Swear,  then 

Jaff,  I  do  [Kneels,  l.  c],  by  all  those  glittering  stars, 
And  yon  great  planet  of  the  ruling  night ! 
By  all  good  spirits  above,  and  ill  below ! 
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By  lore  and  friendship,  dearer  than  my  life, 

Nor  power,  nor  death,  shall  make  me  fiUse  to  thee  t 

Fie.  Here  we  embrace,  anc|  1*11  anloek  my  heart 
A  counsers  held  hard  by,  where  the  destmction 
Of  this  great  empire^s  hatching;  there  I'll  lead  thee. 
Bat  be  a  man ;  for  thoo'rt  to  mix  with  men 
Fit  to  distoifo  the  peace  of  all  the  world, 
And  role  it  when  'tis  wildest 

Jttf.  I  give  thee  thanks 
For  this  kind  warning.    Yes,  111  be  a  man, 
And  charge  thee,  Pierre,  whene'er  thon  see'st  my  fears 
Betray  me  less,  to  rip  tUs  heart  of  ndne 
Oat  of  my  breast,  and  show  it  for  a  coward^S. 
Come,^let*8  begone,  for  from  this  hoar  I  chase 
All  little  thoa^ts,  all  tender  human  follies. 
Oat  of  my  bosom :  yengeance  shall  have  room  t 
Revenge !  [^^•nv,  a» 

Pie.  And  liberty ! 

Jajf.  Revenge  1  revenge !  [Exnmi,  a, 

SCENE  IV—A  Room  in  the  Hmm  qfApMw. 

EuUr  Rbnault,  l.  s.  e. 

Retu  (c.)  Why  was  my  choice  ambition  ?    The  wont 
gronnd 
A  wretch  can  build  on  1    Tis,  indeed,  at  distance, 
A  goodly  prospect,  tempting  to  the  view ; 
The  height  delights  us,  and  the  mountain*top 
Looks  beaatifa),  because  tis  nigh  to  heav'n  ; 
But  we  ne'er  think  how  sandy 's  the  foundation. 
What  stdrm  will  batter,  and  what  tempest  shake  as. 
Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Spinosa,  l. 

Spi*  (l.  c.)  Renault  good  morrow,  for  by  this  time, 
I  think,  the  scale  of  night  has  turnM  the  bafance, 
And  weighs  up  morning :  has  the  clock  struck  twelve  f 

Ren,  (R.)  Yes;  clocks  will  go  as  they  are  set:  bat 
man. 
Irregular  man*s  ne'er  constant,  never  certain. 
I've  spent  at  least  three  precious  hours- of  darkness 
In  waiting  dull  attendance ;  'tis  the  curse 
Of  diligent  virtue  to  be  mix'd,  like  mine. 
With  giddy  tempers,  souls  but  half  res<4ved. 

Spi.  (l  )  Hell  seise  thatsoulamon^tusiteaa  frighten! 
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Ren,  (c.)  What*8  then  the  cause  that  I  am- here  alone? 
Why  ave  we  not  together  ? 

£ii(er  Elliot,  l. 

O,  sir,  welcome ! 

You  are  an  Englishman :  when  treason's  hatching. 

One  might  have  thought  you'd  not  have  been  befdnd- 

hand. 
In  what  whore's  lap  have  you  been  lolling  t 
Give  but  an  Elnglishman  his  whore  and  ease. 
Beef  and  a  sea-coal  fire,  he^s  your's  for  ever. 

Ell.  Frenchman,  you  are  saucy. 

Ren^  (L.  jc.)  How  !  IPuts  Ms  hand  io  his  aworiL 

Enter  Bedamar,  Mezzana,  Durand,  tfiitf  Theodore, 
— MezzanUf  Durand^  and  Theodoref  Hand  ftnefc,  t. 

Bed*  [CrosstRf  to  c]  At  difference  ?  Fie  ! 
Is  this  a  time  for  quarrels  1    Thieves  and  rogues 
Fall  out  and  brawl :  should  men  of  your  lugb  calling- 
Men,  separated  by  the  choice  of  Providence 
From  the  gross  heap  of  mankind,  and  set  here 
In  this  assembly,  as  in  one  great  jewel^ 
T'  adorn  the  bravest  purpose  it  e'er  smil'd  on ; 
Should  you,  like  boys,  wrangle  for  trifles  t 

Ren.  (K.  c.)  Boys  ! 

Bed,  (o.)  Renault,  thy  hand. 

Ren   I  thought  I'd  given  my  heart. 
Long  since,  to  every  man  that  mingles  here ; 
But  grieve  to  find  it  trusted  with  such  tempers. 
That  can't  forgive  my  froward  age  its  weakness. 

Bed,  Elliott,  thou  once  hadst  virtue.    I  have  seen 
Thy  stubborn  temper  bend  with  godlike  goodness. 
Not  half  thus  courted  :  'tis  thy  nation's  glory, 
To  hug  the  foe  that  offers  brave  alliance. 
Once  more,  embrace,  my  friends — 
United  thus;?  we  are  the  mighty  engine, 
Mu«t  twist  this  rooted  empire  from  its  basis. 
Totters  it  not  already  7 

EU.  (l.)  'Would  'twere  tumbling ! 

Bed,  Nay,  it  shall  down :  this  night  we  seal  its  ruin. 

Enter  Pierre,  l. 

O,  Pierre !  thou  art  welcome. 

Come  to  my  breast ;  for,  by  its  hopes,  thou  look'st 

Lovelily  dreadful ;  and  the  fate  of  Venice 
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Seems  on  thy  sword  already.    O,  ny  Mars'! 
The  poets  that  first  feigned  «  god  of  w^r. 
Sorely  prophesied  of  Ifaoe ! 

Pie.  (l.)  Friends,  was  not  Biiiitas 
(t  mean  tluit  finltuSy  who,  in  open  senate, 
Stabb'd  the  first  Caesar  that  asurp'd  the  world), 
A  gallant  man? 

Ren.  (a.^.)  Yes :  and  Cataline,  too, 
Though  story  wrong  his  fiune,  for  he  oonsfirVi 
To  prop  the  reeling  i^ory  of  his  eoontry ; 
His  cause  was  good. 

Bed.  (l.  c.)  And  onrs  as  much  above  it. 
As,  Renault,  thou'rt  superior  to  Cetfaegus» 
Or  Pierre  to-Cassius. 

Pie.  Then  to  What  we  aim  at 
W  hen  do  we  start  f  *Or  must  we  talk  lor  efor  ? 

Bed.  (c.)   No,  Pierre,  the  deed*«  near  birth:  ifiMe 
seems  to  have  set  .  • 

The  business  np,  and  given  it  to  our  care. 
I  hope  there'^  not  a  heart  or  hand  amongst  as, 
But  what  is  firm  and  ready. 

EU.  (L.  0.)  AIL 
We'll  die  with  Bedamar. 

Bed,  O,  men, 
Matchless,  as  will  your  glory  be  hereafter : 
The  game  is  for  a  matchless  prise,  if  won — 
If  lost,  disgraceful  ruin. 

Pie.  Ten  thousand  men  are  armed  at  yonr  nod, 
Commanded  all  by  leaders  fit  to  guide 
A  battle  for  the  freedom  of  the  world : 
This  wretched  state  has  starv'd  them  in  its  service 
And,  by  your  bounty  quidken'd,  they've  resolvod 
To  serve  your  glory,  and  revenge  their  own : 
They've  all  their  different  quarters  in  this  oity. 
Watch  for  t^e  lUarm,  and  grumble,  'tis  so  tai^y. 

Bed.  1  doubt  not,  friend,  but  thy  nnwearieddiligence 
Has  still  kept  wiiking,  and  it  shall  have  ease ; 
After  this  night,  it  is  resolved,  w«  meet 
No  more,  till  Venice  owns  us  for  her  lords. 

Pie.  How  lovellly  tiie  Adriatic, -then, 
Dress'd  in  her  flames,  will  shine !    Devouring  flamM, 
Such  as  shall  burn  her  to  the  watery  bottom. 
And  hiss  in  her  foundation. 

Bed.  Now,  if  any 
Amongst  us.  that  owns  tUts  glorious  cause. 
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Have  friends  or  inf  rest  he  woold  wish  to  Hnne, 
Let  it  be  told — ^the  general  doom  ii  seal'd ; 
Bat  I'd  forego  the  hopes  of  a  world's  enqiixey 
Rather  than  wound  the  bowels  of  my  frigid. 

Pie,  I  mast  confess  yoa  there  have  toach'd  my  weak- 
ness. 
I  have  a  friend — hear  it;  and  such  a  friend  I 
My  heart  was  ne^er  shat  to  him.    Nay,  1*11  tell  yon 
He  knows  the  very  business  of  this  hoar ;       lAu  tiari 
But  he  rejoices  in  the  cause,  and  loveft  it : 
We've  changed  a  vow  to  live  and  die  together. 
And  he's  at  hand,  to  ratify  it  here. 

Ren.  How  I  all  betrayed ! 

Pie.  (c.)  No ;  I've  dealt  nobly  with  you, — 
I've  brought  my  all  into  the  public  stock : 
I'd  but  one  friend,  and  him  I'll  share  amongst  you : 
Receive  and  cherish  him ;  or  if,  when  seen 
And  search'd,  you  find  liim  worthless— as  my  longne 
Has  lodg'd  this  secret  in  his  faithful  breast, 
To  ease  your  fears,  I  wear  a  dagger  here, 
Shall  rip  it  out  again,  and  give  you  rest 
Come  forth,  thou  only  good  I  e'er  could  boast  oil 

Enter  Jaffier,  with  a  dagger  in  his  hand^  l. 

Bed.  (c.)  His  presence  bears  the  show  of  manly  viitae. 

Jaf,  (l.)  I  know  you'll  wonder  all,  that,  thus  uncsdl'd, 
I  dare  approach  this  place  of  fatal  councils ; 
Bat  I'm  amongst  you,  and,  by  heav'n,  it  glads  me 
To  see  so  many  virtues  thus  united 
To  restore  justice,  and  dethrone  oppression. 
Command  this  steel,  if  you  would  have  it  quiet. 
Into  this  breast :  but,  if  you  think  it  worthy 
To  cut  the  throats  of  reverend  rogues  in  robes. 
Send  me  into  the  curs'd  assembled  senate  : 
It  shrinks  not,  though  I  meet  a  father  there. 
Would  you  behold  tiie  city  flaming  1  here's 
A  hand,  shall  bear  a  lighted  torch  at  noon 
To  th'  arsenal,  and  set  its  gates  on  fire ! 

Ren.  (c.)  You  talk  this  well,  sir. 

Jaff.  Nay,  by  Heaven,  I'll  do  this ! 
Come,  come,  I  reach  distrust  in  all  your  faces : 
You  fear  me  villain,  and,  indeed,  'tis  odd 
To  hear  a  stranger  telk  thus,  at  first  meeting, 
Of  matters  that  have  been  so  well  debated ; 
But  I  come  ripe  with  wrongs,  as  you  with  counsels. 
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I  hate  this  senate— am  a  foe  to  Venice; 
A  friend  to  none,  but  men  resolred  like  me 
To  push  on  mischief.    Ob,  did  yon  bat  know  me, 
I  need  not  talk  thus  ! 

Bed,  Pierre,  1  mast  embrace  him ; 
My  heart  beats  to  this  man,  as  if  it*  knew  him. 

Ren,  I  never  loT*d  these  baggers. 

Jaff.  Still,  I  see 
The  eanse  delights  me  not.    Year  triends  sorrey  me, 
As  I  were  dangeroas.    Bat  I  come  arm'd 
Against  all  donbts,  and  to  year  trasts  will  give 
A  pledge,  worth  more  than  all  the  world  can  pay  for. 
My  BelTidera!  Hoa !  my  Belvidera !  ICiUk  ut  l. 

Bed,  (l.  c.)  What  wonder  next  1 

Jaff,  Let  me  entreat  yoa,  sirs. 
As  I  have  henceforth  hope  to  call  you  friends. 
That  all  bat  the  ambassador,  and  this 
Grave  gmide  of  coancils,  with  my  friend,  that  owns  me. 
Withdraw  awhile,  to  spare  a  woman's  blushes. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Bedainar,  Renault,  Jaffier,  and  Pierre^ 

who  stand  baek^  R. 

Bed.  Pierre,  whither  will  this  ceremony  lead  us  ? 

Jaff,  My  Belvidera !  Belvidera !  [CaUiMg. 

Bel.  [Within,  l.]  Who, 
Who  calls  so  .load,  at  this  late  peaceful  hour  ? 
That  voice  was  wont  to  come  in  gentle  whispers. 
And  fill  my  ears  with  the  soft  breath  of  love. 

Enter  Belvidera,  l. 

Bel,  Thou  hourly  image  of  my  thoughts,  where  art  thou? 

Jt^ff'',  Indeed,  tis  late. 

Bek  Alas  !  where  am  1 7  whither  is't  you  lead  me  ? 
Methinks  I  read  distraction  in  your  face — 
You  shake  and  tremble  too  I  your  blood  runs  cold ! 
Heavens  guard  my  love,  and  bless  his  heart  with  patience! 

Jaf.  That  I  have  patience,  let  our  fate  bear  witness, 

{Jem  hands. 
Who  has  ordained  it  so,  that  thou  and  I 
(Thou,  the  dlvinest  good  man  e*er  possessed. 
And  I,  the  vnretched'st  of  the  race  of  man), 
This  very  hoar,  without  one  tear,  must  part. 

Bel  Part  t  must  we  part  ?  Oh  1  am  I  then  forsaken  ? 
Why  drag  you  from  me  f  [Drawing  to  the  r.]  whither 

are  you  going? 
My  dear !  my  life  /  mj  lore !  \llLue*\»< 

c 
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3aff,  (G.)  Oh,  frieBds  !  [7#  fiMM«il,  4«- 

Be2.  (c.)  Speak  to  me !  [?•  Ji|j|r<r. 

Jaff,  Take  her  from  my  hear^^ 
She'll  gain  sach  hold  else,  I  shall  ne'er  get  looM. 
I  charge  yoa,  take  her,  but  with  tenderest  cmie 
Relieve  her  troubles,  and  assuage  her  aorrows. 

Aen.  [iidoancta^  io  Acr.]  Rise,  madam,  and  commaid 
among  your  servants—  <* 

Jnff,  To  you,  sirs,  and  your  honoun,  I  hatiBfuth  kr, 

And  with  her  this :  whene'er  I  prove  vnwortliy-*- 

\Gvo€9  a  dmg^tr  u  RmmM. 
You  know  the  rest— Then  strike  it  to  her  lieart ; 
And  tell  her,  he,  who  three  whole  happy  yean 
Lay  in  her  arms,  and  each  kind  night  repeated 
The  passionate  vows  of  still  inereasing  love. 
Sent  that  reward,  for  all  her  truth  and  sofferings. 
Bel.  [Held  beiween  Bedawutr  mid  RemmU.^   QAt,  thoa 
unkind  one ! 
Have  I  deserved  this  from  you  f 
Look  on  me — tell  me — speaJc,  thou  dear  deceiver, — 
If  I  am  false,  accuse  me ;  but,  if  true. 
Don't,  prithee  don't,  in  poverty  forsake  me, 

[She  breaks  away  and  runs  to  Jt^fier,  a. c 
But  pity  the  sad  heart  that's  torn  with  parting. 

\TluyrM0keh». 
Yet,  hear  me  ;  yet,  recall  me.    Jaffier,  Jaffier ! 

[Exeunt   Bedamar^  ifc.  dragging  her^  l.  s.  e.  Jaffier 

and  Pierre,  R. 

END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  IIL 

SCENE  l.^A  Room  in  the  House  iffAquUina. 
Enter  Belvidbra,  l.  s.  e. 

Bel.  I'm  sacrificed  !  I'm  sold  !  betray 'd  to  shame ! 
Inevitable  ruin  has  enclosed  me  ! 
He,  that  should  guard  my  virtue,  has  betray'd  k; — 
Left  me — ^undone  me  !  Oh,  that  I  could  hate  him  !— 
Where  shall  I  go  r  Oh,  whither,  whitlMr  wander  t 
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Enter  jArriKa,  ft. 

Jaffi  (ft.  c)  Can  BelFiderft  wftst  a  restiBg-pkieey 
"Whea  taeM  poor  aroia  are  open  ta  receire  hei  ? 
There  waa  a  thne— 

BeL  (a)  Yei,  yea,  there  waa  a  time. 
When  Belvidera's  tears,  her  cries  and  sorrows. 
Were  sot  despised ;  when,  if  she  chanced  to  sigh, 
Or  look  but  sad— ^There  was,  indeed,  a  tUnCy 
When  Jaffier  weald  have  ta'en  her  ia  his  arms, 
£as*d  her  deelioiag  head  upon  his  breast. 
And  never  lefl  ker,  till  he  found  the  cause* 
But  well  I  koow  why  ycMi  forsake  ae  thus ; 
I  am  no  longer  fit  to  Immu*  a  share 
In  your  concemmeats  t  my  weak  feaMde  virtue 
Must  not  be  trusted ;  'tk  too  frail  and  tender. 

rCrMies(#R. 

Jaf,  0«  Portia,  Portia,  what  a  soal  was  tbme ! 

Bei.  [Afttmufeuc]  That  Portia  was  a  woaaa;  and 
when  Brutus, 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Rome  (HeaT*ii  guard  thy  safety !) 
Conceal'd  from  her  the  labears  of  hb  mind| 
She  let  him  see  her  blood  was  great  as  his» 
Flow'd  from  a  spring  as  noble,  and  a  heart 
Fit  to  partake  his  troubles,  as  his  lore. 
Fetch,  fetch  that  dagger  back,  the  dreadful  dower 
Thou  gav'st  last  night,  in  parting  with  me ;  strike  it 
Here  to  my  heart ;  and,  as  the  blood  flows  from  it, 
'  Judge  if  it  run  not  pure  as  Cato^s  daughter's. 

Jaff.  (r.)  O,  Belvidera! 

Bel,  (c.)  Why  was  I  last  night  deliver'd  to  a  rillaio  ? 

Jaff.  Ha !  a  villain  r 

Bel.  (r.)  Yes,  to  a  villain  !  Why,  at  such  an  hour, 
Meets  that  assembly,  all  made  up  <^  wretches. 
That  look  as  hell  had  drawn  them  into  league  t 
Why,  I  in  this  hand,  and  in  that  a  dagger, 
Was  I  deliver'd  with  such  dreadful  ceremonies  ? 
"  To  yoa,  sirs,  and  your  honours,  I  bequeath  her. 
And  with  her  this  :  Whene'er  I  prove  unworthy — 
You  know  the  rest— tlien  strike  it  to  her  heart** 
Oh !  [Tum$  from  iktm.]  why's  that  rest  conceal'd  from 

me  ?  Must  1 
Be  made  the  hostage  of  a  hellish  trust  1 
For  such  I  know  I  am;  that's  all  my  value. 
But,  by  the  love  and  loyalty  I  owe  thee, 

oS 
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I'll  free  thee  from  the  bondage  of  these  slaTes ! 
Straight  to  the  senate — tell  them  all  I  know,    [Geu^yL 
All  that  I  think,  all  that  my  fears  inform  me. 

Jtff,  (c.)  Is  this  the  Roman  virtue  f  this  tiie  blood 
That  boasts  its  parity  with  Cato's  daughter  f* 
Would  she  have  e'er  betray'd  her  Bratos  ?  {CMmg  <•  her, 

Bel.  (L.)  No; 
For  Brutus  trusted  her.  [Lean*  on  kunj]  Wert  thou  m 

kind, 
What  would  not  BeWidera  suffer  for  thee  t 

Jmjf.  I  shall  undo  myself,  and  tell  thee  all-— 
Yet  think  a  little,  ere  tiiou  tempt  me  farther ; 
Think  I've  a  tale  to  tell  will  shake  thy  nature* 
Melt  all  this  boasted  constancy  thou  talk'st  of 
Into  Tile  tears  and  despicable  sorrows : 
Then,  if  Uiou  shouldst  betray  me 

Bel.  Shall  I  swear  ? 

Jmf,  No,  do  not  swear :  I  would  not  Tiolafey 
Thy  tender  nature  with  so  rude  a  bond ; 
But,  as  thou  hop^st  to  see  me  live  my  daye. 
And  love  thee  long,  lock  this  within  thy  breast : 
I've  bound  myself,  by  all  the  strictest  sacraments^ 
Divine  and  human 

Bel.  Speak  1 

Jaff.  To  kill  thy  father 

Bel.  My  father!  iPart, 

Jaff,  Nay,  the  throats  of  the  whole  senate 
Shall  bleed,  my  Belvidera.    He,  amongst  as, 
That  spares  his  father,  brother,  or  his  friend. 
Is  damn'd. 

Bel.  Oh ! 

Jaff,  Have  a  care,  and  shrink  not,  even  m  thought : 
For,  if  thou  dost 

Bel.  (l.  c.)  I  know  it ;  thou  wilt  kill  me. 
Do,  strike  thy  sword  into  this  bosom :  lay  me 
Dead  on  the  earth,  and  then  thou  wilt  be  safe. 
Murder  my  father !  though  his  cruel  na^re 
Has  persecuted  me  to  my  undoing. 
Driven  me  to  basest  wants,  can  I  behold  him. 
With  smiles  of  vengeance,  butcher'd  in  his  age  t 
The  sacred  fountain  of  my  life  destroy'd  ! 
And  canst  thou  shed  the  blood  that  gave  me  being  ? 

[Leans  an  kim. 
Nay,  be  a  traitor,  too,  and  sell  thy  country ! 
Can  thy  great  heart  descend  so  vilely  low. 
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Mix  with  hir'd  ricTeiy  Itrayoes,  and  comnioi  itabbtn. 
Join  with  sach  a  tuiWt  and  take  a  ^lffian^l  wagaf| 
To  cat  the  throats  of  wrotohes  as  thmj  sleep  t        iPm-L 
Jaf,  (r.  o.)  Thoa  wrong'et  ne,  Belvidera '.  I'?e  en- 

With  men  of  sonle,  it  to  refoTm  the  ills 

Of  all  mankind :  there's  not  a  heart  aioongst  them 

Hot's  stout  as  death,  jet  hooest  as  the  natare 

Of  man  first  made,  ere  frand  and  vice  were  Am hions.  ' 

JBd.  (L.)  Whaf«  he,  to  whose  carsM  hands  last  night 
thou  gav'st  me  f 
Was  that  well  done  ?  Oh !  I  coald  tell  a  story, 
Wonld  rotase  thy  Kon-beart  oat  of  its  den^ 
And  make  it  rage  with  terrifying  fiiry  t 

Juff*  (c.)  Speak  on,  I  chsirge  thee  J 

BeL  O  my  lo?e !  lUmtimg  an  Mm.]  if  e*er 
Thy  BeWidera's  peace  desenred  thy  care. 
Remove  me  from  this  place.    Last  night !  last  night  1 

J«ff,  Distract  me  not,  but  give  tte  all  the  truUi ! 

BeL  No  sooner  wertthoa  gone,  and  I  alone, 
Left  in  the  power  of  that  old  son  of  mischief : 
No  sooner  was  I  laid  on  my  sad  bed| 
Rat  that  Tile  wretch  approached  me. 
Oh,  how  I  wept  and  sigh'd. 

And  shrank,  and  trembled  !  wish'd,  in  Tain,  for  him 
That  should  protect  me !  Thou,  alas,  wast  gone  1 

Jaff,   [TumrngfRt]  Patience,  sweet  heayeo,  till  I 
make  Tengeance  sore  I 

B0I,  He  drew  the  hideous  dagger  forth,  thou  gav*st 
him, 
And,  with  upbraiding  smiles,  he  said,  *'  Behold  it ; 
This  is  the  pledge  of  a  false  husbaod^s  love  ;** 
And  in  my  arms  then  pressM,  and  would  hare  clasped 

me; 
But  with  my  cries  I  scar'd  his  coward  heart. 
Till  he  withdrew,  and  mutter'd  tows  to  hell. 

lR^$h  into  each  otktr*9  wrmM, 
These  are  thy  firiends !  [Pwrt.]  with  these  thy  life,  thy 

honour. 
Thy  love,  all  stak'd,  and  all  will  go  to  rain. 

Jaff,  (c.)  No  more ;  I  charge  thee,  keep  this  secret 
close. 
Clear  up  thy  sorrows ;  look  as  if  thy  wrongs 
Were  all  forgot,  and  treat  him  like  a  friend, 
As  no  complaint  were  made.    No  more ;  retire^ 

c8 
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Betire,  my  life,  and  doabt  not  of  my  honour  ; 
I'll  held  its  failings,  and  deserTe  thy  love. 

Bel.  (l.)  Oh !  should  I  part  with  thee,  I  fear  thou  wilt 
In  anger  leaye  me,  and  return  no  more. 

Jaff.  Return  no  more !  I  would  not  liye  withont  thee 
Another  night,  to  purchase  the  creation. 

Bel,  When  shall  we  meet  again  f 

Jqf.  Anon,  at  twelve, 
I'll  steal  myself  to  thy  expecting  arms  : 
Come,  like  the  traveU'd  doTe,  and  bring  tiiee  peace. 

Beh  Indeed  ! 

Jaff.  By  all  our  loves ! 

Bel  Tis  hard  to  part : 
But  sure  no  falsehood  ever  look'd  so  fairly. 
Farewell!  remember  twelve.  lExii,i* 

Jaff,  (c.)  Let  Heav*n  forget  me, 
When  I  remember  not  thy  truth,  tiiy  love  ! 

Enter  PiERRS,  r. 

Pie.  Jaffier ! 

Jaf.  (l.)  Who  caUs  1 

Pte.  (r.  c.)  a  friend,  that  could  have  wishM 
T  have  found  thee  otherwise  employed.     What,  huot 
A  wife,  on  the  dull  foil !  Sure,  a  staunch  hasband. 
Of  all  hounds,  is  the  dullest    Wilt  thoa  never. 
Never  be  wean'd  from  caudles  and  confections  ? 
What  feminine  tales  bast  thou  been  listening  to, 
Of  unair'd  shirts  ?  catarrhs,  and  tooth-ache,  got 
By  thin-soled  shoes  ?  Damnation !  that  a  fellow, 
Chosen  to  be  a  sharer  in  the  destruction 
Of  a  whole  people,  should  sneak  thus  in  corners. 
To  waste  his  time,  and  fool  his  mind  with  love  I 

Jaff,  (l.  c.)  May  not  a  man,  then,  trifle  oat  an  hour 
With  a  kind  woman,  and  not  wrong  his  calling  ? 

Pie.  (r.)  Not  in  a  cause  like  cur's. 

Jaff,  Then,  friend,  our  cause 
Is  in  a  damn'd  condition :  for  I'll  tell  thee. 
That  canker-worm,  call'd  lechery,  has  touch'd  it ; 
*Tis  tainted  vilely.    Wouldst  thou  think  it  ?    Renault        ^ 
(That  mortify'd  old  wither'd  winter  rog^e)  * 

Loves  simple  fornication  like  a  priest ; 
I  found  him  out  for  watering  at  my  wife  ; 
^He  visited  her  last  night,  like  a  kind  guardian : 
Faith!  she  has  eome  temptations,  that's  the  truth  on't 

Pie,  {k.  q.^  Hft  dui«\.  wA.^x«^%V»ak  tcnat ! 
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Jaff,  Twas  something  late,  though, 
To  take  the  freedom  of  a  lady's  chamber. 

Pt«.  Wassheinbedr 

Jaff*  Yes,  'faith !  in  virgin  sheets, 
White  as  her  bosom,  Pierre ;  dish'd  neatly  ap,«. 
Might  tempt  a  weaker  appetite  to  taste. 

Pt«.  Patience  guide  me ! 
He  us'd  no  riolence  ? 

Jnff.  No,  no :  out  on%  violence  I 
Pia]rd  vfith  her  neck ;  brush'd  her  with  his  gray  beard; 
Struggled  and  tonz*d ;  tickled  her  till  she  squeak'd  a 

utae, 

May  be,  or  so — but  not  a  jot  of  violence  --^ 

Pit*  \JRMXi9  to  a.  D.]  Damn  him ! 

Jtff,  Ay,  so  say  I :  but,  hush,  no  more  on't : 
Sure  it  is  near  the  hour 
We  all  should  meet  for  our  concluding  orders : 
Will  the  ambassador  be  here  in  person  1 

Pie.  (a.  c.)  No,  he  has  sent  commission  to  that  vil- 
Ifun,  Renault, 
To  give  the  executing  charge : 
I'd  have  thee  be  a  man,  if  possible. 
And  keep  thy  temper :  for  a  brave  revenge 
Ne'er  comes  too  late. 

Jio^.  (c.)  Fear  not,  I  am  as  cool  as  patience. 

Pie.  He's  yonder,  coming  this  way,  through  the  hall ; 
His  thoughts  seem  full. 

Jaff,  Prithee  retire,  and  leave  me 
With  him  alone  :  I'll  put  him  to  some  trial ; 
See  how  his  rotten  part  will  bear  the  touching. 

Pie.  Be  careful,  then. 

Jaff,  Nay,  never  doubt,  but  trust  me. 

lExit  Pierre,  r.  u.  e. 
What !  be  a  devil,  and  take  a  damning  oath 
For  shedding  native  blood  ?    Can  there  be  sin 
In  merciful  repentance  7   Oh,  this  villain !  [^ReHret  up,  c. 

Enter  Renault,  r. 

Ren.  (l.c.)  Perverse  and  peevish :  what  a  slave  is 
man, 
To  let  his  itching  flesh  thas  get  the  better  of  him  ! 
Despatch  the  fool,  her  husband — that  were  well — 
Who's  there? 

Jaff,  A  man.  [Advwufiins. 
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Ren,  My  friend,  my  near  ally. 
The  hostage  of  your  &itb,  my  beauteous  charge,  \§  rery 
well. 

Jaff.  (r,  c.)  Sir,  are  you  sareof  thatt 
Stands  she  in  perfect  health  f    Beats  her  palae  efenf 
Neither  too  hot  nor  cold  1 

Ren,  What  means  that  question  f 

Jaff.  Oh  !  women  have  fantastic  conatitatiOM, 
Inconstant  in  their  wishes,  always  waveriag. 
And  never  fii'd.    Was  it  not  boldly  doae^ 
Ey'a  at  first  sight,  to  trust  the  thing  I  loir^d 
(A  tempting  treasure  too)  with  youth,  so  fierce 
And  vigorous  as  thine  1   Bat  thou  art  honest* 

Ren,  Who  dares  accuse  atel 

Jaff.  Curs'd  be  he  that  doubts 
Thy  virtue !  I  have  try'd  it,  and  declare. 
Were  I  to  choose  a  guardian  of  my  honoiir, 
I'd  put  it  into  thy  keeping ;  for  I  know  thee. 

Ren.  Know  me ! 

Jaff.  Ay,  know  thee. — ^There's  no  falsehood  in  thee ; 
Thou  look*st  just  as  thou  art.    Let  as  embraeew 
Now,  wouldst  thou  cut  my  throat,  or  I  cut  thilie. 

Ren.  You  dare  not  do't  1 

Jaff.  You  lie,  sir  ! 

Ren.  Howl 

Jaff,  No  more-— ^ 
Tis  a  base  world,  and  must  reform,  that's  all. 

Enter  Spinosa,  Elliot,  Thbodorb,  Durand,  wtd 

Mbzzana,  l. 

^ 

Ren.  Spinosa,  Theodore,  you  are  welcome. 
Spi.  You  are  trembling,  sir. 
Ren.  Tis  a  cold  night,  indeed ;  I  am  aged  ; 
Full  of  decay,  and  natural  infirmities. 
We  stiall  be  warm,  my  friends,  I  hope,  to-morrow. 

[Renault  and  the  Conspiratort  retire  and  confer. 

Enter  Pierre,  r. 

Pie.  IToJaffier,}  'Twas  not  well  done  ;  thoushouldst 
have  strok'd  him, 
And  not  have  gall'd  him.  {Retires  to  the  others, 

Jaff,  [^In  front f  c]  Damn  him,  let  him  chew  on't! 
Heav'ta  f  where  am  I  ?  Beset  with  cursed  fiends, 
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Tliat  wait  to  damn  me !  what  a  devil's  man, 
Wlien  he  forgetB  his  nature  I— Hash,  my  heart 

IRetunUi  and  the  Coiupimton  mdwace, 

Ren.  My  friends,  'tis  late :  are  we  assembled  all 

Spu  All— aU! 


Ren,  (o.)  Oh!  yoa're  men,  I  find, 
Ittobehc 


Fit  to  behold  your  fate,  and  meet  her  summons. 

To-morrow's  rising  snn  most  see  yon  all 

Deck'd  in  your  hononrs.    Are  the  soldiers  ready  f 

Pie.  AII-hOI  ! 

Rem.  You,  Darand,  with  your  thousand,  most  possess 
St  Mark's ;  yon,  captain,  know  your  charge  already  ; 
Tis  to  secore  the  dncal  palace : 
'Be  all  this  done  with  the  least  tnmnlt  possible^ 
Till  in  each  place  yon  post  sufficient  guards  ;• 
Then  sheathe  your  swords  in  every  breast  yon  meet. 

Jaff.  [ilffHit.  0.]  Oh,  reverend  cruelty  I  damn*d  bloody 
viUain! 

Ren.  During  this  execution,  Durand,  you 
Must  in  the  niidst  keep  your  battalia  mst : 
And,  Theodore,  be  sure  to  plant  the  cannon 
That  may  command  the  streets ; 
This  done,  we'll  give  the  general  alarm, 
Apply  petards,  and  force  the  ars'nal  gates ; 
Then  fire  the  city  round  in  several  places. 
Or  with  oar  cannon,  if  it  dare  resist, 
Batter  to  ruin.    But,  above  all,  I  charge  you, 
Shed  blood  enough ;  spare  neither  sex  nor  age. 
Name  nor  condition:  if  there  lives  a  senator 
After  to-morrow,  though  the  dullest  rogue 
That  e^er  said  nothing,  we  have  lost  our  ends. 
If  possible,  let's  kill  the  very  name 
Of  senator,  and  bury  it  in  blood. 

Ji^.  [Ande^  r.]  Merciless,  horrid  slave !    Ay,  blood 
enough \ 
Shed  blood  enough,  old  Renault !  how  thou  charm*st  me ! 

Ren»   But  one  thing  more,  and  then  farewell,  till 
fate 
Join  us  again,  or  separate  us  ever :    ^ 
But  let  us  all  remember, 
We  wear  no  common  cause  upon  our  swords. 
Let  each  man  think  that  on  his  single  virtue 
Depends  the  good  and  &me  of  all  the  rest : — 
Eternal  honour,  or  perpetual  infomy. 
You  droop,  sir.  [Te  Jagier. 
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Jaff.  (l.  c.)  No  :  with  the  most  profoand  itteatioii 
Fto  heard  it  all,  and  wonder  at  thy  virtae. 

"SUn.  Let's  consider, 
That  we  destroy  oppression — arariee  ; 
A  people  narsM  np  equally  with  vices 
And  loathsome  lusts,  which  nature  most  abhors. 
And  such  as,  without  shame,  she  cannot  snffer. 

Jajf,  \A91dty  L.}  Oh,  Belvidera,  take  me  to  thy  arsM, 
And  show  me  where's  my  peace,  for  I  hare  lost  it 

[EaM^  L. 

Atfa.  (l.o.)  Without  tin  least  remorse,  then,  lefs  re- 
solve 
With  fire  and  sword  f  exterminate  these  tyraats, 
Under  whose  weight  this  wretched  Country  labours. 

Pt«.  (r.)  And  may  those  powers  above,  that  are  piV* 
pitious 
To  gallant  minds,  record  this  caose,  and  blens  it 

AfN.  (l.)  Thus  happy,  thus  secure  of  all  we  wish  for, 
Should  there,  my  friends,  be  found  among  ue  one 
False  to  this  glorious  enterprise,  what  fate. 
What  vengeance,  were  enough  for  such  a  villi^ ! 

£U.  (r.  c.)  Death  here,  without  i^pentanee^  hell  here- 
after. 

Ren,  (c.)  Let  that  be  my  lot,  if,  as  here  I  stiukl. 
Listed  by  fate  among  her  darling  sons. 
Though  I  had  one  only  brother,  d6ar  by  all 
The  strictest  ties  of  nature, 
Join'd  in  this  cause,  and  had  but  ground  for  fear 
He  meant  foul  play,  may  this  right  hand  drop  from  me, 
If  I'd  not  hazard  all  my  future  peace. 
And  stab  him  to  the  heart  before  you  1    Who, 
Who  would  do  less  ?  Wouldst  thou  not,  Pierre,  the  same? 

Pie.  You've  singled  me,  sir,  out  for  this  hard  questioS) 
As  if  'twere  started  only  for  my  sake-; 
Am  I  the  thing  you  fear?  Here,  here's  my  bosom  : 
Search  it  with  all  your  swords.    Am  I  a  traitor  ? 

Hen.  No ;  but  I  fear  your  late  commended  friend 
Is  little  less.     Come,  sirs,  His  now  no  time 
To  trifle  with  our  safety.     Where's  this  Jaffier  7 

Spu  (r.  c.)  He  left  the  room  just  now,  in  strange  dis- 

order. 
•Ren.  Naj,  there  is  danger  in  him :  I  observ'd  him  : 
During  the  time  I  took  for  explanation, 
He  was  transported  from  most  deep  attention 
To  a  eoDfhsion  which  he  could  not  smother. 
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What* •  reqiDBHe  for  safety,  must  b«  done 

With  speedy  fxacntioa ;  he  remains 

Yet  in  our  power ;  l^  for  my  owa  piurt,  W9X 

A  dagger 

Pie.  Well?  [^•€$  $•  fUiumH. 

Ren,  And  I  could  wish  it 

Pie.  Where  1 
Ren.  Baried  in  his  heart 
Pie.  Away !  we're  yet  all  friends.— 
No  more  of  this ;  'twill  breed  ill  blood  among  vs. 

Spi.  Let  us  all  draw  our  swords,  and  search  the  hoiue  i 
Pull  him  from  the  dark  l^old,  where  he  M^l^  to>oduig 
O'er  his  cold  fears,  and  each  man  kill  his  ahaite  of  him; 
Pie.  (L.)  Who  talks  of  kUllng  r   Who'a  hell  shed  the 
blood 
That*s  dear  to  me  Y  Is't  yoOf  or  you,  sir  r 

[P<ijMuv/roi».t,  to  Ji. 
What !  not  one  speak  f   How  you  stand  gap^  all 
On  your  grave  oracle,  your  wooden  god  there ! 
Yet  not  a  word  f  Then,  sir,  111  tell  you  a  seoxet : 
Suspicion's  but  at  best  a  coward's  Tirtoe.    ITo  Remmli^ 
Ren.  (o.)  A  coward ! 

Pie.  (r.)  Put — putap  thy  sword,  old  man ; 
Thy  hand  shakes  at  it.    Come,  let's  heal  this  breach ; 
I  am  too  hot :  we  may  yet  all  lire  friends. 

Spi.  Till  we  are  safe,  oar  friendship  cannot  be  so. 
Pte.  Again?    Who's  that? 
Spi.  'Twas  I. 
The.  And  I. 
Ren.  And  I. 
Spi.  And  all. 
Let's  die  like  men,  and  not  be  sold  like  slaves. 

Pie.  (c.)  One  such  word  more,  by  heaven,  I'll  to  the 
senate, 
And  hang  ye  all  like  dogs,  in  clusters. 
Why  peep  your  coward  swords  half  out  their  deaths  t 
Why  do  you  not  all  brandish  them  like  mine  ? 
You  fear  to  die,  and  yet  dare  talk  of  killing.  IGoing^  L. 
Ren.  (r.  c.)  Go  to  the  senate,  and  betray  us — haste ! 
Secure  thy  wretched  life ;  we  fear  to  die 
Less  than  thou  dar'st  be  honest 

Pie.  That's  rank  falsehood. 
Fear'st  thou  not  death  ?  Fie,  there's  a  knavish  itch 
In  that  salt  blood,  an  utter  foe  to  smarting ! 
Had  Jaffier's  wife  proved  kind,  he'd  still  been  true. 
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FauKh— how  that  stinks !  lExit  Renault,  r 

Away,  disperse  all  to  your  several  charges. 

And  meet  to-morrow,  where  your  honour  calls  you. 

IRetking  to  c.  d 
1*11  bring  tUat  man,  whose  blood  you  so  much  thirst  for 

And  you  shall  see  him  venture  for  you  fiurly 

Hence,  hence,  I  say  !- 

Spi,  I  fear  we  have  been  to  blame, 
And  done  too  much. 

The.  Twas  too  far  urged  against  the  man  yon  love. 

EIL  Forgive  us,  gallant  friend. 

Pie.  [Advancing.^  Nay,  now  yoUVe  found 
The  way  to  melt  and  cast  me  as  you  will, 
ril  fetch  this  friend,  and  give  him  to  your  mercy  ; . 
Nay,  he  shall  die,  if  you  will  take  him  from  me  f 
For  your  repose.  111  quit  my  heart's  best  jewel. 
But  would  not  have  him  torn  away  by  villains 
And  spiteful  villany> 

Spi.  [And  other  Conspirators  stand  R.]  No :  may  ye 
both 
For  ever  live,  and  fill  the  world  with  fame  ! 

Pie,  Now  you're  too  kind.     Whence  rose  all  thisdis* 
cord» 
Oh  !  what  a  dangerous  precipice  have  we  'scap'd  f 
How  near  a  fall  was  all  we'd  long  been  building ! 
What  an  eternal  blot  had  stain'd  our  glories, 
TT  one,  the  bravest  and  the  best  of  men. 
Had  fairn  a  sacrifice  to  rash  suspicion, 
Butcher'd  by  those  whose  cause  he  came  to  cherish ! 
Oh,  could  you  know  him  all,  as  I  have  known  him— 
How  good, he  is,  how  just,  how  true,  how  brave. 
You  would  not  leave  this  place  till  yon  had  seen  him, 
And  gained  remission  for  the  worst  of  follies. 
Come  but  to-morrow,  all  your  doubts  shall  end. 
And  to  your  loves  me  better  recommend, . 
That  I've  preserved  your  fame,  and  sav'd  my  friend. 

lExeunt  Conspirators^  r.,  Pierrtfi 

END  OF  ACT  III. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  h^A  Street. 

Enter  Belvidbiu  mtd  JAFPiBRy  l. 

Ji^.  (l.  0.)  Wliere  dost  tium  lead  me  ?   Erery  step  I 
moTey 
!tf  etliiiiks  I  tiead  apoa  tome  Huuigled  limb 
Of  a  racked  friend.    Oh,  my  dear,  chanDhif  mia  f 
H^here  are  we  wandering  f 

Bri.  (a«e.)  To  eternal  lumoor. 
To  do  a  deed,  shall  chroakle  thy  name 
A.mong  the  glorious  legends  of  those  few 
That  hare  sav'd  sinking  nations.    Every  street 
Sliall  be  adom*d  with  statues  to  thy  honour : 
4nd,  at  thy  feet,  tills  great  inscription  written-- 
*  Remember  him  that  propp'd  the  fall  of  Veniee  t*' 

Jqfi  Rather,  remember  him,  who,  after  all 
rhe  sacred  bonds  of  oiaths,  and  holier  friendship, 
In  fond  compassion  to  a  woman's  tears, 
Forgot  his  manhood,  virtue,  trutt,  and  honour, 
To  sacrifice  the  bosom  that  relleT'd  him. 
H^hy  wilt  thou  damn  me  ? 

Bel.  O,  inconstant  man ! 
How  will  you  promise !  how  will  you  deceive ! 
Do,  return  back,  replace  me  in  my  bondage, 
Tell  all  thy  friends  how  dangelrously  thou  lor'st  me, 
And  let  thy  dagger  do  its  bloody  office. 
Or,  if  tliou  think'st  it  nobler,  let  me  live, 
rui  I'm  a  victim  to  the  hateful  will 
Of  that  infernal  devil ! 
Last  night,  my  love  ! 

Jaff.  Name,  name  it  not  again : 
Destruction,  swift  destruction,  fall  on  my  coward  head, 
[f  1  forgive  him ! 

BeL  Delay  no  longer,  then,  but  to  the  senate, 
And  tell  the  dismal'st  story  ever  utter'd  : 
Tell  them  what  bloodshed,  rapines,  desolations, ' 
Have  been  prepared  ; — how  near*8  the  fatal  hour. 
Save  thy  poor  country,  save  the  rev'rend  blood 
Of  all  its  nobles,  which  to-morrow's  dawn 
IVIust  else  see  shed ! 

Jaff.  Oh  ! 

Bel,  Think  what  then  may  prove 
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My  lot :  the  ravisher  may  then  come  safe. 
And,  'midst  the  terror  of  the  public  ruioy 
00  a  damn'd  deed. 

Jaff,  By  all  heaven^s  pow'rs,  prophetic  truth  dwells  in 
thee ! 
For  erery  word  thou  speak'st  strikes  through  my  heart, 
Like  a  new  light,  and  shows  it  how*t  has  wander'd — 
Just  what  thou'st  made  me,  take  me,  Belvidera, 
And  lead  me  to  the  place,  where  I*m  to  say 
This  bitter  lesson ;  where  I  must  betray 
My  truth,  my  virtue,  constancy,  and  friends. 
Must  I  betray  my  friends  1   Ah !  take  me  quickly. 
Secure  me  well  before  that  thought's  renew'd : 
If  I  relapse  once  more,  all's  lost  for  ever. 

Bel,  Hast  tbou  a  friend  more  dear  than  Belvidera? 

Jaff.  No  :  thou'rt  my  life  itself;  wealthy  friendship, 
honour. 
All  present  joys,  and  earnest  of  all  future. 
Are  summ'd  in  thee.  [Gw^^  R. 

Enter  Captain  and  Guards,  r.  b.  b. 

Cap,  Stand  !  who  goes  there  ? 

Bel,  Friends. 

Cap^  But  what  friends  are  you  \ 

Bel.  Friends  to  the  senate,  and  the  state  of  Venice. 

Cap,  My  orders  are  to  seize  on  all  I  find 
At  this  late  hour,  and  bring  Uiem  to  the  coancil. 
Who  are  now  sitting. 

Jaff,  Sir,  you  shall  be  obey'd. 
Now  the  lot's  cast,  and,  fate,  do  what  thou  wilt. 

[Exeunt  Jaffier  and  Belfoidera,  r.,  guarded, 

SCENE  IL^The  Senate-House. 

The  Ddke  op  Vbnice,  Pridli,  and  other  Senators  dis- 
covered sitting. 

Duke,  Antony,  Priuli,  senators  of  Venice, 
Speak — Why  are  we  assembled  here  this  night  ? 
What  have  you  to  inform  us  of,  concerns 
The  state  of  Venice*,  honour  or  its  safety  ? 
Pri,  (r.)  Could  words  express  the  story  Fve  to  tell 
you. 
Fathers,  these  tears  were  useless — these  sad  tears 
'  That  fall  from  my  old  eyes ;  but  there  is  a  cause 
We  all  should  weep, 
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And  wrap  oimelTes  in  sackcloth,  sitting  down 
On  the  sad  earth,  and  cry  aloud  to  heaTen : 
Heav*n  knows,  if  yet  there  be  an  hour  to  come, 
Ere  Venice  be  no  more. 

Duke.  How! 

Pru  Nay,  we  stand 
Upon  the  very  brink  of  gaping  rain. 
Within  this'city*s  formed  a  dark  conspiracy 
To  massiicre  ns  all,  our  wiTos  and  chiMren, 
Kindred  and  friends :  oar  palaces  and  tmnples 
To  lay  in  ashes :  nay,  the  hoar,  too,  fix'd  ; 
The  swords,  for  anght  I  know,  drawn  e'en  this  moment 
And  the  wild  waste  began.    From  unknown  hands 
I  had 'this  warning ;  bat,  if  we  are  men, 
Let* s  not  be  tamely  bntcherM,  bat  do  something 
That  may  inform  the  world,  in  after  ages, 
Oar  Tirtae  was  not  roin*d,  though  we  were. 

[A  naiu  wUkiHf  l. 

Cap*  [  WUhmA  Room,  room !  make  room  for  some 
prisoners! 

Enter  Officer,  l. 

Duke,  Speak,  there !  what  disturbance  f 

Ofi,  A  prisoner  have  the  guards  seized  in  the  street, 

Who  says  he  comes  to  inform  this  roT'rend  council 

About  the  present  danger* 

Enter  Officer,  Jaffier,  Captain,  and  Guards,  l,  ^ 

All.  Give  him  entrance.   [£!xu  Officer,']    Well,  who 
are  you  ? 

Jaff.  (I..)  A  villain ! 
Would  every  man  that  hears  me 
Would  deal  so  honestly,  and  own  his  title ! 

Duke,  'Tis  rumourM  that  a  plot  has  been  contrivM 
Against  the  state,  and  you*ve  a  share  in%  too. 
If  you're  a  villain,  to  redeem  your  honour. 
Unfold  the  truth,  and  be  restored  with  mercy. 

Jaff,  Think  not,  that  1  to  save  my  life  came  hither ; 
I  know  ifs  value  better ;  but  in  pity 
To  all  those  wretches,  whose  unhappy  dooms 
Are  fixM  and  seal'd.    You  see  me  here  before  you, 
The  sworn  and  covenanted  foe  of  Venice.* 
But  use  me  as  my  dealings  may  deserve. 
And  I  may  prove  a  friend. 

d2 
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Duke.  The  tlave  capitaUtes ; 
Give  him  the  tortures. 

Jaff.  Thatyou  dare  not  do  : 
Your  fears  wont  let  yoa,  nor  the  longing  itch 
To  hear  a  story,  which  you  dread  the  truth  of: 
Truth,  which  &e  fear  of  smart  shall  ne'er  get  froin  me. 
Cowards  are  scar'd  with  threat* niogs  ;  boys  are  whipp'd 
Into  confessions  :  but  a  steady  mind 
Acts  of  itself,  ne'er  asks  the  body  counaeL 
Give  him  the  tortures ! — name  but  such  a  thing 
Again,  by  Heav'n,  I'll  shut  these  lips  for  erer ! 
Nor  all  your  racks,  your  engines,  or  your  wheels. 
Shall  force  a  groan  away,  that  you  may  guess  at ! 

lCr99$e$  to  R. 

Duke,  Name  your  conditions. 

Jaff,  (r.)  For  myself  fiill  pardon. 
Besides  the  lives  of  two-and-twenty  friends, 
Whose  names  I  have  enrolled — Nay,  let  their  crimes 
Be  ne'er  so  monstrous,  I  must  have  the  oaths. 
And  sacred  promise,  of  this  rev'rend  council. 
That,  in  a  full  assembly  of  the  senate, 
The  thing  I  ask  be  ratify'd.    Swear  this, 
And  I'll  unfold  the  secrets  of  your  danger. 

Duke.  Propose  the  oath. 

Jaff,  (c.)  By  all  the  hopes 
You  have  of  peace  and  happiness  hereafter, 
Swear ! 

Duke,  We  swear. 

Jaff,  And,  as  ye  keep  the  oath, 
May  you  and  your  posterity  be  bless* 
Or  curs'd,  for  ever ! 

Duke.  Else  be  curs'd  for  ever ! 

Jaff.  Then  here's  the  list,  and  with  it  the  full  disclo- 
sure 
IDelivers  two  papers  t9  the  Officer,  who  delivers 
them  to  the  Duke, 
Of  all  that  threaten  you. 
Now,  Fate,  thou  hast  caught  me  I 

Duke,  Give  order,  that  all  diligent  search  be  made 
To  seize  these  men,  their  characters  are  public. 
The  paper  intimates  their  rendezvous 
To  be  at  the  house  of  the  fam'd  Grecian  courtesan, 
Call'd  Aquilina ;  see  the  place  secur'd. 
You,  JafiSer,  must  with  patience  bear  till  morning 
To  be  our  prisoner. 


SCENE  11.]  VBNICB  PBESBRYBO.  41 

Jaff,  Would  the  chaios  of  death 
Had  bound  me  fast,  ere  I  had  known  this  minute  J 
Duke.  Captain,  withdraw  your  prisonen 
Jaff,  Sir,  [To  Officer,^  if  possible, 
Lead  me  where  my  own  thoughts  themselves  may  lose 

me; 
"Where  I  may  doze  out  what  I've  left  of  life; — 
Forget  myself,  and  this  day's  guilt  and  falsehood. 
Cruel  remembrance !  how  shall  I  appease  thee  t 

[Exit,  guarded,  r. 
Offi.  [  Without^]   More  traitors !    room,  room,  make 

room,  there ! 
Duke.  How's  this  ? 
The  treason's 
Already  at  the  doors ! 

Enter  Officer  and  Captain,  l. 

Offi,  My  lords,  more  traitors ! 
Seiz'd  in  the  very  act  of  consultation ; 
Furnish'd  with  arms  and  instruments  of  mischief. — 
Bring  in  the  prisoners  ! 

Enter  SprNosA,  Elliot,  Theodore,  Durand,  Mezzana, 
Renault,  and  Pierre,  tit  chains,  l. 

Pie.  (l.)  You,  my  lords  and  fathers 
(As  you  are  pleasM  to  call  yourselves)  of  Venice, 
If  you  sit  here  to  guide  the  course  of  justice. 
Why  these  disgraceful  chains  upon  the  limbs 
That  have  so  often  labour'd  in  your  service? 
Are  these  the  wreaths  of  triumph  you  bestow 
On  those  that  bring  you  conquest  home,  and  honours  7 

Duke*  Go  on !  you  shall  be  heard,  sir. 

Pie,  (l.  c.)  Are  these  the  trophies  I've  deserved  for 
fighting 
Your  battles  with  confederated  powers  ? 
When  winds  and  seas  conspired  to  overthrow  you, 
And  brought  the  fleets  of  Spain  to  your  own  harbours  ; 
When  you,  great  duke,  shrunk  trembling  in  your  palace, 
Stepp'd  not  I  forth,  and  taught  your  loose  Venetians. 
The  task  of  honour,  and  the  way  to  greatness  ? 
Raised  you  from  your  capitulating  fears 
To  stipulate  the  termis  of  sued-for  peace  7 
And  this  my  recompense!     If  I'm  a  traitor. 
Produce  my  charge  ;  or  show  the  wretch  tiiat's  base 
And  brave  enough  to  tell  me  I'm  a  traitor  ? 

VOoM  to  iVve\.o\AA. 
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Duke.  Know  yoo  one  Jaffier? 

Pie*  Yes,  and  know  his  virtue. 
His  justice,  truth,  his  general  worth  and  snfferlngs 
From  a  hard  father,  taught  me  first  to  love  him. 

Duke.  See  him  brought  forth. 

Enter  Captain,  with  Jafpi br  tii  ehabuy  ■• 

Pie.  My  friend,  too,  bound  !  nay,  then. 
Our  fate  has  conquer'd  us,  and  we  must  fall. 
Why  droops  the  man,  whose  welfare's  so  much  mine, 
They're  but  one  thing.    These  rev'rend  tyrants,  Jaffier, 
Call  us  traitors.    Art  thou  one,  my  brother  f 

Jaff,  (r,c.)  To  thee  I  am  the  falsest,  veriest  slave. 
That  e'er  betraye'd  a  gen^ous,  trusting  friend. 
And  gave  up  honour  to  be  siOre  of  ruin. 
All  our  fair  hopes,  which  morning  was  t'have  crown'd. 
Has  this  curs'd  tongue  o'erthrown. 

Pie.  (c.)  So,  then,  all's  over : 
Venice  has  lost  her  freedom,  I  my  life. 
No  more  !  {^Croisee  to  l. 

Duke.  Say,  will  you  make  confession 
Of  your  vile  deeds,  and  trust  the  senate's  mercy  ? 

Pie.  IRetums  to  c]  CursM  be  your  senate,  cursM  yoor 
constitution ! 
The  curse  of  growing  factions  and  divisions 
Still  vex  your  councils,  shake  your  public  safety. 
And  make  the  robes  of  government  you  wear 
Hateful  to  you,  as  these  base  chains  to  me. 

Duke.  Pardon,  or  death  ? 

Pie.  Death  !  honourable  death ! 

Ren.  (l.)  Deatii's  the  best  thing  we  ask,  or  you  can 
give. 
No  shameful  bonds,  but  honourable  death  ! 

Duke.  Break  up  the  council.    Captain,  guard  your 
prisoners. 
Jaffier,  you're  free,  but  these  must  wait  for  judgment 
lExeuut  Duke,  Senatore,  Conspiratore,  and  Officer. 

Pie.  (c.)  Come,  where's  my  dungeon?     Lead  me  to 
my  straw : 
It  will  not  be  the  first  time  I've  lodged  hard. 
To  do  your  senate  service. 

Jaf^,  (r.  c.)  Hold  one  moment. 

Pte.  Who's  he  disputes  the  judgment  of  the  senate  f 
Presumptuous  rebel !— on iSiriket  Jaffier. 
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Jaff,  (c.)  By  heaTCD,  you  stir  not  I 

[Exeunt  Captain  onA  Guards, 
I  must  be  heard !  I  mast  have  leave  to  speak. 
Thou  hast  disgraced  me,  Pierre,  by  a  vile  blow  : 
Had  not  a  dagger  done  thee  nobler  justice  ? 
But  use  me  as  thou  wilt,  thou  canst  not  wrong  me, 
For  I  am  fallen  beneath  the  basest  injuries ; 
Yet,  look  upon  me  with  an  eye  of  mercy. 
And,  as  there  dwells  a  godlike  nature  in  thee, 
Listen  with  mildness  to  my  supplications. 

Pte.  (r.  c.)What  whining  monk  art  thou  7  what  holy 
cheat, 
That  wouldst  encroach  upon  my  credulous  ears, 
And  canfst  thus  vilely  !     Hence  !  I  know  thee  not  1 

Jaff,  Not  know  me,  Pierre  ? 

Pie.  No,  know  thee  not.    What  art  thou  ? 

Jaff,  Jaffier,  thy  friend, — thy  once-lov'd,  valued  friend  ! 
Though  now  deservedly  scorn*d,  and  us'd  most  hardly. 

Pie,  Thou,  Jaffier !  thou,  my  once-lov'd,  valu'd  friend ! 
By  heavens,  thou  lyest !  the  man  so  callM  my  friend 
Was  generous,  honest,  faithful,  just,  and  valiant ; 
Noble  in  mind,  and  in  his  person  lovely ; 
Dear  to  my  eyes,  and  tender  to  my  heart ; 
But  thou,  a  wretched,  base,  false,  worthless  coward. 
Poor,  even  in  soul,  loathsome  in  thy  aspect : 
All  eyes  must  shun  thee,  and  all  hearts  detest  thee. 
Prithee,  avoid,  nor  longer  cling  thus  rdund  roe, 
Like  something  baneful,  that  my  nature^s  chill'd  at. 

Jaff,  I  have  not  wrong'd  thee ;  by  these  tears,  I  have 
not. 

Pie.  Hast  thou  not  wrong'd  me  ?  dar'stthou  call  thy- 
self 
That  once-lov'd,  honest,  valu'd  friend  of  mine. 
And  swear  thou  hast  not  wrong'd  me  ?    Whence  these 

chains  ? 
Whence  the  vile  death  which  I  may  meet  this  moment? 
AVhence  this  dishonour,  but  from  thee,  thou  false  one  ? 

Jaff.  Airs  true ;  yet  grant  one  thing,  and  Fve  done 
asking. 

Pie.  What's  that  ? 

Jaff,  To  take  thy  life,  on  such  conditions 
The  council  have  propos'd  :  thou  and  thy  friends 
May  yet  live  long,  and  to  be  better  treated. 

Pie.  life !  ask  my  life  !  confess !  record  m^««\i 
A  villain^  for  the  privilege  to  breathe, 
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And  carry  np  and  down  this  cursed  city 

A  discontented  and  repining  spirit, 

Burdensome  to  itself,  a  few  years  longer ! 

To  lose  it,  may  be,  at  last,  in  a  lewd  quarrel 

For  some  new  friend,  treacherous  and  false  as  thou  art ! 

No;  this  vile  world  and  I  have  long  been  jangling. 

And  cannot  part  on  better  terms  than  noi^ 

When  only  men  like  thee  arc  fit  to  live  in't. 

Jt^,  By  all  that's  just 

Pie,  Swear  by  some  other  power, 
For  thou  hast  broke  that  sacred  oath  top  lately. 

Jaff*  Then  by  that  hell  I  merit,  1*11  not  leave  thee 
Till,  to  thyself,  at  last,  thou'rt  reconciled. 
However  thy  resentments  deal  with  me. 

Pie.  Not  leave  me  ! 

Jaff\  No ;  thou  shalt  not  force  roe  from  thee. 
Use  me  reproachfully,  and  like  a  slave ; 
Tread  on  me,  buffet  me,  heap  wrongs  on  wrongs 
On  my  poor  head  ;  1*11  bear  it  all  with  patience, 
Shall  weary  out  thy  most  unfriendly  cruelty; 
Lie  at  thy  feet,  [Falls  on  his  knees  ]  and  kiss  them  though 

they  spurn  roe  ; 
Till,  wounded  by  my  sufferings,  thou  relent. 
And  raise  me  to  thy  arms  with  dear  forgiveness. 

Pie,  Art  thou  not 

Jaff.  What? 

Pie,  A  traitor  I 

Jaff,  Yes. 

Pttf.  A  villain? 

Jaff.  Granted. 

Pie,  A  coward,  a  most  scandalous  coward  ; 
Spiritless,  void  of  honour ;  one  who  has  sold 
Thy  everlasting  fame,  for  shameless  life  ! 

Jaff,   [Rising  and  turning,  r.]    All,  all,  and  more, 
much  more ;  my  faults  are  numberless. 

Pie,  And  wouldst  thou  have  me  live  on  terms  like 
thine  ? 
Base,  as  thou'rt  false — 

Jaff,  [Returning,']  No,  'tis  to  me  that^s  granted ; 
The  safety  of  thy  life  was  all  I  aim*d  at. 
In  recompence  for  faith  and  trust  so  broken. 

Pie.  I  scorn  it  more,  because  preserved  by  thee  ; 
/  And,  as  when  first  my  foolish  heart  took  pity 
^     jH      On  thy  mis{oT\xLTie%,«ou%Kt  thee  in  thy  miseries, 
Ci,^^  }    '  Relieved  thy  wmiVs^  wi^ x^\i' ^ ^^t \x^\svx}Dk& ^tsiie 
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Of  wretchedness,  in  which  thy  fate  h&d  plunged  thee. 
To  rank  the&  in  my  list  of  noble  friends ; 
All  1  receiv'd,  in  surety  for  thy  truth. 
Were  unregarded  oaths,  and  tiiis,  this  dagger. 
Given  with  a  worthless  pledge,  thou  since  hast  stoFn : 
So  I  restore  it  back  to  thee  again. 
Swearing  by  all  thos^  powers  which  thou  hast  violated. 
Never,  from  this  cursed  hour,  to  hold  communion. 
Friendship,  or  interest,  with  thee,  though  our  years 
Were  to  exceed  those  limited  the  world. 
Take  it  [Throws  down  the  dagger,^  Farewell,  for  now  1 
owe  thee  nothing. 

Jaff,  Say  thou  wilt  live,  then. 

Pie,  For  my  life,  dispose  it 
Just  as  thou  wilt,  because  'tis  what  I'm  tired  with. 

Jaff,  O,  Pierre ! 

Pie.  No  more.  [Gotfi^)  r. 

Jaff,  My  eyes  wonH  lose  the  sight  of  thee,  [Following, 
But  languish  after  thine,  and  ache  with  gazing. 

Pie.  Leave  me.    Nay,  then,  thus,  thus  I  throw  thee 
from  me ; 
And  curses,  great  as  is  thy  falsehood,  catch  thee! 

[Drives  him  to  c. — Exitf  R. 

Jaff.  [Pausing,"]  He^s  gone— my  father,  friend,  pre- 
'    server ! 
And  here's  the  portion  he  has  left  me — 

[Takes  up  the  dagger. 
This  dagger.    Well  remembered !  with  this  dagger, 
I  gave  a  solemn  vow  of  dire  importance  ; 
Parted  with  this  and  Belvidera  together. 
Have  a  care,  mem'ry,~drive  that  thought  no  farther 
No,  I'll  esteem  it,  as  a  friend's  last  legacy — 
Treasure  it  up,  within  this  wretched  bosom, 
Where  it  may  grow  acquainted  with  my  heart, 
That  when  they  meet  they  start  not  from  each  other. 
So,  now  for  thinking — a  blow,  call'd  traitor,  villain^ 
Coward,  dishonourable  coward :  faugh ! 
Oh,  for  a  long  round  sleep,  and  so  forget  it ! 
Down,  busy  devil ! 

Enter  Belvidera,  l. 

Bel  (L.)  Whither  shall  I  fly  7 
Where  hide  me  and  my  miseries  together  i 
Where's  now  the  Roman  constancy  I  boasted  ? 
Sunk  into  trembling  fears  and  despeTaUon^ 


^t 
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Not  daring  to  look  up  to  that  dear  face, 

Which  os'd  to  smile,  eren  on  my  faults  ;  but,  down, 

Bending  these  miserable  eyes  to  earth. 

Mast  move  in  penance,  and  implore*  much  mercy. 

Joff,   (o.)   Mercy !   kind  heaven  has  surely  endless 
stores 
Hoarded  for  thee,  of  blessings  yet  untasted  : 
Let  wretches  loaded  hard  with  guilt  as  I  am. 
Bow  with  the  weight,  and  groan  beneath  the  burden, 
Before  the  footstool  of  that  heav*n  they've  injured. 
O,  Belvidera !  I'm  the  wretched'st  creature 
E'er  crawlM  on  earth  ! 

Bel.  (l.  c.)  Alas  >  I  know  thy  sorrows  are  most  mighty. 

Jaff,  My  friend,  too,  Belvidera — that  dear  friend, 
Who,  next  to  thee,  was  all  my  heart  rejoiced  in. 
Has  us*d  me  like  a  slave,  shamefully  us'd  me : 
'Twould  break  thy  pitying  heart  to  hear  the  story. 

Bel,  What  has  he  done  ? 

Jaff,  O,  my  dear  angel !  in  that  friend,  I've  lost 
All  my  soul's  peace ;  for  every  thought  of  him 
Strikes  my  sense  hard,  and  deads  it  in  my  brains ! 
Wonldst  thou  believe  it  ? 
Before  we  parted. 

Ere  yet  his  guards  had  led  him  to  his  prison, 
Full  of  severest  sorrows  for  his  sufferings, 
As  at  his  feet  I  kneeVd,  and  sued  for  mercy, 
With  a  reproachful  hand  he  dash'd  a  blow : 
He  struck  me,  Belvidera !  by  heaven,  he  struck  me ! 
Buffetted,  cali'd  me  traitor,  villain,  coward. 
Am  I  a  coward  ?  am  I  a  villain  ?  tell  me  : 
Ifl'r         Thou'rt  the  best  judge,  and  mad'st  me,  if  I  am  so  ? 
Damnation !  coward ! 

BeL  Oh !  forgive  him,  Jaffier  : 
And,  if  his  sufferings  wound  thy  heart  already 
What  will  they  do  to-morrow  ? 

Jaff.  Ah  ! 

Bel.  To-morrow, 
When  thou  shalt  see  him  stretched  in  all  the  agonies 
Of  a  tormenting  and  a  shameful  death, 
What  will  thy  heart  do,  then  ?    Oh  !  sure  'twill  stream, 
Like  my  eyes  now. 

Jaff,  What  means  thy  dreadful  story  ? 
Death,  and  to-morrow  ? 

Bel.  (c)  The  faithless  senators,  'tis  they've  decreed, 
They  say,  according  to  our  friends'  request, 
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hey  shall  have  death,  and  not  ignoble  bondage ; 
>eclare  their  promised  mercy  all  as  forfeited ; 
alse  to  their  oaths,  and  deaf  to  intercession— 
(Warrants  are  pass'd  for  pnblic  death  to-monrow. 

Jaff,  Death  !   doom'd  to  die  ! .  condemn'd  unheard  I 
impleaded  1 

Bel,  (l.  c.)  Nay,  cmel'st  racks  and  torments  are  pre- 
paring 
o  force  confession  from  their  dying  pangs. 
)h  1  do  not  look  so  terribly  upon  me ! 
[ow  your  lips  shake,  and  all  your  face  disordered ! 
I^hat  means  my  loye  ? 

Jtff,  Leave  me,  I  charge  thee,  leave  me!    Strong 

temptations 
(^ake  in  my  heart 

Bel.  (l.)  For  what? 

Jtff.  No  more,  but  leave  me. 

BeL  Why?     . 

Jaff.  (l.  c.)  Oh  1   by  heaven,  X  love  thee  vrith  that 
fondness, 

virould  not  have  thee  stay  a  moment  longer  ^ 
fear  these  cursed  hands. 

{PvUs  the  dagger  ha^  out  of  his  bo$ifm,  and  piUs  it  back 

again, 
irt  thou  not  terrified  ? 

Bel.  No. 

Jaff.  Call  to  mind 
l^hat  thou  hast  done,  and  whither  thou  hast  brought  me. 

BeL  Ha! 

Jaff,  Where's  my  friend  ?  my  friend,  thou  smiling 

mischief! 
fay,  shrink  not,  now  'tis  too  late,  for  dire  revenge 
9  up,  and  raging  for  my  friend,    iie  groans  ! 
[ark,  how  he  groans  !  his  screams  are  in  my  ears] 
already,  see,  they've  fix'd  him  on  the  wheel, 
ind  now  they  tear  him^-murder  !  perjur'd  senate  ! 
lurder !    Oh  I  hark  thee,  traitress,  thou  hast  done  tliis  ! 
'hanks  to  thy  tears,  thou  false  persuading  love. 
Tow  her  eyes  speak !  oh,  thou  bewitching  creature ! 
ladness  can't  hurt  thee.    Come,  thou  little  trembler, 
Ireep  even  into  my  heart,  and  there  lie  safe ; 
Pis  thy  own  citadel.    Hah  !  yet  stand  off,      IGoingy  r. 
leav'n  must  have  justice,  and  my  broken  vows 
Vai  sink  me  else  beneath  its  reaching  mercy. 
11  wink,  and  then  'tis  done. 
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BeL  (c.)  What  meaog  the  lord 
Of  me,  my  life,  and  love  1    Whaf  s  in  thy  bosom, 
Thou  grasp'st  at  so  ? 

IJaffier  draws  the  daggef^  and  offers  to  stab  her. 
Ah  !  do  not  kill  me,  Jaffier.  [Fails  on  her  knees. 

Jaf,  (e.  c)  Know,  Belvidera,  vrheD  we  parted  last, 
I  gave  Uiis  dagger  with  thee,  as  in  trast. 
To  be  thy  portion  if  I  e'er  proved  false. 
On  such  condition  was  my  truth  believed : 
But  now  *tis  forfeited,  and  must  be  paid  for. 

[Offers  U  stab  her  agius, 
Bel,  Oh !  mercy  I 
Jaff.  Nay,  no  struggling. 
BeL  Now,  then,  kill  me, 

[Leaps  on  his  neck,  and  kisses  him. 
While  thus  I  cling  about  thy  cruel  neck. 
Kiss  thy  revengeful  lips,  and  die  in  joys 
Greater  than  any  I  can  guess  hereafter. 

Jaff.  I  am,  I  am  a  coward — witness,  hear^n. 
Witness  it,  earth,  and  ev'ry  being  witness : 
Tis  but  one  blow  1  yet,  by  immortal  love, 
I  cannot  longer  bear  a  thought  to  harm  thee. 

[He  throws  away  the  dagger,  and  embraces  her. 
The  seal  of  Providence  is  sur^  upon  thee  ; 
And  thou  wast  born  for  yet  unheard-of  wonders. 
Oh  !  thou  wert  either  born  to  save  or  damn  me  I 
By  all  the  power  that's  given  thee  o'er  my  soul — 
By  thy  resistless  tears  and  conquering  smiles*^ 
By  thy  victorious  love,  that  still  waits  on  thee — 
Fly  to  thy  cruel  father,  save  my  friend, 
Or  all  our  future  quiet 's  lost  for  ever. 
Fall  at  his  feet,  cling  round  his  rev'rend  knees, 
Speak  to  him  with  thy  eyes,  and  with  thy  tears 
Melt  his  hard  heart,  and  wake  dead  nature  in  him ; 
Nor,  till  thy  prayers  are  granted,  set  him  free, 
But  conquer  him,  as  thou  hast  vanquished  me. 

[^Exeuntf  Jaffier^  r.,  Beltndera,  i, 

END  Ot  ACT  IV. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  l.—An  Apartment  m  Pnii2t'<  Houu, 
Enter  Pridli,  l. 

Prt.  (l.)  Why,  crael  heav'n,  have  my  unhappy  days 
en  lengthened  to  this  sad  one  ?    Oh !  dishonour, 
d  deathless  infamy,  have  falFn  upon  me. 
IB  it  my  fault  ?    Am  I  a  traitor  1    No.    f  o.) 
t  then,  my  only  child,  my  daughter  wedded  * 
ere  my  best  blood  runs  foul,  and  a  disease 
;urable  has  seiz'd  upon  my  memory. 

Enter  Belvidira,  tii  a  mournings  veil,  l. 

Bel.  [Speaking  aside ^  as  she  enters."]  He's  there,  my  fa- 
ther, my  inhuman  father, 

at,  for  three  years,  has  left  an  only  child 

pos'd  to  all  the  outrages  of  fate,    ' 

d  cruel  ruin  1     Oh  ! 

^ri.  What  child  of  sorrow 

:  thou,  that  com'st,  wrapt  up  in  weeds  of  sadness, 

d  mov'st  as  if  thy  steps  were  towards  a  grave  1 

3el.  (L.O.)  A  wretch,  who,  from  the  very  top  of  hap- 
piness, 

I  fallen  into  the  lowest  depths  of  misery, 

d  want  your  pitying  hand  to  raise  me  up  again. 

^ri.  (r.  c.)  What  wouldst  thou  beg  for  ? 

?e<.  Pity  and  forgiveness.  [Throufs  up  her  veil, 

the  kind  tender  names  of  child  and  father, 

Eir  my  complaints,  and  take  me  to  your  love.  [Kneels, 

'rt.  My  daughter ! 

iel.  Yes,  your  daughter  ;  and  you've  oft  told  me, 

th  smiles  of  love,  and  chaste  paternal  kisses, 

much  resemblance  of  my  mother. 

Vi.  Don't  talk  thus. 

iel.  Yes,  I  must :  and  you  must  hear,  too. 

sive  a  husband. 

'rt.  Damn  him  t 

iel.  Oh,  do  not  curse  him ! 

would  not  speak  so  hard  a  word  towards  you,  ' 

any  terms,  howe>r  he  deid  with  me. 

'rt.  Ah !  what  means  my  child  ? 

3el.  Oh !  my  husband,  my  dear  husband^ 
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Carries  a  dagger  in  liis  once  kind  bosom. 
To  pierce  the  heart  of  yonr  poor  Belvidera ! 

Pri,  Kill  thee ! 

BeL  Yes,  kill  me.    When  he  passed  his  faith 
And  covenant  against  your  state  and  senate. 
He  gave  me  np  a  hostage  for  his  truth : 
With  me  a  dagger,  and  a  dire  commission. 
Whene'er  he  fail'd,  to  plunge  it  through  this  boBom. 
I  learnt  the  danger,  chose  the  hour  of  lore 
T  attempt  his  heart,  and  bring  it  back  to  honour. 
Great  love  prevaird,and  blessM  me  with  success ! 
He  came,  confessed,  betrayM  his  dearest  friends, 
For  promised  mercy.    Now.  they're  doom'd  to  suffer  t 
Gall  d  with  remembrance  or  what  then  was  sworn. 
If  they  are  lost,  he  vows  t*  appease  the  gods 
With  this  poor  life,  and  make  my  blood  th'  atonement. 

Pri.  Heavens! 

BeL  If  I  was  ever,  then,  your  care,  now  liear  me : 
Fly  to  the  senate,  save  the  promis'd  Ures 
Of  his  dear  friends,  ere  mine  be  made  the  flactifi6e> 

Pri,  Oh,  my  heart's  comfort ! 

Bel,  Will  you  not,  my  father  ? 
Weep  not,  but  answer  me. 

Pri.  By  heav'n  I  will ! 
Not  one  of  them  but  what  shall  be  immortal ! 
Canst  thou  forgive  me  all  my  follies  past  f 
I'll  henceforth  he  indeed  a  father !  never. 
Never  more,  thus  expose,  but  cherish  tbee, 
Dear  as  the  vital  warmth  that  feeds  ray  life  ; 
Dear  as  these  e3re8,  that  weep  in  fondness  o^er  tbea : 
Peace  to  thy  heart    Farewell ! 

Bel.  Go,  and  remember, 
'Tis  Belvidera's  life  her  father  pleads  for  t 

lExeuntf  PHmU^  r.— Btflvidcra,  i. 

SCENE  Il.^The  RmIU. 

Enter  CAPTAin^Muffled  Drums^Guards — Executioner, 
with  Axe — Renault —  Spinosa — Elliot-^Thbodorb 

—  DUR  AND  —  MeZZANA  —  PlERRE— OFFICER — Gtttirds 

— They  all  pass  over  the  Stage,  R.  to  l.  tmd  tseennt, 

SCENE  III.— ul  Street. 

Enter  Jaffier,  r. 
Jaff,  Fiual  destruction  seize  on  all  the  world  I 


ftCINE  III.]  TENlOt  FftlSgEVtPk  ^1 

Bend  down,  ye  heaT'ni,  mid,  skattiBg  round  tkis  Mrth, 
Crush  the  Tile  globe  into  its  first  eonfnsion  1 

Enter  Belvidkea,  l. 

Bel  (c.)  My  life !- 

«jf.  (R.  c).  My  plague  1— 

Bel.  Nay,  then,  I  see  »y  mia. 
If  I  must  die 

Jaff.  (c.)  No.  death*a  this  day  too  baiQF ; 
Thy  father*s  ill*tiaMd  Merey  eame  too  late. 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  labooiSy  though ;  and  bim^  too 
But  all  my  poor^  betray'd,  unhappy  firiendSt 
Haye  suqunons  to  prepare  for  iate's  black  hoar 
Yet,  Belvidera,  do  not  fear  my  cmelty. 
Nor  let  the  thoughts  of  death  perplex  thy  fiuioy  : 
But  answer  no  to  what  I  shall  demand. 
With  a  firm  tenper  aaduashahen  spirit 

Bel,  (l.  c.)  I  will,  when  I've  dmie  woepiag-*-^ 

Jaff*  Fie,  no  more  on't  I 
How  long  isH  since  the  wiseriUo  day 
We  wedded  first? 

Bel,  Oh!  oh!  lWe^f$. 

Jnff.  Nay,  keep  in  thy  tears, 
Lest  they  unman  me,  too. 

Bel,  HeaTen  knows  I  cannot  \ 
The  words  you  utter  sound  so  very  sadly. 
The  streams  wiU  follow      ■■■ 

Jaff,  Come,  V\\  kiss  them  dry.  then. 

Bel,  [Hanging  en  Am.]  But  was'i  a  laiserable  day  ff 

Jaff,  A  curs'd  one ! 

BeL  I  thought  it  otherwise ;  and  you  haye  often  sworn, 
When  sare  you  upok^  the  truth,  you'ye  awor%  yoa 
bless'd  it 

Jaff.  'Twas  a  rash  oatk. 

Bel,  Then  why  am  I  not  curs*d,  too  1 

Jaff,  No,  Belyidera;  by  th'  etoraal  truth, 
I  dote  yyith  too  much  fbadiieeB. 

BeL  Still  so  kind  t 
Still,  then,  do  you  loye  me  f 

Jtiff,  Man  ne'er  was  bless'd,^ 
Since  the  first  pair  first  met,  as  I  haye  been. 

BeL  Then  sure  you  will  not  curse  me  ? 

Jaff,  No,  r\\  bless  tiiee. 
I  came  on  purpose,  B^yidara,  to  bless  thee. 
Tis  now,  I  think,  three  ysars^  we*?e  iiyd  toga  then 

b2 
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Bel,  And  may  no  fatal  minute  ever  part  qs. 
Till  reverend  grown,  for  age  and  love,  we  go 
Down  to  one  grave,  as  oar  last  bed,  together ; 
There  sleep  in  peace  till  an  eternal  morning. 

Jaff.  Did  not  I  say,  I  came  to  bless  thee  ? 

Bel,  You  did.  [P*r(. 

Jaff,  Then  hear  me,  bounteoas  heaven*        IKneeiiMg. 
Pour  down  your  blessings  on  this  beauteous  head, 
Where  everlasting  sweets  are  always  springing. 
With  a  continual  giving  hand  :  let  peace, 
Honour^  and  safety,  always  hover  round  her  : 
Feed  her  with  plenty ;  let  her  eyes  ne'er  see 
A  sight  of  sorrow,  nor  her  heart  know  mourning ; 
Crown  all  her  da^^s  with  joy,  her  nights  with  rest. 
Harmless  as  her  own  thoughts ;  and  prop  her  virtue 
To  bear  the  loss  of  one  that  too  much  lovM  ; 
And  comfort  her  with  patience  in  our  parting! 

BeL  How  ?  parting,  parting ! 

Jaff.  Yes,  for  ever  parting  I 
I  have  sworn,  Belvidera,  by  yon  heav'n. 
That  best  can  tell  how  much  I  lose  to  leave  thee. 
We  part  this  hour  for  ever ! 

Bel.  Oh  !  call  back 
Your  cruel  blessing ;  stay  with  me,  and  curse  me. 

Jaff,  Now  hold,  heart,  or  never! 

Bel,  By  all  the  tender  days  we've  lived  together, 
Pity  my  sad  condition ;  speak,  but  speak 

Jqff.  (l.  c.)  Murder !  unhold  me ; 
Or  by  th'  immortal  destiny  that  doomed  me 

IDraws  kU  dagger. 
To  this  curs'd  minute,  1*11  not  live  one  longer ! 

Resolve  to  let  me  go,  or  see  me  fall 

Hark !  the  dismal  bell  IPaasing  bell  tolls. 

Tolls  out  fur  death  !  I  must  attend  its  call,  too. 
For  my  poor  friend,  my  dying  Pierre,  expects  me  ; 
He  sent  a  message  to  require  Vd  see  him 
Before  he  died,  and  take  his  last  forgiveness. 
Farewell  for  ever  !  [Goiiigf  l. 

Bel,  (c.)  Leave  thy  dagger  with  me ; 
Bequeath  roe  something—  not  one  kiss  at  parting  ! 
Oh,  my  poor  heart !  when  wilt  thou  break  t 

Jaff.  [Retuming—'She  runs  into  his  arms,']  Yet  stay : 
We  have  a  child,  as  yet  a  tender  infant :    , 
Be  a  kind  mother  to  him  when  I*m  gone ; 
Breed  him  in  virtue,  and  the  paths  of  honour. 
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But  never  let  him  know  his  father's  story : 

I  charge  thee,  guard  him  from  the  wrongs  my  fote 

May  do  his  future  fortune  or  his  name. 

Now — nearer  yet 

Oh,  that  my  arms  were  riveted 

Thus  round  thee  ever  !    But  my  friends^!  my  oath  1 

This,  and  no  more  i  [KiaMii  ktr* 

BeL  Another,  sure  another 
For  that  poor  little  one,  you've  ta'en  such  care  of. 
Vn  giv't  him  truly. 

Jaff,  So— now,  farewell ! 

BeL  For  ever !'  IGoing,  l. 

Jtff,  Heav'n  knows,  for  ever  t  all  good  angels  guard 
thee !  •  [JBxt*,  l. 

BeL  All  ill  ones,  sure,  had  charge  of  me  this  moment ' 
Oh,  give  me  daggers,  IRetunuy  c.]  fire,  or  water ! 
How  I  could  bleed,  how  burn,  how  drown,  the  waves 
Hazzing  and  foaming  round  my  sinking  head, 
nil  I  descended  to  the  peaceful  bottom  1 
Oh  !  there's  all  quiet-r-here,  9li  rage  and  fury  f 
The  air's  too  thin,  and  pierces  my  weak  brain ; 
I  long  for  thick  substantial  sleep :  (a.  c.)  hell !  hell ! 
Burst  from  the  centre,  (r.)  rage  and  roar  aloud, 
[f  thou  art  half  so  hot,  so  mad  as  I  am.  [£«tl,  a. 

SCENE  IV.— iSre.  Mark's  Place^A  Scaffold  in  the  hack- 
groundy  and  a  Wheel,  prepared  for  the  Execution  qf 
Pierre, 

Enter  Captain,  Pierre,  Guardsy  Executioner,  and 

Rabble. 

Pie,  (l.)  My  friend  not  yet  come  ? 

Enter  Jaffier,  r« 

Jaff.  Oh,  Pierre  !  [Falling  on  hie  knees. 

Pie.  (c.)  Dear  to  my  arms,  though  thou'st  undone  my 
fame, 
[  can't  forget  to  love  thee.    Prithee,  Jaffier, 
Forgive  that  filthy  blow  my  passion  dealt  thee ; 
[  am  now  preparing  for  the  land  of  peace, 
And  fain  would  have  the  charitable  wishes 
Of  all  good  men,  like  thee,  to  bless  my  journey. 
Cap.  (R.)  The  time  grows  short;   your  friends  are 

dead  already. 
Jt{ff'.  (l.  c.)  Dead  ! 
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Pie.  Yes,  daMl^  Jafter !  they've  all  diftd  lika  nea,  too 
Worthy  Chaif  ciMiraoteff. 

Ji^ffi  And  what  mast  I  do  ? 

PU.  Oh.  Jaffier ! 

J^f.  Speak  aload  thy  bajrdoa'd  loiiV 
And  tell  thy  trooblee  to  thy  tortur'd  fri^Ml. 

Pii.  Friend !  Couldst  thou  yet  be  a  fn«ad,  a  gaaanraf 
friend, 
I  might  hope  comfort  from  thy  noble  aaarowa. 
Heaven  knows,  I  want  a  friend ! 

Jaff,  And  I  a  kind  one, 
That  woald  not  thus  scorn  my  repenting  ¥iit«e. 
Or  think,  when  he's  to  die,  my  thoashts  are  kile. 

'Fm.  No  !  live,  I  charge  thee,  Jaffier. 

Ji^.  Yea,  I  will  Uve  : 
But  it  shall  be  to  see  thy  fall  laif  eng^d» 
At  such  a  rate  as  Yenioe  Wag  shaU  giaaa  for. 

Pie.  WUtthoul 

Jaff.  I  will,  by  haaifCD  I 

Pie,  Tbea  atill  thoa*rt  noble* 
And  I  forgive  thee.  [fimhrMMbi  Oh!^Yat-«4liaU  I 
trust  thee  1 

Jaff.  No;  Fve  beea falsfr already. 

Pie.  Dost  tbou  love  me  ? 

Jaff  (c.)  Rip  up  my  heart,  and  satisfy  thy  doabtings. 

Pie.  Curse  on  this  weakness ! 

Jaff.  Tears  !    Amazement !    Tears  \ 
I  never  saw  thee  melted  thus  before ; 
And  know  there's  something  labouring  in  thy  bosom. 
That  must  have  vent;  though  I*m  a  villain,  tell  me. 

Pie.  Seest  thou  that  engine ?     \Pmiiniing  to  the  whe^. 

Jaff.  Why? 

Pie.  (r.  c.)  Js'tfit  a  soldier,  who  has  liv'd  with  honour, 
Fought  nations' quarrels,  and  been  crown'd  with  con- 
quest, 
Be  exposed,  a  common  carcas0>  oo  a  wheel  ? 

Jaff.  Hah! 

Pie.  Speak!  is*t  fitting? 

Jaff.  Fitting! 

Pie.  I'd  have  thee  undertake 
Something  that*s  noBle,  to  preserve  my  memory 
From  the  disgrace  that*s  ready  to  attaint  it. 

Cetp.  The  day  grows  late,  sir. 

Pie,  ru  make  haste.    Oh,  Jaffier ! 
Though  thou^st  be  tray 'd  me,  do  me  some  way  Jastiae. 
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Jaff.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Pie,  This  and  no  mone.  [JSewkitfpir$  JfMter. 

Jef.  Hah !  is*t  then  so  f 

Pie,  Mo^  certainly. 

Jaff.  V\\  dot. 

Pte,  Remember. 

Cap,  Sir 

Pie,  Come,  now  I'm  ready. 
Captain,  {CtosHiig  to  Captam,']  you  should  be  ft  genti«- 

man  of  honour ; 
Keep  off  the  rabble,  that  I  may  have  room 
To  entertain  my  fate,  and  die  with  decency. 
YoaUl  think  on't  ?  {To  Jajfier. 

Jaff,  'Twont  grow  stale  before  to-morrow. 
{Pierre  and  Jdffier  ascend    the    Scaffold.^^EweeMH»ner 

Hnde  Pierre, 

Pie,  Now,  Jaffier !  now  Fm  going !  Now->- 

Jaff,  Have  at  thee. 
Then  honest  heart,  then  f — tiiere—  [i9tafts  him. 

And  this  is  well,  too.  [Stabs  himse^. 

Pie.  Now  thou  hast  indeed  been  fhithful  i 
This  was  done  nobly  !— We  hare  deceived  the  senate. 

Jaff,  Bravely ! 

Pte.  Ha  1  ha !  ha  !~oh !  oh  ! 

IFalls  doum  on  the  Scaffbldy  tmd  dies. 

Jaff,  Now,  ye  'curs*d  rulers. 
Thus  of  the  blood  yeVe  shed,  I  make  libation. 
And  sprinkle  it.    Mingling,  may  it  rest  upon  you, 
And  all  your  race.    Oh,  poor  Belvidera ! 
Sir,  [To  Officer.]  I  have  a  wife ;  bear  this  in  safety  to  her, 
A  token  that,  with  my  dying  breath,  I  bless'd  her, 
And  the  dear  little  infant  left  behind  me. 
I'm  sick — I'm  quiet  «  [Dies. 

[The  Scene  closes  upon  tksm, 

SCEN£  v.— in  Apartment  in  Pftvit'x  House, 

Enter  Priuli,  r.  ;  Bblvideba,  distracted  ;  and  Two  of 

her  Women, 

Pri,  (l.  c.)  Strengthen  her  heart  with  patience,  pity- 
ing Heav'n !  . 
Bel,  (c.)  Come,  come,  come,  come,  come ;  nay,  come 
to  bed, 
Prithee,  my  love.    The  winds !  hark  how  they  whistle  ! 
And  the  rain  beats  1  Oh,  how  the  weather  shrinks  me  I 
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I  say  yoo  shall  not  go,  you  shall  not : 
Whip  yoar  ill-nature  ;  get  yoo  gone,  then.    Oh  i 
Are  yon  returned  ?  See,  father,  here  he's  come  again ! 
Am  I  to  blame  to  love  him  \  O,  thoa  dear  one  ! 
Why  do  yoo  fly  me  ?  Are  you  angry  still,  then? 
Jaffier,  where  art  thou  7  Father,  why  do  yoo  do  thas ! 
Stand  off !  don't  hide  him  from  me !  He's  there  some- 
where. 
Stand  off,  I  say  !  What,  gone  ?  Remember,  tyrant, 
I  may  revenge  myself  for  this  trick,  one  day. 

Rnitr  Captain  of  ike  Guard,  l.  and  whispers  Priuli. 

Prt.  News  !  what  news  ? 

Cap,  (l.)  Most  sad,  bir : 
Jaffier,  upon  the  scaffold,  to  prevent 
A  shameful  death,  stabb'd  Pierre,  and  next  himself; 
Both  fell  together. 

Bel.  (r.)  Ha !    look  there  ! 
My  husband  bloody,  and  his  friend  too !  Morder  ! 
Who  has  done  this  ?  Speak  to  me,  thoo  sad  vision ; 
On  these  poor  trembling  knees,  I  beg  it.     Vanished  :— 
Here  they  went  down.  (r.  c.) — Oh,  I'll  dig,  dig  the  den  up !. 
Hoa,  Jaffier,  Jaffier ! 

Peep  op,  and  give  me  bat  a  look.    I  have  him ! 
I  have  got  him,  father  !  Oh ! 

My  love  !  my  dear  I  my  blessing !  help  me  !  help  me ! 
They  have  hold  of  me,  and  drag  me  to  the  bottom  ( 
Nay — ^now  they  pull  so  hard—farewell IDies,  c. 

Prt.  IBending  over  her.]  Oh !  lead  me  into  some  place, 
that's  fit  for  mourning  ; 
Where  the  free  air,  light,  and  the  cheerful  sun, 
May  never  enter ',  hang  it  round  with  black ; 
Set  up  one  taper,  that  may  light  a  day, 
As  long  as  I've  to  live. ;  and  there  all  leave  me  .- 
Sparing  no  tears  when  you  this  tale  relate, 
But  bid  all  cruel  fathers  dread  my  fate.      ICurtainfallt. 

DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

Captain. 


Attendants, 

Priuli. 

«.] 

Body  o/Belvidera, 

THE  END. 
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REMARKS. 


C|e  SHtot  InXiian* 

D  be  regretted,  that  jnany  of  an  anthor*!  pnodoctions  are  n^t 
iqaal  to,  bnt  anworthy  of  himaelf.  And  kow  can  it  be  otber- 
the  mind,  howeyer  finely  strung,  always  in  tnne  t  Are  there  no 
Dtments  and  disqoietodes — no  feeling  of  proad  sorrow,  and 
ret,  at  the  prostration  of  genios  and  the  uieqaalities  of  for- 
harass  and  distress  it  ?  The  bodily  facaltles  are  not.  always 
of  one  uniform  exertion — the  mental  borne  down  by  sickness 
ow,  when  called  to  provide  for  the  passing  day,  may  sink 
those  bright  conceptions  that  are  the  offspring  of  the  happiest 
I  of  inspiration.  Tet  has  the  hand  of  hard  necessity  wrang 
lias  some  of  its  finest  effusions — tears  such  as  angels  shed, 
las  was  composed  in  the  midst  of  griping  poverty  and  the 
>f  all  sorrows ;  Venice  Preserved  and  The  Orphan  were 
Tvben  the  poet  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head  ;  and  the  tra* 
f  Lee  are  a  proof  that  poverty,  and  even  madness,  are  no 
e  divine  visitations  of  the  muse^  These  reflections  arbe  from 
[deration  of  the  late  Mr.  Cumberland,  many  of  whose  pieces 
i  offspring  of  haste  urged  by  necessity,  and  therefore  bear 
no  affinity  to  The  W heel  of  Fortune  unA  The  West  Indian. 
:omedy  exhibits  none  of  those  marks  of  carelessness  and 
,  when  the  author,  anxious  only  for  his  reward,  slurs  over 
at  necessity  imposes  upon  him.  It  seems  to  be  the  result  of 
eisnre,  and  of  many  hours  of  careful  revision ;  and  it  wHL 
te  referred  to  as  a  specimen  of  true  genius  and  refined  taste, 
tly,  without  pertness — correct,  without  pedantry — and  senti- 
without  affectation.  Many  of  the  scenes  are  extremely  ele* 
telcour's  interview  with  Mr.  Stockwell,  where  the  young 
IS  West  Indian  describes  the  various  obstructions  he  met 
en  he  first  set  foot  on  the  land  of  liberty,  is  deserving  of 
r  commendation.  Cumberland  is  Saul  among  Ihe prophets, 
hool  of  Sentiment ; — his  judgment  and  scholarship  prevented 
1  falling  into  those  ridiculous  excesses  that  render  the  dramas 

Kelly,  and  others  of  his  class,  so  insufferably  tame  and 
.  Kelly  never  altogether  lost  sight  of  his  old  calling — he 
'nately  the  dramatist  and  the  stay-maker :  his  muse  never 
1  abroad,  but  in  a  pair  of  jumps ;  she  invariably  poured 
ler  the  stiffening  influence  of  tape  and  buckram.  But  Kelly, 
DC  of  the  lions  of  his  day,  was  an  amiable  and  modest  man  ; 
talent,  and  much  industry.  He  was  esteemed  by  Johnson, 
nrever  moderately  he  might  rate  his  genius,  could  not  help 

and  approving  the  goodness  of  his  heart, 
r  has  been  justly  called  an  original;  bnt  the  most  original, 
ed  extraordinary t  P*rt  of  bis  characier  is,  that,  with  his 
dian  education/jxt  ik  frank,  compassionate,  and  generous. 
Id  almost  suspect  that  Mr.  Cumberland  intended  an  especial 
eat  to  OQr  yoVBg  coionist*,.  by  this  very  Tavonrabte  wad  «&• 
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tartalalng  portrait ;  for  ht  hu  transplantod  Ike  TirtMs  tkat  b«  UfuA 
In  his  own  soil  to  a  clime  where  tliey  are  not  likely  to  flooriih,  from 
the  want  of  that  foitering  care  by  which  planta  of  toch  tender  and 
delicate  texture  are  reared  and  brought  to  perfeetioii.  8«ch  an  ex* 
poiment,  howcTcr,  hae  the  charm  ci  novelty ;  and  Beleonr,  to  whau 
over  country  he  may  belong,  eomes  reeommended  to  na  bj  so  many 
tfiUable  qualities,  that  we  consider  him  at  one  of  tboao 

"  Soob  made  of  fire,  and  children  of  the  Mm"-* 

whose  follies  result  more  trom  the  fault  of  edncatloa  than  aatinl 
disposition,  and  whose  passions  only  require  proper  directioo  to 
cnUst  them  on  the  side  oC  Tirtue. 

We  are  not  Inclined  to  split  straws  with  Major  (KFIaherty,  but 
hhjlvt  wipes  ara  fmr  too  msnv  for  an  hMieac  Hum  to  have^  etan 
"  en  mriUtaire,*'  which  we  conndcr  a  sort  of  aal^  in  pawnlheisi. 
Hie  major  is  drawn  with  great  humour  t  he  is  an  oda  licdiev  ef 
eccentridtv  and  disinterestedness — of  gailahliy  and  hoiKwr.  R  is 
said  that  the  character  was  intended  to  raprceent  one  Ool.  O^B--a% 
an  Irish  officer  in  the  Austrian  army — a  man  highly  esteemed  for  Us 
personal  bravery.  If  such  be  the  case,  Cumberland  has  hardly  dent 
Justice  to  his  ortginai :  for  honest  Dennis  Is  more  of  the  hnmoariit 
than  the  hero.  Moody's  Just  performance  of  this  diaraeter  inudmd 
It  exceedingly  popular;  but  Moody  nuTor  reaehnd  the  exeeBaneaef 
lohnstone,  who  was  the  very  betm-Ueai  of  the  gallant  Irlihmn^. 
His  brogue  wu  exquisitely  rich,  and  his  bhmt,  gay,  and  lMghls|; 
air,  reconciled  as  to  certain  slips  and  eontradictlona  ia  the  mt^m^ 
character. 

Charlotte  Rusport  is  too  virtnous  for  a  coquette,  nad  too  hoaeit  ht 
a  prade.  She  speaks  and  acts  aeeording  to  her  own  iapabeik  leavta 
trickery  and  circumlocution  to  those  whbse  deeds  are  more  eqndtoeu 
than  her  own.  Her  open  avowal  to  Belcour,  of  her  aflheOon  for 
Charles  Dudley,  is  well-timed  and  graceftal ;  and  h«r  nllylnf  poor 
Louisa  about  the  diamonds,  areh  and  gay.  Mrs.  Ablnftott  ww  the 
arlghtal  Charlotte  Rusport,  which  we  hsTe  seen  performed  t^Mifc 
Davison  with  an  elegance  and  spirit  worthy  of  the  dtmuuf*  best 
ivn. 

How  admirable  Lewis  was  in  Belcour,  must  be  remembered  by 
all  those  who  were  wont  to  eatoh  every  look,  word,  and  aetloa  ef 
that  inimitable  comedian.  Mr.  Elllslon  displays  equal  Jadgmcn^ 
but  less  energy.  From  bis  first  entrance  to  his  final  exit,  be  exhiUls 
fonnmerable  beauties,  without  a  single  fsnlt.  To  the  sentimental 
parts  be  gives  the  most  perfect  effect — In  the  comic  he  leaves  M 
nothing  to  desire :  bis  Belcour  is  altogether  as  finished  a  piece  of 
acting  as  we  remember  to  have  seen.  Jones  is  good,  bnt  will  notbcv 
comparison  with  either  Lewis  or  Blliston.  Mr.  Wrench,  with  r«* 
pidity  of  utteranee,  should  learn  to  be  distinct;  he  shonld  noe  hli 
Jodgment  more,  and  his  legs  less. 
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8TOCKWELL.— Black  Telyet  coat,  lined  with  white 
silk,  black  Tel  vet  breeches,  and  black  silk  stockings : 
cocked  hat. 

STUKELY. — Dark  brown  coat  and  waistcoat,  black 
breeches,  and  white  stockings. 

BELCOUR. — First  dress—Long  brown  frock-coat, 
nankeen  pantaloons,  white  stockings,  and  boots  :  round 
hat. — Second  dress — Full  dress  bine  coat,  lined  with 
white  silk,  white  waistcoat,  black  breeches,  and  silk 
stockings :  opera  hat. 

O'FLAHERTY.— Dark  blue  uniform  coat,  orange 
lappdt,  ottffii,  and  collar,  trimmed  wi^  siWer,  white 
pantaloons,  black  boots,  cocked  hat,  sword,  and  belt. 

DUDLEY. — ^Long  brown  military  sourtout  and  boots : 
military  hat. 

CAPTAIN  DUDLEY.— Scarlet  uniform  coat,  white 
pantaloons,  black  boots,  hat,  sword,  and  belt. 

VARLAND. — Drab-coloured  cloth  suit,  large  old- 
fashioned  wig,  cocked  hat,  and  cane. 

FULMER.-«Salmon«coloured  coat  and  waistcoat, 
black  breeches,  white  stockings,  and  shoes. 

LADY  RUSPORT.— Scarlet  turban,  gray  tattn 
dress,  trimmed  with  black,  black  lace  veil. 

CHARLOTTE  RUSPORT.— Gray  sarsnet  body, 
white  leno  skirt,  trimmed  with  black  TeWet  points  and 
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PROLOGUB. 

flPOKIir  BT  MR.  BBDDISB. 


hark  forward !  noble  gamt  and  new ; 
9f  est  Indian  started  full  in  view : 
the  soil,  the  eiime,  which  gave  him  bblht 
mn  him  oo  a  buming  scent  to  earth ; 
n't  dcTour  him  in  his  hiding-place ; 
n,  he*U  serve  yoa  for  another  chase ; 
e  that  country  has  no  feeble  claim, 
swells  yovr  commerce,  and  supports  yoar  fame* 
this  humble  aketch,  we  hope  you'll  find 
manations  of  a  noble  mind ; 
Ittle  touches,  which,  though  Yoid  of  art, 
id,  perhaps,  their  way  into  the  heart, 
r  hero  your  excuse  implores, 
r  your  sister  kingdom  to  your  shores ; 
1  by  Religion's  too  severe  command, 
it  for  bread  against  his  native  land : 
e,  unthinking,  animated  rogue, 
ere  and  there  a  touch  upon  the  brogue ; 
,  but  despise  him  not,  for  oo  his  lip 
ors  lie ;  his  heart  can  never  trip, 
there  are — but  may  we  not  prevail 
the  gentry  tell  their  own  plain  taie  t 
bey  come  in  ?    They'll  please  you,  if  they  can 
condemn  the  bard — ^but  spare  the  Man, 
Bak,  think,  act,  or  write  in  angry  times, 

to  please  is  made  the  worst  of  crimes  ; 
lander  now,  with  black  envenom'd  dart, 
ever  arm'd  to  stab  you  to  the  heart 
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Room,  Britons,  rouse,  for  honour  of  your  Isle, 
Yonr  old  good-humour,  and  be  seen  to  smile. 
You  smy  we  write  not  like  our  fathers : — true. 
Nor  were  our  fathers  half  so  strict  as  you  : 
DamnM  not  each  error  of  the  poet*s  pen. 
But  judging  man,  remember*d  they  were  men. 
Awed  into  silence  by  the  time*s  abuse. 
Sleeps  many  a  wise,  and  many  a  witty  muse ; 
We,  that  for  mere  experiment  came  out. 
Are  but  the  light-arm*d  rangers  on  the  scout : 
High  on  Parnassus*  lofty  summit  stands 
The  immortal  camp ;  there  lie  the  chosen  bands : 
But  give  fair  quarter  to  his  puny  eWes, 
The  giants  then  will  sally  forth  themselves ; 
With  wit's  sharp  weapons  vindicate  the  age. 
And  drive  ev*n  Arthur*s  magic  from  f  ne  tSia^, 


THE  WEST  INDIAN. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — A  MerckanVs  Compting  House, 

•  an  inner  Roam,  set  off  by  Glass  Doors,  are  disco* 
vered  several  6lkrks,  employed  at  their  Desks.  A 
Writing  Table  in  the  Front  Room,  Stockwell  is 
discovered,  seated  r.  c,  reading  a  Letter — Stdkblt 
comes  gently  out  qf  the  Back  Room,  and  observes  him 
some  time  brfore  he  speaks. 

Stuke.  (l.)  He  seems  disordered :  something  in  that 
itter ;  and,  I*m  afraid,  of  an  unpleasant  sort.  He  has 
any  ventores  of  great  account  at  sea :  a  ship  richly 
eighted  for  Barcelona ;  another  for  Lisbon ;  and 
thers  expected  from  Cadiz,  of  still  greater  ?alue.  Be- 
des  these,  I  know  he  has  many  deep  concerns  in  fo- 
iign  bottoms,  and  underwritings  to  a  vast  amount.  I'll 
ccost  him.— Sir — Mr.  Stockwell  I 

Stock.  Stukely !    Well,  haTe  you  shipped  the  cloths  ? 

StiAe.  1  have,  sir;  here's  the  bill  of  lading,  and 
)py  of  the  invoice ;  the  assortments  are  all  compared : 
Fr.  Traflic  will  give  you  the  policy  upon  'Change. 

Stock.  'Tis  Tery  well — (Airing)— lay  these  papers 
y  ;  and  no  more  of  business  for  a  while.  Shut  the  door, 
tukely  ;  I  have  had  long  proof  of  your  friendship  and 
rlelity  to  me :  a  matter  of  most  intimate  concern  lies  on 
ly  mind,  and  'twill  be  a  sensible  relief  to  unbosom  my- 
ilf  to  you.  1  have  just  now  been  informed  of  the  ar- 
Tal  of  the  young  West  Indian  I  have  so  long  been 
cpr^ting : — you  know  whom  I  mean  t 

Stuke.  Yes,  sir ;  Mr.  Be?cour,  the  young  gentleman 
ho  inherited  old  Belcour's  great  estate  in  Jamaica. 

Stock,  Hush  !  not  so  loud  ;  come  a  little  nearer  this 
ay.  [Coming  to  front,']  This  Belcour  is  now  in  Lon- 
)n  ;  part  of  his  baggage  is  already  arrived,  and  I  ex- 
icX  him  every  minute.    Is  it  to  be  wondered  at,  if  his 
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ooming  throws  me  Into  miim  •gUalioii.  wbeo  I  fell  yoi, 
Stokely,  he  U  my  sent 
Stmke.  Your  Bon  t 

Stock.  Ttt,  sir,  my  only  ion.  tkrlj  in  life,  I  te- 
companied  his  grandfather  to  Jamaica  as  his  clerk :  be 
had  an  only  daughter,  somewhat  older  than  myself,  the 
mother  of  this  gentleman :  it  was  my  chance  (call  it  good 
or  ill)  to  engage  her  affections ;  and,  as  the  Inferiority 
of  my  condition  made  it  hopeless  to  expect  her  Ikther's 
consent,  her  fondness  profided  an  ezpedieot,  and  we 
were  priTately  married :  the  issue  of  that  concealed  en- 
gagement is,  as  I  have  told  you,  this  Belconr. 

Shike,  That  cTent  surelv  discorered  your  connezioD. 

Stock,  You  shall  hear.  Not  many  days  afler  our  mrnr* 
riage,  old  Belcour  set  out  for  England ;  mod,  during  bis 
abode  here,  my  wife  was,  with  great  secrecy,  delivered 
of  this  son.  Frnitftil  in  expedients  to  disguise  bcr  sitis- 
tion  without  parting  from  her  infuit,  she  eontrived  to 
have  it  laid  and  received  at  her  door  as  a  fowidliBg. 
After  some  time  her  father  returned,  having  left  ae 
here :  in  one  of  those  favourable  momrats  tluit  deelde 
tiie  fortunes  of  prosperous  mm,  this  child  iras  Intoo- 
duced;  from  that  instant  he  treated  him  as  his  own, 
gave  him  his  name,  and  brought  him  up  in  his  fkndly. 

Stuke.  And  did  you  never  reveal  this  secret,  either  to 
old  Belcour  or  your  son  t 

Stock,  Never. 

Stmke,  Therein  you  surprise  me :  a  merchant  of  yonr 
eminence,  and  a  member  of  the  British  parllasiient, 
might  surely  aspire,  without  offence,  to  the  daughter  of 
a  planter.  In  this  case,  too,  natural  affection  woald 
prompt  to  a  dlscoverv. 

Stock,  Your  remark  is  obvious ;  nor  could  I  have  per- 
sisted in  this  painfull  silence,  but  in  obedience  to  the 
dying  injunctions  of  a  beloved  wife.  This  letter,  you 
found  me  reading,  conveyed  those  injunctions  to  me ;  it 
was  dictated  in  her  last  illness,  and  almost  in  the  article 
of  death— (you'll  spare  me  the  recital  of  it) :  she  there 
conjures  me.  In  terms  as  solemn  as  they  are  affeddng, 
never  to  reveal  the  secret  of  our  marriage,  or  withdraw 
my  son,  while  her  father  survived. 

Stuke,  But  on  what  motives  did  your  unhappy  lady 
found  these  injunctions? 

Stock,  Principally,  I  believe,  firom  apprehension  on 
mj  account,  lest  old  Belcour,  on  whom  at  her  decease  I 
wholly  depended,  should  withdraw  his  protection.    My 
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judgment  has  not  suffered  by  the  eyent  t  old  Belconr  is 
dead,  and  has  bequeathed  his  whole  estate  to  him  we  are 
speaking  of. 

Stuke^  Now  then  you  are  no  longer  bound  to  secrecy. 

Stock,  True :  but  before  I  publicly  reveal  myself,  I 
eould  wish  to  make  some  experiment  of  my  son's  dispo- 
sition :  this  can  only  be  done  by  letting  his  spirit  take 
its  course  without  restraint ;  by  these  means,  I  think  I 
shall  discover  much  more  of  his  real  character  under  the 
title  of  bis  merchant,  than  I  should  under  that  of  his 
father. 

Enter  a  Sailor,  l.  s.  e.,  ushering  in  several  Black 
Sbkyants,  carrying  portnumteausy  Cnuclrt,  S^e. 

Sail,  (l.)  'Save  your  honour  I  is  your  name  Stock- 
well,  pray  t 

Slock,  (c.)  It  is. 

Sail,  Part  of  my  master  Belcour*s  baggage,  anH 
please  you:  there's  another  cargo  not  far  a-stem  of 
us ;  and  the  coxswain  has  got  charge  of  the  dumb  crea- 
tures. 

Sioek,  Pr*ythee,  friend,  what  dumb  creatures  do  you 
speak  of?  Has  Mr.  Belconr  brought  over  a  collection 
of  wild  beasts  ? 

Sail,  No,  Lord  love  him ;  no,  not  he.  Let  me  see ; 
t)iere*s  two  green  monkeys,  a  pair  of  gray  parrots,  a 
Jamaica  sow  and  pigs,  and  a  Mangrove  dog ;  that's 
all. 

Stodr.  Is  that  all  ? 

SaiL  Ym,  your  honour:  Yes,  that's  all.  Bless  his 
heart,  a'  might  have  brought  over  the  whole  island,  if 
he  would ;  a*  didn't  leave  a  dry  eye  in  it. 

Stock,  Indeed  I  Stukely,  show  them  where  to  bestow 
their  baggage*    Follow  tnat  gentleman. 

SaiL  Come,  bear  a  hand,  my  lads,  bear  a  hand. 

{Exit  with  Stukblt  and  Sbrvants,  r.  a,  b. 

Stock,  If  the  principal  tallies  with  his  purveyors,  he 
most  be  a  singular  spectacle  in  this  place :  he  has  a 
friend,  however,'  in  this  sea-faring  fellow.  "TIs  no  bad 

Erognostie  of  a  man's  heart,  when  his  shipmates  give 
Ira  a  good  word.  T^^t  *• 


14  THB  WB8T   INDIAN*  ACT  I. 


SCENE  l\,^A  Drtnrimg  Room.—A  Footman 
vered  setting  the  ekairB  bjf,  ^e. 

Enter  Hoosbkbepbr,  l. 

Houte.  (r.)  Why,  what  a  fuss  does  our  good  master 
put  himself  in  about  this  West  Indian !  See  what  a  bill 
of  fare  I*Te  been  forced  to  draw  oat ;  seTen  uad  nine, 
I'll  assure  you,  and  only  family  dinner,  as  he  calls  it: 
why,  if  my  Lord  Mayor  was  expected,  there  couldn't 
be  a  greater  to-do  about  him. 

Foot.  (l.  c.)  I  wish  to  my  heart  you  had  bnt  seen  the 
loads  of  trunks,  boxes,  and  portmanteaus  he  has  sent 
hither.  An  ambassador's  baggage,  with  all  the  smug- 
gled goods  of  his  family,  does  not  exceed  it. 

House,  A  fine  pickle  he'll  put  the  house  into  !  Had  be 
been  master's  own  son,  and  a  Christian  Snglishraan, 
there  could  not  be  more  rout  than  there  is  about  this 
CreoUan,  as  they  call  them. 

Foot,  No  matter  for  that :  he's  very  rich,  and  that's 
sufficient.  They  say,  he  has  rum  and  sugar  enough  be- 
longing to  him,  to  make  all  the  water  in  the  Thaaies 
into  punch.    But  I  see  my  master's  coming. 

IBtemnt^u 

Enter  Stock  well,  ybUofoecf  hjf  a  Sbrtant,  ■• 

Stock,  Where  is  Mr.  Belconrt  Who  brought  this 
note  from  him  ? 

Serv,  (r.)  a  waiter  from  the  London  TaTem,  sir ;  he 
says,  the  young  gentleman  is  just  dressed,  and  will  be 
with  you  directly. 

Stock,  (c  ^  Show  him  in  when  he  arrives. 

Serv,  I  shall,  sir.  [Crossing,]  I'll  have  a  peep  at 
him  first,  however ;  I've  a  great  mind  to  see  this  ost- 
landish  spark.  The  sailor  fellow  says,  he'll  nake  rare 
doings  amongst  us.  [Aside, 

Stock,  You  need  not  wait;  leave  me.  [Exit  8bb- 
VANT,  L.]  Let  me  see.  [Rgmd^ 

'*  Sir — I  write  to  you  under  the  hands  of  the  hair 
dresser.    As  soon  as  I  have  made  myself  decent,  and 
slipped  on  some  fresh  clothes,  1  will  have  the  hononr  of 
paying  you  my  devoirs. 

«'  Yours,  Bblcour.' 

lie  writes  at  his  ease ;  for  he's  unconscious  to  whom  his 
letter  is  acfdressed  ;  but  what  a  palpitation  does  it  throw 
my  heart  into,— a  father's  heart !  'Tis  an  affecting  inter 
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Tiew.  When  my  eyes  meet  a  son,  whom  yet  th^  never 
saw,  where  shall  I  find  constancy  to  support  it  ?  ShouU! 
he  resemble  his  mother,  1  am  overthrown.  All  the  let- 
ters I  have  had  from  him,  (for  I  industriously  drew  him 
into  a  correspondence  with  me)  bespeak  him  of  quick 
and  ready  understanding.  All  the  reports  I  ever  re- 
ceived give  me  favourable  impressions  of  bis  character ; 
wild,  perhaps,  as  the  manner  of  his  country  is,  but,  I 
trust,  not  frantic  or  unprincipled. 

Enter  Sebvant,  l. 
'   Serv.  Sir,  the  foreign  gentleman  is  come 

Enter  Bblcour,  l. 

Stock,  (r.  c.)  Mr.  Belcour,  lam  rejoiced  to  see  you  ; 
you  are  welcome  to  England ! 

Bef.  (l.  c.)  1  thank  you  heartily,  good  Mr.  Stock  well. 
You  and  1  have  long  conversed  at  a  distance ;  now  we 
are  met ;  and  the  pleasure  this  meeting  gives  me  amply 
compensates  for  the  perils  I  have  run  through  in  accom- 
plishing it. 

Stock,  What  perils,  Mr.  Belcour  ?  I  could  not  have 
thought  you  would  have  made  a  bad  passage  at  this  time 


o'  rear. 


Bel,  Nor  did  we :  courier-like,  we  came  posting  to 
your  shores  upon  the  pinions  of  the  swiftest  gales  that 
ever  blew ;  'tis  upon  English  ground  all  my  difficulties 
have  arisen ;  'tis  the  passage  from  the  river-side  I  com- 
plain of. 

Stodc,  Ay,  indeed  !  What  obstructions  can  you  have 
met  between  this  and  the  river  side  ? 

Bel.  Innumerable !  Your  town  is  as  full  of  defiles 
as  the  island  of  Corsica ;  and,  I  believe,  they  are  as  ob- 
stinately defended :  so  much  hurry,  bustle,  and  confu- 
sion on  your  quays ;  so  many  sugar-casks,  porter-buts, 
and  common-councilmen  in  your  streeU,  that  unless  a 
man  marched  with  artilkflry  in  his  front,  'tis  more  than 
the  labour  of  Hercules  can  e£fect  to  make  any  tolerable 
way  through  your  town. 

Stock,  I  am  sorry  you  have  been  so  incommoded. 

Bd,  Why,  'faith,  'twas  all  my  own  fault.  Accustomed 
to  a  land  of  slaves,  and  out  of  patience  with  the  whole 
tribe  of  custom-bouse  extortioners,  boat-men,  tide- 
waiters,  and  water-bailiffs,  that  beset  me  on  all  sides, 
worse  than  a  swarm  of  musquitoes,  I  proceeded  a  little 
too  roughly  to' brush  them  away  with  my  rat-tiA.  *^\a 

B  9 
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■tordy  rognef  took  this  Id  dwlgeou,  tqd  beglaiiiiiff  to 
rebel,  the  mob  chose  different  lideg,  and  «  fiiriow 
•euffle  ensued ;  In  the  oourse  of  whlohv  my  person  Mid 
apptrel  suffered  so  much,  that  I  was  obliged  to  step 
into  the  first  ta?em  to  refit,  before  I  coold  make  ny 
approaches  in  any  decent  trim. 

t  Stock.  All  without  is  as  1  wisht  dear  Natare,  tdd 
*he  rest,  and  I  am  happy.  [AHtU.^  Well,  Mr.  Belcov, 
tis  a  rough  sample  you  ha?e  had  of  my  eoimtrymen's 
spirit ;  but,  I  trust,  you'll  not  think  the  worse  of  them 
for  it. 

Bel.  Not  at  all,  not  at  all ;  I  like  them  the  better. 
Were  I  only  a  visitor,  I  might,  perhaps,  wish  them  a  lit- 
tle more  tractable ;  but,  as  a  fellow-subject,  and  s 
sharer  in  their  freedom,  I  applaud  their  spirit,  though  I 
feel  the  effects  of  it  in  every  none  of  my  skin. 

Stock.  That*s  weU ;  I  like  that  well.  How  gladly  I 
could  fall  upon  his  neck,  and  own  myself  his  father ! 

[Aaidi. 

Bel.  Well,  Mr.  Stockwell,  for  the  first  time  In  mf 
life,  here  am  I  in  England ;  at  the  fountain  head  of  plea- 
sure, in  the  land  of  beauty,  of  arts,  and  elegancies.  My 
happy  stars  have  given  me  a  good  estate,  and  the  cos- 
spiring  winds  have  blown  me  hither  to  spend  it. 

Stock.  To  use  it,  not  to  waste  it,  I  should  hope ;  to 
treat  it,  Mr.  Belcour,  not  as  a  vassal,  over  whom  yos 
have  a  wanton  and  despotic  power,  but  as  a  subjeet, 
which  you  are  bound  to  govern  wltn  a  temperate  asd 
restrained  authority. 

Bel.  True,  s^r,  most  truly  said ;  mine*i  a  commissioe, 
not  a  right ;  I  am  the  offspring  of  distress,  and  every 
child  of  sorrow  is  my  brotner :  while  I  have  hands  ts 
hold,  therefore,  I  will  hold  them  open  to  mankind.  Bat, 
sir,  my  passions  are  my  masters ;  they  take  me  wheit 
they  will ;  and  oftentimes  they  leave  to  reaaoa  and  to 
virtue  nothing  but  my  wishes  and  my  sighs. 

Stock.  Come,  come,  the  man  who  can  aecuse,  oorrodl 
himself. 

Bd.  Ah  I  that's  an  ofllce  I  am  weary  of;  I  wish  s 
friend  would  take  it  up.  I  would  to  heaveii  yoa  had 
leisure  for  the  employ !  but  did  you  drive  a  trade  to  tkt 
four  comers  of  the  world,  you  would  not  find  Uie  task  is 
toilsome  as  to  keep  me  free  from  faults. 

Stock.  Well,  I  am  not  discouraged :  this  candour  ttUi 
me  I  Bbou\dnol\ia't<&V\!k^^^^Uof  self-conceit  to  oombst; 
that,  at  least,  V%  iioX  axaoiiVX^^tswBlc«i\^ 
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Btl,  No ;  if  1  knew  that  man  on  earth  who  thought 
more  humbly  of  me  than  I  do  of  myself,  I  would  take 
up  his  opinion,  and  forego  my  own. 

Sioek.  And  were  1  to  onoose  a  pupil,  it  should  be  one 
of  your  eompexion ;  so  if  you'll  come  along  with  me 
we'll  agree  upon  your  admission,  and  enter  on  a  course 
of  lectures  directly. 

Bel.  With  all  my  heart.  {ExewU,  r.  d. 

SCENE  llh^A  Roam  in  Lady  Rmtpori't  Houwe. 

Enter  Ladt  Rusport  and  Miss  Rusport,  l.  o. 

Ladijf  B,  (r.  c.)  Miss  Rusport,  I  desire  to  hear  no 
more  of  Captain  Dudley  and  his  destitute  famUy ;  not  a 
shilling  of  mine  shall  eyer  cross  the  hands  of  any  of 
them.  Because  my  sister  chose  to  marry  a  beggar,  am  I 
bound-  to  support  him  and  his  posterity  ? 

Aiiie  R.  (l.  c.)  I  think  you  are. 

Lady  R,  You  think  1  am !  And  pray  where  do  you 
find  the  law  that  tells  you  so  ? 

Jfisf  A.  I  am  not  proficient  enough  to  quote  chapter 
and  verse ;  but  I  take  charity  to  be  a  main  clause  in  the 
great  statute  of  Christianity. 

Lady  R.  I  say  charity,  indeed !  I  am  apt  to  think  the 
distresses  of  old  Dudley,  and  of  his  daughter  into  the 
bargain,  would  never  break  your  heart,  if  there  was  not 
a  certain  young  fellow  of  two-and-twenty  in  the  case ; 
who,  by  the  happy  recommendation  of  a  good  person, 
and  the  brilliant  appointment  of  an  ensigncy,  will,  if  I 
am  not  mistaken,  cozen  you  out  of  a  fortune  of  twice 
twenty  thousand  pounds,  as  soon  as  ever  you  are  of  age 
to  bestow  it  upon  him. 

Miee  R.  A  nephew  of  your  ladyship's  can  never  want 
any  other  recommendation  with  me ;  and  if  my  parti- 
ality for  Charles  Dudley  is  acquitted  by  the  rest  of  the 
world,  I  hope  Lady  Rusport  will  not  condemn  me  for 
It. 

Lady  R.  I  condemn  you !  I  thank  Heaven,  Miss  Rus- 
port, 1  am  no  ways  responsible  for  your  conduct ;  nor  is 
It  any  concern  of  mine  how  you  dispose  of  yourself : 
you  are  not  my  daughter,  and  when  I  married  your 
father,  poor  Sir  Stephen  Rusport,  I  found  you  a  for- 
ward, spoiled  miss  of  fourteen,  far  above  being  instruct- 
ed by  me. 

AHmmR.  Perhaps  your  ladyship  calls  this  instrue- 
tioD? 

B  8 
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hadg  R.  Ycm  are  straiiffely  perl )  bat  Mis  no  woader : 
your  mother,  I*m  told,  was  a  fliM  lady  s  and  aeeoRHsf 
to  the  modem  style  of  edtteation  yoa  were  tyroiigbt  up. 
It  was  not  so  in  my  yonng  days ;  there  was  then  some 
decorum  in  the  world,  some  subordinatloD,  as  the  grttt 
Loeke  expresses  it.  Ohl  'twas  an  edifying  sight,  to 
see  the  regular  deportment  observed  In  our  fiunlly ;  no 
giggling,  no  gossiping  was  going  on  there  ;  my  good 
faUier,  Sir  Oliver  Roundhead,  never  was  seen  to  laugh 
himself,  nor  ever  allowed  it  In  his  children. 

MUt  R.  Ay ;  those  were  happy  times,  indeed. 

Lady  R,  But,  in  this  forward  age,  we  have  coquettes 
In  the  egg-shell,  and  philosophers  in  the  oradDe;  girii 
of  fifteen,  that  lead  the  fashion  in  new  caps  and  new  opi- 
nions, that  have  their  sentiments  and  their  sensatloM; 
and  the  idle  fops  encourage  them  in  It*  O'  my  eoo- 
scienee,  I  wonder  what  it  Is  the  men  can  see  In  saek 
iMibies. 

MUa  R.  True,  madam  ;  but  all  men  do  not  oveileok 
the  maturer  beauties  of  your  ladyship*a  age ;  wlMi 
your  admired  Major  Dennis  0*Flaherty :  there*k  an  ex* 
ample  of  some  discernment.  I  declare  to  yoa,  wbes 
your  ladyship  is  by,  the  Major  takes  no  more  nMieeof 
me  than  if  I  was  part  of  the  furniture  of  your  chuiber. 

Lady  R.  The  Major,  child,  has  travelled  throsgh 
various  kingdoms  and  climates,  and  has  more  enlarfid 
notions  of  female  merit  than  falls  to  the  lot  of  an  Kb* 
glish  home-bred  lover :  in  most  other  countries,  no  us- 
man  on  your  side  forty  would  ever  be  named  in  a  poUl* 
circle. 

MiMM  R.  Right,  madam ;  I've  been  told  that  In  Vi- 
enna they  have  coquettes  upon  crutches^  and  Venascf  tt 
their  grand  climacteric:  a  lover  there  eelebratas  tk 
wrinkles,  not  the  dimples,  In  his  SBistreas*8  Ikee.  IV 
Major,  I  think,  has  served  in  the  Imperial  nmy. 

Lady  Jl.  Are  you  piqued,  my  young  madam  t  Htd 
my  sister,  Louisa,  yielded  to  the  addresses  of  eoe  of 
Msjor  0*Flaherty*s  person  and  appeamnee,  she  woiU 
have  had  some  excuse ;  but  to  run  away,  as  she  did,  it 
the  age  of  sixteen,  too,  with  a  man  of  old  Dwttcy^ 
sort— 

Afisf  R,  Was,  In  my  opinion,  the  moat  venial  tras|isv 
that  ever  girl  of  sixteen  committed.  Of  m  noble  flwOri 
an  engaging  person,  strict  honour,  and  sound  andefstssl 
log,  what  accom^\AV\s»eiv\^%%\.here  wanting  in  CspCib 
Dudley,  bul  iha.t  '?i\v\^\>^<i'^w^i?»LVj  ^AWaaosHm 
had  deprived  \iVm  oil 
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hadifIL  They  left  him  aa  auoh  as  be  deaerreif: 
hasD*t  the  old  man  captain's  half-pay  T  And  is  not  the 
son  «n  ensign? 

MUmB,  An  ensign!  Alas,  poor  Charles!  Wonld 
to  Heaven  he  knew  what  my  lieaig(  feels  and  suffers  for 
Ms  sake  I 

Enter  Sbrtant,  l. 

Strw.  En^a  Dudley,  to  wait  upon  your  ladyship. 

Lady R.Whol  Dudley!  What  ean  have  brought 
him  to  town? 

JiiM  it.  Dear  madam,  'tis  Charles  Dudley,  *tis  your 
nephew. 

iduiv  R,  Nephew  I  I  renounce  him  as  my  nephew  ; 
Sir  Oliver  renounced  him  as  his  grandson.  Didn't  the 
poor  dear  good  old  man  leave  his  fortune  to  me,  except 
a  small  annuity  to  my  maiden  sister,  who  spoiled  her 
constitution  with  nursing  him  ?  And,  depend  upon  it, 
not  a  penny  of  that  fortune  shall  ever  be  disposed  of 
oUierwise  than  according  to  the  will  of  the  donor. 

jBntor  Charlbs  Dud  let,  l.— Miss  R.  gaet  to  meet  Atm, 

and  then  tidiret,  r. 

So,  young  man,  whence  came  you  ?    What  brings  you 
to  town? 

Charla.  (l.)  If  there  is  any  offence  in  my  coming  to 
town,  your  ladyship  is  in  some  degree  responsible  for  it, 
for  part  of  my  errand  was  to  pay  ray  duty  here. 

Ladsf  R.  (c.)  Coxcomb  I  And  where  is  your  father, 
child,  and  your  sister?    Are  they  in  town,  too  ? 

CkarUt.  They  are. 

Lady  A.  Ridiculous !  I  don*t  know  what  people  do 
in  London,  who  have  no  money  to  spend  in  it. 

Miu  R.  (a.)  Dear  madam,  speak  more  kindly  to  your 
nephew.  How  can  you  oppress  a  youth  of  his  sensibi- 
lity? 

Ladif  A.  Miss  Rusport,  I  insist  upon  your  retiring 
to  your  apartment:  when  I  want  your  advice,  1*11  send 
to  you.  lExU  Miss  Rusport,  r.]  So,  (r.)  you  have 
put  on  a  red  coat,  too,  as  well  as  your  father ;  'tis  plain 
what  value  you  set  upon  the  good  advice  Sir  Oliver  used 
togite  you.  How  often  has  he  cautioned  you  against  the 
army! 

Charlei.  (l.)  Had  it  pleased  my  grandfather  to  enable 
me  to  have  obeyed  his  caution,  I  would  have  done  it ; 
b«t  yoR  Well  know  how  destitute  I  am  ;  and  'tis  noi^ 
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be  wondered  at  if  I  prefer  the  serTlee  of  my  king  to 
tb£t  of  aoy  other  master. 

Ladif  A.  Well,  well,  take  your  own  course ;  *tlt  no 
concern  of  mine :  you  never  consulted  ne. 

CharleM.  I  frequently  wrote  to  yoor  ladyship,  bat 
could  obtain  no  answer;  and  since  my  9rmndwther*8 
death,  this  is  the  first  opportunity  I  have  bad  of  waitiof 
upon  you.  TLadt  R.  io6s. 

Ladjf  R.  I  must  desire  you  not  to  mention  the  death  of 
that  dear  good  man  in  my  liearing;  my  spirits,  cannot 
support  it. 

Charlet.  I  shall  obey  you.  Permit  me  to  say,  that,  as 
that  event  has  richly  supplied  you  with  the  materials  of 
bounty,  the  distresses  of  my  family  can  fiurnish  you  with 
objects  of  it. 

iMdy  H.  The  distresses  of  your  family,  child,  are 
quite  out  of  the  question  at  present.  Had  Sir  Oliver 
been  pleased  to  consider  them,  I  should  haye  been  well 
content ;  but  he  has  absolutely  taken  no  notice  of  yoa 
in  his  win,  and  that  to  me  must  and  shall  be  a  law.  Tell 
your  father  and  your  sister,  I  totally  disapprove  of  their 
coming  up  to  town. 

CharlcM.  Must  I  tell  my  father  that,  before  your  lady- 
ship knows  the  motive  that  brought  him  hither t  Al- 
lured by  the  offer  of  exchanging  for  a  commission  on 
full  pay,  the  veteran,  after  thirty  years*  service,  pre- 
pares to  encounter  the  fatal  heats  of  Senegambia ;  bat 
wants  a  small  supply  to  equip  him  for  the  expedition. 

Enter  Sbryamt,  l. 

Serv,  Major  0*Flaherty,  to  wait  on  your  ladyship. 

[Gapt.  D.  retirea  up  the  etage 

Enter  Majob,  l. 

OTla,  (c.)  Spare  your  speeches,  young  man ;  don't 
you  think  her  ladyship  can  take  my  word  for  that  ?  I 
hope,  madam,  *tis  evidence  enough  of  my  being  present, 
when  I  have  the  honour  of  telling  you  so  mysel  r. 

Lady  R.  (r.)  Major  O'Flaherty,  I  am  rejoiced  to 
see  you.    Nephew  Dudley,  you  perceive  I'm  engaged. 

Charlet,  (l.)  I  shall  not  intrude  upon  your  ladyship's 
more  agreeable  engagements.  1  presume  I  have  my 
answer  f 

Lady  R.  Your  answer,  child  !  What  answer  can  you 
possibly  expect  ?  or  how  can  your  romantic  father  sup- 
pose that  I  am  to  abet  him  in  all  his  idle  and  extrava- 
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gant  undertakings  t  Gome,  Major,  let  me  show  you  the 
way  into  my  dressing-room  ;  and  let  ns  leave  this  yoong 
adventurer  to  his  meditation.  [ExU^  R. 

0*Fla,  I  follow  you,  my  lady.  Young  gentleman, 
your  obedient— [PaiMtiMr]  Upon  my  conscience,  as  fine 
a  young  fellow  as  I  would  wish  to  clap  my  eyes  on.  He 
might  have  answered  my  salute,  however : — well,  let  it 
pass.  Fortune,  perhaps,  frowns  upon  the  poor  lad ; 
she*s  a  damned  slippery  lady,  and  very  apt  to  jilt  ns 
poor  fellows,  that  wear  coekaideB  in  our  hats.  Fare  thee 
well,  honey,  whoever  thou  art.  \^Exit^  R, 

Chaiiei,  {^Coming  fomardf]  Somuch  for  the  virtues 
of  a  puritan.    Out  upon  it !  her  heart  is  flint. 

Enter  Miss  Rusport,  r. 

MitM  R.  (R.)  Stop,  stay  a  little,  Charles :  whither 
are  you  going  in  such  haste? 

Ckarl^.  (l.)  Madam;  MissRusport;  what  are  your 
commands  ? 

MigM  R,  Why  so  reserved  ?  We  had  used  to  answer 
to  no  other  names  than  those  of  Charles  and  Charlotte. 

CharlcM.  [Both  advance  to  c]  What  ails  you?  You 
have  been  weeping. 

MiMM  R»  No,  no ;  or  if  I  have,  your  eyes  are  full  too ; 
but  f  have  a  thousand  things  to  say  to  you.  Before  you 
ffo,  tell  me,  1  conjure  you,  where  yon  are  to  be  found : 
here,  give  me  your  direction ;  write  it  upon  the  back  of 
this  visiting  ticket.    Have  you  a  pencil  ? 

Charlet.  1  have ;  but  why  should  yon  desire  to  find 
us  out?  *tb  a  poor  little  inconvenient  place ;  my  sitter 
has  no  apartment  fit  to  receive  you  in. 

BtUer  Servant,  r. 

Sen,  Madam,  my  lady  desires  your  company  di- 
rectly. 

Miss  R,  I  am  coming.  Well,  have  you  wrote  it?  Give, 
it  me.    0,.Charles  !  either  you  do  not,  or  you  will  not, 
understand  me.     [Exemitf  Miss  Rvs.,  R.,  Cbarlbs,  l. 
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ACT   If. 

SCENE  I.— ^    Room  in  Fulmer^s  //oMr.—- Fulmbk 

§eaied. 

Enter  Mrs.  Fulmrr,  l. 

Mrs.  Ful,  Why,  how  you  sit,  musiag  and  mopiD;, 
sighing  and  desponding?  Tin  ashamed  of '  you,  Mr. 
Fulmer :  is  this  the  country  you  described  io  me,  a  se- 
cond Eldorado,  rivers  of  gold  and  rocks  of  diamonds? 
You  found  me  in  a  pretty  spug  retired  way  of  life  at 
Boulogne,  out  of  the  noise  and  bustle  of  the  world,  and 
wholly  at  my  ease.  Fool  that  I  was,  to  be  inveigled 
into  it  by  you :  but,  thank  Heaven,  our  partoership  is 
revocable  !  I  am  not  your  wedded  wife,  praised  be  my 
stars !  [Fulmer  rises,  and  slowly  advances  'fonoard] 
for  what  have  we  got,  whom  have  we  gulled  but  our- 
selves 7  which  of  all  your  trains  has  taken  fire  ?  Eveo 
this  poor  expedient  of.  your  bookseller's  shop  seems 
abandoned ;  for  if  a  chance  customer  drops  in,  who  is 
there,  pray,  to  help  him  to  what  he  wants  7 

FuL  (r.  c.)  Patty,  you  know  it  is  not  upon  slight 
grounds  that  I  despair;  there. had  used  to  be  a  liveti^ 
hood  to  be  picked  up  in  this  country,  both  for  the  ho- 
nest and  dishonest :  I  have  tried  ea<ih  walk,  and  am 
likely  to  starve  at  last :  there  is  not  a  point  to  which 
the  wit  and  faculty  of  man  can  turn,  that  I  have  not  set 
mine  to,  but  in  vain  ;  I  am  heat  through  every  quarter 
of  the  compass. 

Mrs,  Ful,  (l.)  Ah  I  common  efforts  all :  strike  ue  a 
master-stroke,  Mr.  Fulmer,  if  yon  wish  to  make  any 
figure  in  this  country. 

Ful.  But  where,  how,  and  whatt  I  ba-ve  blustered 
for  prerogative ; '  I  have  bellowed  for  freedom ;.  I  hafe 
offered  to  serve  my  country  ;  I  have  engaged  to  betray 
it.  A  master-stroke,  truly !  Why,  I  have  talked  tret- 
son,  writ  treason,  and,  if  a  man  can't  live  by  that,  he 
can  live  by  nothing.  Here  I  set  up  as  a  bookseller, 
why,  men  leave  off  reading ;  and  if  1  was  to  torn  but* 
cher,  1  beWeve,  o**  ik^  tw«.^\wofift^  they'd  leave  oif  eat 
ing. 
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,EfUer  Captain  Dudlbt,  l.  s.  e.,  croMieM  tke itage^  €md 

exit. 

Mr 9.  Ful,  Why,  there  now*8  your  lodger,  old  Cap- 
tain Dudley,  as  he  calls  himself ;  there's  no  flint  with- 
out fire ; .  something  might  be  struck  out  of  him,  if  you 
had  the  wit  to  find  the  way. 

FiU.  Hang  him,  an  old  dry-skinned  curmudgeon !  you 
may  as  well  think  to  get  truth  out  of  a  courtier,  or  can- 
dour out  of  a  critic :  I  can  make  nothing  of  him ;  be- 
sides, he*s  poor,  and  therefore  not  for  our  purpose. 

Mrt.  Ful.  The  more  fool  he !  Would  any  man  be 
poor,  that  had  such  a  prodigy  in  his  possession  ? 

Ful.  His  daughter,  you  mean :  she  is,  indeed,  un- 
commonly beautiful. 

Mrs,  Ful.  Beautiful  I  why  she  need  only  be  seen,  to 
have  the  first  men  in  the  kingdom  at  her  feet.  Egad, 
I  wish  I  had  the  leasing  of  her  beauty  !  Wliat  would 
some  of  our  young  nabobs  give? 

FuL  Hush!  here  comes  the  Captain.  Good  girl, 
leave  us  to  ourselves,  and  let  me  try  what  1  can  make 
of  him. 

Mrs.  Ful,  Captain,  truly !  i*faith  l*d  have  a  regi- 
ment, had  I  such  a  daughter,  before  I  was  three  months 
older*  [Exit,  l. 

Enter  Captain  Dudley,  r.  s.  e. 

Pul»  (l.)  Captain  Dudley,  gocMi  morning  to  you. 

Dud.  (r.)  Mr.  Fulmer,  1  have  borrowed  a  book  from 
your  shop ;  'tis  the  sixth  volume  of  my  deceased  friend 
Tristram :  he  is  a  fiattering  writer  to  us  poor  soldiers ; 
and  the  divine  story  of  Le  Fevre,  which  makes  part  of 
this  book,  in  my  opinion  of  it,  does  honour,  not  to  its 
author  only,  but  to  human  nature. 

Ful.  He's  an  author  I  keep  in  the  way  of  trade,  but 
one  I  never  relished  :  he  is  much  too  loose  and  profii- 
gate  for  my  taste. 

Dud.  That's  being  too  severe :  I  hold  him  to  be  a 
moralist  in  the  noblest  sense :  be  plays,  indeed,  with 
the  fancy,  and  sometimes,  perhaps,  too  wantonly  ;  but 
while  he  thus  designedly  masks  his  main  attack,  he 
comes  at  once  upon  the  heart;  refines,  amends  it, 
softens  it ;  beats  down  each  selfish  barrier  from  about 
it,  and  opens  every  sluice  of  pity  and  benevolence. 

Ful.  Well,  sir,  I  shall  not  oppose  your  opinion.  A 
favourite  author  is  like  a  favourite  mistress ;  and  thcr«^ 
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y«i  know,  ^Captain,  no  man  likes  to  baTO  Idi  tatiB 
arraigned. 

Dud.  Upon  my  word,  sir,  I  don*t  know  wliat  a  mta 
likes  in  that  ease ;  'tis  an  experiment  1  Dever  made. 

Fia.  Sir  I— are  yon  serious  I 

Dud,  *Tis  of  little  eonseqnenee  whether  yon  thfadL 
so. 

FmL  What  a  formal  old  prig  it  is  I  [iltide.]  I  ip- 
prehend  yon,  sir,  you  speak  with  eaution ;  yon  are  mtr- 
riedl 

Dud.  I  have  been. 

Ful.  And  this  young  lady,  which  aeoompanies  yon- 
Dud.  Passes  for  my  daughter. 

Ful.  Passes  for  his  daughter!  Humph— [jRife.]-- 
8he  is  exceedingly  beautiful,  finely  accompluhed,  of  i 
most  enchanting  shape  and  idr. 

Dud.  Yon  are  much  too  partial ;  she  has  the  greatest 
defect  a  woman  can  have. 

Ful.  How  so,  pray  ? 

Dud.  She  has  no  fortune. 

FUl.  Rather  say,  that  you  haye  none :  and  that's  a 
sore  defect  in  one  of  your  years.  Captain  Dudley.  Ton 
have  served,  no  doubt  t 

Dud.  Familiar  coxcomb !  birt  1*11  humour  him. 

[AHdi. 
Ful.  A  close  old  fox  I  but  I'll  unkennel  him. 

[AHdi. 

Dud.  Above  thirty  years  I've  been  in  tiie  serriee,  Mr. 
Pulmer. 

Ful.  I  guess'd  as  much ;  I  laid  it  at  no  less  t  wh^, 
*tis  a  wearisome  time :  'tis  an  apprenticeship  to  a  pro- 
fSession,  fit  only  for  a  patriareh.  But  preferment  matt 
be  closely  followed :  you  never  could  have  been  so  i^ 
behind-hand  in  the  chase,  unless  you  had  palpably  ml** 
taken  your  way.  You*ll  pardon  me ;  but  I  begin  to  pef- 
ceive  yon  .have  lived  in  the  world,  not  with  it. 

Dud.  It  may  be  so ;  and  you,  perhaps,  can  give  nie 
better  counsel.  1  am  now  soliciting  a  ftivonr ;  an  ex- 
change to  a  company  on  full  pay ;  nothing  more  ;  and 
yet  I  meet  a  thousand  bars  to  that;  though,  without 
boasting,  f  should  think  the  certificate  of  services 
which  I  sent  in,  might  have  purchased  that  indulgence 
to  me. 

Ful.  Who  thinks  or  cares  about  them  ?  Certificate  of 
services,  indeed  1  Send  in  a  certificate  of  your  hit 
daughter ;  carry  her  in  your  hand  with  you. 
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.  What  I  Who!  My  daughter  I  Garry  my  daugli- 
^ell,  and  what  then  ? 

Why,  then  your  fortune's  made,  that's  all. 
.  I  understand  you':  and  this  you  eall  knowledge 
world!    Despicable  knowledge!  but,  drrah,  I 
Te  you  know—  iTkrtaUmit^  him. 

Help !  who's  within  ?  Would  you  strike  me,  sir  t 
f  on  lilt  ap  your  hand  against  a  huui  in  his  own 

.  In  a  church,  if  he  dare  insult  the  poverty  of  a 

honour. 

Have  a  care  what  you  do ;  remember  there  is 
thing  in  law  as  an  assault  and  battery ;  ay,  and 
ifling  forms  as  warrants  and  indictments. 
.  Oo,  sir ;  vou  are  too  mean  for  my  resentment : 
t,  and  not  the  law,  protects  you.    Hence ! 

An  old,  absurd,  incorrigible  blockhead !  I'll  be 
ed  of  him.  [Aside, — £ri<,  l. 

r  Charles  Dudley,  r. — Captain  Dudley 
natedt  l. 

'id.  (r.)  What  is  the  matter,  sir?  Sure  I  lleard 
:ry  as  I  entered  the  house. 
.  (c.)  Not  unlikely ;  our  landlord  and  his  wife 
ever  wrangling— (A<f<ai^)^-Oid  you  find  your 
udley  at  home  1 
rles.  I  did. 

.  And  wimt  was  your  reeeption? 
*fet.  Cdd  as  our  poverty  and  her  pride  eoald 

.  Yon  told  lier  the  pressing  oceasion  I  had  for  a 

apply  to  equip  me  for  this  exchange:  has  she 

I  me  the  relief  I  asked  ? 

'its.  Alas,  sir  1  she  has  peremptorily  refused  it. 

.  That's  hard ;  that's  hard,  indeed !  My  petition 

'  a  small  sum  ;  she  has  refused  it,  you  say :  well, 

> ;  I  must  not  complain.    Did  you  see  the  broker, 

he  insuranoe  on  my  life  ? 

leg.  There  again  I  am  the  messenger  of  ill  news : 

lise  no  money,  so  fatal  is  the  climate.  Alas  I  that 

r  father  should  be  sent  to  perish  in  such  a  place  ! 

Elder  Lou  isa  Dudley,  l.  s.  e. 

(l.)  Louisa,  what's  the  matter?    You  seem 
I. 

I  am,  indeed.    Coming  from  Miss  Rasport's,  I 
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met  a  yoang  gentleman  in  the  streets,  who  has  beset  me 
in  the  strangest  manner. 

Ckarlet,  (a.)  Insufferable !  Was  he  rode  to  yoaf 

Lou.  I  cannot  say  he  was  absolutely  rude  to  me ;  but 
he  was  Tery  Importunate  to  speak  to  me,  and  once  or 
twice  attempted  to  lift  up  my  hat :  he  followed  metolhe 
comer  of  the  stieet,  and  there  I  gave  him  the  slip. 

Dud*  You  must  walk  no  more  in  the  streets,  child, 
without  me  or  your  brother. 

Lou,  O  Charles!  Miss  Rusport  desires  to  see  yoi 
directly.  Lady  Rusport  is  gone  out,  and  she  hasscNW- 
thing  particular  to  say  to  you. 

Charles,  Have  you  any  commands  for  me,  sir  ? 

.Dud.  None,  my  dear.  By  all  means  wait  upon  Miu 
Rusport.  Gome,  Louisa ;  I  must,  desire  you  to  go  ip 
to  your  chamber,  and  compose  yourself/       [Exeid^  t- 

Enter  Bblcoub,  ^fter  peeping  in  at  the  door^  a.  8.1. 

Bel.  Not  a  soul,  as  I*m  ali?e.  Why,  what  an  odd 
sort  of  a  house  is  this  *  Confound  the  little  jilt!  ^ 
has  fairly  given  me  the  slip.  A  plague  upon  this  Loi- 
don  I  I  shall  have  no  luck  in  it :  sueh  a  crowd,  and  nek 
a  hurry,  and  such  a  number  of  shops,  and  one  so  Ukt 
the  other,  that  whether  the  wench  turned  into  this  bosst 
or  the  next,  or  whether  she  went  up  stairs  or  down  stsiis. 
(for  there*s  a  world  above  and  a  world  below,  it  seeai) 
I  declare,  I  know  no  more  than  if  I  were  in  the  Blie 
Mountains.  In  the  name  of  all  the  de? ils  at  once,  aky 
did  she  run  away  7  If  every  handsome  girl  I  meet  ii 
this  town  is  to  lead  me  such  a  wildgoose  chase,  I  hid 
better  have  stayed  in  the  torrid  zone :  I  shall  be  wtfted 
to  the  size  of  a  sugar-cane.  What  shall  I  do?  glfethi 
chase  up  ?  hang  it,  that's  cowardly.  Shall  1,  a  tne> 
horn  son  of  Phcebus,  suffer  this  little  nimble-fooied 
Daphne  to  escape  me  f  **  Forbid  it,  honour,  and  f<^ 
hid  it,  lore."  Hush!  Hush!  here  she  comes!  Oh! 
the  de?il !    Wliat  tawdry  thing  have  we  got  here? 

Enter  Mas.  Fulmer,  l. 

MvM.  Ful.  (l.  c.)  Your  humble  servant,  sir. 
Bel,  (r.  c.)  Your  humble  serirant,  madam. 
Mre.  Ful.  A  fine  summer's  day,  sic.  , 

Bel.  Yes,  ma*am  ;  and  so  cool,  that,  if  the  caleodtf 
didn*t  call  it  July,  I  should  swear  it  waa  January. 
Mrs.  Ful.  «»\t  I 
Bet.  >liaidkam\ 
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Mrs.  Ful,  Do  you  wish  to  speak  to  Mr,  Fulmer,  sir  ? 

BeL  Mr.  Fulmer,  madam?  I  liay'iiH  the  honour  of 
knowing  such  a  person. 

Alrg.  Ful,  No !  *Tis  the  Captain,  I  suppose,  you  are 
-waiting  for. 

BeL  1  rather  suspect  it  is  the  Captain's  wife. 

Mrt,  Ful,  The  Captain  has  no  wife,  sir. 

Bel,  No  wife !  I'm  heartily  sorry  for  it ;  for  then 
she*s  his  mistress ;  and  that  I  take  to  be  the  more  de- 
sperate case  of  the  two.  Pray,  madam,  wasn't  there  a 
lady  just  now  turned  into  your  house  ?  *Twas  with  her 
I  wished  to  speak. 

Mrs,  FiU,  What  sort  of  a  lady,  pray  ? 

Bel,  One  of  the  loveliest  sort  my  eyes  ever  be.held ; 
young,  tall,  fresh,  fair ;  in  short,  a  goddess. 

Mrs,  Ful,  [^With  affected  gaiety,']  Nay,  but,  dear, 
dear  sir,  now  t  am  sure  you  flatter  ;  for  'twas  me  you 
followed  into  the  shop-door  this  minute. 

Bel,  You !  No,  no,  take  my  word  for  it,  it  was  not 
yon,  madam. 

Mrs,  Ful.  But  what  is  it  you  laugh  at  ? 

Bel,  Upon  my  soul,  I  ask  your  pardon  ;  but.it  was 
not  you,  believe  me ;  be  assured  it  wasn't. 

Mrs.  Ful,  Well;  sir,  I  shall  not  contend  for  the  ho- 
nour of  being  noticed  by  you ;  I  hope  you  think  you 
-wouldn't  have  been  the  first  man  that  has  noticed  me  in 
the  streets  ;  however,  this  I'm  positive  of,  that  no  liv- 
ing- woman  but  myself  has  entered  these  doors  this 
morning. 

Bel,  Why,  then,  I'm  mistaken  in  the  house,  that's 
all ;  for  it  is  not  humanly  possible  1  can  be  so  far  out  in 
the  lady.  \_Retiring,  r. 

Mrs,  Ful,  Coxcomb !  But  hold — a  thought  occurs ; 
as  sure  as  can  be,  he.  has  seen  Miss  Dudley.  A  word 
with  you,  young  gentleman :  come  back. 

Bel,  [Returning,']  Well,  what's  your  pleasure? 

Mrs,  Ful,  You  seem  greatly  captivated  with  this 
young  lady.  Are  you  apt  to  fall  in  love  .thus  at  first 
sight? 

Bel,  Oh,  yes :  'tis  tl)e  only  way  I  can  ever  fall  in 
love;  Any  man  may  tumble  into  a  pit  by  surprise ;  none 
but  a  fool  would  walk  into  one  by  choice. 

Mrs*  Ful,  You  area  hasty  lover,  it  seems  :  have  you 
spirit  to  be  a  generous  one  ?  They,  that  will  please  the 
eye,  mustn't  spare  the  purse. 

Bel.  Try  me ;  put  me  to  the  proof ;  bring  me  to  an 

c  2 
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interview  with  the  dear  girl  that  has  thus  eapUyated  me, 
and  see  whether  I  have  spirit  to  be  grateful. 

Ifn .  Ful.  But  how,  pray,  am  1  to  linow  the  girl  yoa 
iwYe  set  your  heart  on  I 

BH.  By  an  undescribable  grace,  that  accompaniei 
every  look  and  action  that  falls  from  her.  There  can  be 
but  one  such  woman  in  tlie  world,  and  nobody  can  mis- 
take that  one. 

Mn.  FuL  Well,  if  I  shonld  stunble  vpon  this  angiA 
in  my  walks,  where  am  I  to  find  yon?  What's  yosr 
name? 

Bel.  Upon  my  soul,  I  can't  tell  yon  my  name 

Jlfr*.  Ful.  Not  tell  me  I  Why  so? 

BH.  Because  I  don't  know  what  ft  is  myself)  as  yet 
I  have  no  name. 

Mrg,  Ful,  No  name ! 

Bel,  None ;  a  friend,  indeed,  lent  me  his  \  bat  he  for- 
bade me  to  use  it  on  any  unworthy  occasion. 

Mrg,  FtU,  But  where  is  your  place  of  abode  f 

Bel,  I  have  none ;  I  never  slept  a  night  in  England 
in  my  life.        {Betiret  up  tki  iCn^,  amd  HU  at  a  table, 

Mn,  Ful.  Hey-day ! 

Enter  Fulmba,  l. 

Ful,  (l.)  a  fine  ease,  truly,  in  a  free  country !  A 
pretty  pass  things  are  come  to,  if  a  roan  Is  to  be  as- 
saulted in  his  own  house  I 

Afrt.  Ful.  (c.)  Who  has  assaulted  yoa,  my  dear? 

Ful.  Who !  why  this  Captain  Drawcansir,  this  old 
Dudley,  my  lodger ;  but  I'll  unlodge  him ;  I'll  unbar- 
hour  him,  1  warrant. 

Mn,  Ful,  Hush!  hush!  Hold  your  tongue,  man; 
pocket  the  affiront,  and  be  quiet :  I've  a  scheme  on  foot 
will  pay  you  a  hundred  beatings.  Why,  yoa  surprise 
me,  Mr.  Fulmer.  Captain  Dudley  assault  yoa  I  Im- 
possible. 

Ful,  Nay,  I  can't  call  it  an  absolute  assault ;  bat  be 
threatened  lae. 

Mrs,  Ful,  Oh,  was  that  all  ?  I  thought  how  it  would 
turn  out — [FuLUBR  seet  Bbloour.]— A  likely  thing, 
truly,  for  a  person  of  his  obliging  compassionate  turn ! 
No,  no,  poor  Captain  Dudley,  he  has  sorrows  and  dis- 
tresses enough  of  his  own  to  employ  his  spirits,  with- 
out setting  them  against  other  people.  Make  it  up  as 
fast  as  you  can :  watch  this  gentleman  out ;  follow  him 
wherever  he  goes,  and  br'ng  me  word  who  and  what  he 
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is.     Be  sure  you  don*t.  lose  sight  of  him;  I*ve  other 
business  in  hand.  [Exitt  R. 

Bel,  [Advancing  to  c]  Pray,  sir,  what  sorrows  and 
distresses  have  befallen  this  old  gentleman  you  speak 
of? 

FuL  (l.)  Poverty,  disappointment,  and  all  the  dis- 
tresses attendant  thereupon :  sorrow  enough  of  all  con- 
science ;  I  soon  found  howiit  was  with  him,  by  his  way 
of  living,  low  enough  of  all  reason ;  but  what  I  over- 
heard this  morning  put  it  out  of  all  doubt. 

Bel,  (r.)  What  did  you  overhear  this  rooming  ? 

FSU,  Why,  it  seems  he  wants  to  join  his  regiment, 
and  has  been  beating  the  town  over  to  raise  a  little 
money  for  that  purpose  upon  his  pay ;  but  the  climate, 
I  find,  where  he  is  going,  is  so  unhealthy,  that  nobody 
can  be  found  to  lend  him  any. 

Bel,  (R.  c.)  Why,  then,  your  town  is  a  damned  good- 
for-nothing  town  ;  and  I  wish  I  had  never  come  into  it. 

Ful,  (l.  c.)  That*s  what  I  say,  sir ;  the  hard-heart- 
edness  of  some  folks  is  unaccountable.  There's  an  old 
Lady  Rusport,  a  near  relation  of  this  gentleman's  ;  she 
lives  hard  by  here,  opposite  to  Stock  well's,  the  great 
merchant ;  he  sent  to  her  a-begging,  but  to  no  purpose ; 
though  she  is  as  rich  as  a  Jew,  she  would  not  furnish 
him  with  a  farthing. 

Bel,  Is  the  Captain  at  home  ? 

Ful.  He  is  up  stairs,  sir. 

Bel.  Will  you  take  the  trouble  to  desire  him  to  step 
hither?  I  want  to  speak  to  him. 

Ful,  ril  send  him  to  you  directly.  I  don't  know 
what  to  make  of  this  young  man  ;  but,  if  I  live,  I  will 
find  him  out,  or  know  the  reason  why.  [Exit,  l. 

Bel,  I've  lost  the  girl,  it  seems ;  that's  clear :  she 
was  the  first  object  of  my  pursuit ;  but  the  case  of  this 
poor  officer  touches  me ;  and,  after  all,  there  may  be  as 
much  true  delight  in  rescuing  a  fellow-creature  from 
distress,  as  there  would  be  in  plunging  one  into  it— — 
But  let  me  see:  it's  a  point  that  must  be  managed 
with  some  delicacy — Apropos !  there's  pen  and  ink — 
I've  struck  upon  a  method  that  will  do.  [SUm  down  at 
the  table,  and  writes.'i  Ay,  ay,  this  is  the  very  thing : 
'twas  devilish  lucky  I  happened  to  have  these  bills 
about  me.  There,  there,  fare  you  well !  I'm  glad  to  be 
rid  of  you  ;  you  stood  a  chance  of  being  worse  a.i^^\\^s 
I  can  tell  you.  [Encloses  and  seoU  the  va?^<^ 

c  8 
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FuLMBR  Mngs  in  Dudlbt^  l. 

Ful.  (l.)  Thal*s  the  gefitleiMuiy  sir.  I  ■hall  aake 
bold,  howeTer,  to  lend  an  ear.  [Bxit,  l. 

Dud.  (c.)  Have  you  any  eommands  for  me,  sirT 

fie/,  (a.)  Your  name  is  Dudley,  sirt— 

Dud.  ItU. 

BeL  Yon  eomoiand  a  eampany,  1  tbink,  Ca|itain 
Dudley? 

Olid.  I  did :  I  am  now  upon  half-pay*. 

BeL  Yon  have  scnred  some  time? 

Dud,  A  pretty  many  years ;  longetioQgh  lo  see  some 
people  of  more  merit  and  better  interest  than  myself 
made  general  officers. 

BeL  Their  merit  I  may  have  some  doubt  of;  their 
interest  1  can  readily  give  credit  to  ;  there  is  little  pro- 
motion to  be  looked  for  in  your  profession,  I  believe, 
without  friends.  Captain  ? 

Dud*  I  believe  so,  too.  Have  you  any  other  business 
with  me,  may  I  ask  ? 

Bel.  Your  patience  for  a  moment.  I  was  inforaied 
you  were  about  to  join  your  regiment  in  distant  qaar- 
ters  abroad. 

Dud,  I  have  been  soliciting  an  exchange  to  a  co»- 
pany  on  full  pay,  quartered  at  Jameses  Fort,  in  Beoe- 
gambia  ;  but,  I  am  afraid,  I  must  drop  the  undertaking. 

BeL  Why  so,  pray  ? 

Dud.  Why  so,  sir  ?  'Tis  a  home  (|uestioii,  for  a  per- 
fect stranger  to  put ;  there  is  something  very  particalsr 
In  all  this. 

BeL  If  it  is  not  impertinent,  sir,  allow  me  to  ask  yoa 
what  reason  you  have  for  despairing  of  success  ? 

Dud.  Why,  really,  sir,  mine  is  an  obrious  reason, 
for  a  soldier  to  have — Want  of  money ;  simply  that. 

Bei.  May  1  beg  to  know  the  sum  you  have  occasion 
for? 

Dud.  Truly,  sir,  I  cannot  exactly  tell  you  on  a  sad- 
den ;  nor  is  it,  I  sappose,  of  any  great  consequence  ts 
you  to  be  informed :  but  I  should  guess,  in  toe  gross, 
that  two  hundred  pounds  would  serve 

Bel.  And  do  you  find  a  difficulty  in  raising  that  sasi 
upon  your  pay  ?  *Tis  done  every  day. 

Dud.  The  nature  of  the  climate  makes  it  difficult:  I 
can  get  no  one  to  insure  my  life. 

Bel.  Oh !  that's  a  circumstance  may  make  for  you,  as 
well  as  against :  in  short.  Captain  Dudley,  it  so  hap- 
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pens,  that  1  can  eommand  the  sum  of  two  hvndred 
poandft :  seek  no  farther ;  1*11  accommodate  yoa  with 
it  upon  easy  terms. 

DudL  Sir !'  do  I  understand  you  rightly  ? — I  beg  your 
pardon ;  bat  am  I  to  belieye  that  you  are  in  earnest? 

Bel.  What  is  yonr  surprise  ?  Is  it  an  uncommon  thing 
for  a  gentleman  to  speak  truth  ?  Or  is  it  incredible  that 
oae  fellow-ereature  should  assist  another? 

Dud.  I  ask  your  pardon — May  I  beg  to  know  to 
whom  ? — Do  you  propose  this  in  the  way  of  business  ? 

Bel.  Entirely :  I  have  no  other  business  on  earth. 

Dud,  Indeed !  Yon  are  not  a  broker,  I'm  persuaded  ? 

BH.  I  am  not. 

Dud.  Nor  an  army-agent,  I  think  ? 

Bel.  I  hope  you  will  not  think  the  worse  of  me  for 
being  neither;  in  short,  sir,  if  yoa  will  peruse  this 
paper,  it  will  explain  to  yon  who  I  am,  and  upon  what 
terms  1  act :  while  you  read  it,  1  will  step  home,  and 
fetch  the  money:  and  we  will  conclude  the  bargain 
without  loss  of  time.  In  the  meanwhile,  good  day  to 
yoa.  [Exit  hastily,  r.  b.  b. 

Dud.  Humph  I  there's  something  very  odd  m  all  this. 
Let  me  see  what  we've  got  here — ^This  paper  is  to  tell 
me  who  he  is,  and  what  are  his  terms :  in  the  name  of 
wonder,  why  has  he  sealed  it?  Hey-day  1  what's 
here  ?— Two  bank  notes,  of  a  hundred  each  I  I  can't 
comprehend  what  this  means.  Hold  !  here's  a  writing, 
perhaps  that  will  show  me.  **  Accept  this  trifle ;  pur- 
sue your  fortune,  and  prosper."  Am  I  in  a  dream?  Is 
this  a  reality  ?  [  Rtiiren  a.,  paufiug . 

EfU^r  Major  O'Flahbrtt,  r.  s.  b. 

0*Fla.  *Save  you,  my  dear!  Is  it  you  now  that  are 

Captain  Dudley,  I  would  a»k  ? Whuh  *  What's  the 

hurry  the  man's  in?  If  'tis  the  lad  that  run  out  of  the 
shop  you  would  overtake,  you  might  as  well  stay  where 
you  are  ;  by  my  soul  he*s  as  nimble  as  a  croat ;  you  are 
a  full  boor's  march  in  his  rear — ^Ay  faith,  you  may  as 
well  torn  back,  and  give  over  the  pursuit.  Well,  Cap- 
tain Dudley,  if  that's  your  name,  there's  a  letter  for  you. 
Read,  man  ;  read  it ;  and  I'll  have  a  word  with  you  after 
you  have  done. 

Dud.  (l.)  More  miracles  on  foot!  So, so, from  Lady 
Rusport. 

O^Fla.  (r.)  You're  right;  it's  from  her  ladyship. 
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Dud,  Well,  sir,  I  have  cast  my  eye  o¥er  it ;  *tis  short 
and  peremptory  ;  are  you  acquainted  with  the  cootents? 

O^Fla,  Not  at  all,  my  dear ;  not  at  all.        / 

Dud.  Have  you  any  message  from  Lady  Rasport? 

0*Fla.  Not  a  syllable,  honey  :  only  when  you've 
digested  the  letter,  I*ve  a  little  bit  of  a  message  to 
deliver  you  from  myself. 

Dud,  (l.  c.)  And  may  I  beg  to  know  who  yourself  is? 

O^Fla.  (B.C.)  Dennis  0*Flaherty,  at  your  service; 
a  poor  major  of  grenadiers ;  nothing  better. 

Dud.  So  much  for  your  name  and  title,  sir ;  now  be 
so  good  to  favour  me  with  your  message. 

0*Fta.  Why  then.  Captain,  1  must  tell  you,  I  have 

Sromised  Lady  Rusport  you  shall  do  whatever  it  is  she 
ids  you  to  do  in  that  letter  there. 

Dud.  Ay,  Indeed;  you  have  undertaken  so  much, 
Major,  without  knowing  either  what  she  commands,  or 
what  I  can  perform  ? 

0*Fla.  That*s  your  concern,  my  dear,  not  mine:  I 
must  keep  my  word,  you  know. 

Dud.  Or  else,  i  suppose,  you  and  I  must  measure 
swords  ? 

O^Fla.  Upon  my  soul,  you've  hit  it. 

Dud.  That  would  hardly  answer  to  either  of  us ;  yon 
and  I  have,  probably,  had  enough  of  fighting  in  our  time 
before  now. 

0*Fla.  Faith  and  troth.  Master  Dudley,  you  may  say 
that ;  *tis  thirty  years,  come  the  time,  that  I  have  fol- 
lowed the  trade,  and  in  a  pretty  many  countries. — Let 
me  see — In  the  war  before  last  I  served  in  the  Irish 
brigade,  d'ye  see ;  there,  after  bringing  oflf  the  French 
monarque,  I  left  his  service,  with  a  British  bullet  in  my 
body,  and  this  riband  in  my  button-hole.  Last  war  I 
followed  the  fortunes  of  the  German  eagle,  in  the  corps 
of  grenadiers ;  there  I  had  my  belly  full  of  fighting,  and  a 
plentiful  scarcity  of  every  thing  else.  After  six-and- 
twenty  engagements,  great  and  small,  I  went  oflf  with 
this  gash  on  my  scull,  and  a  kiss  of  the  Empress  Queen's 
sweet  hand  (Heaven  bless  it !)  for  my  pains.  Since  the 
peace,  my  dear,  I  took  a  little  turn  with  the  confederates 
there  in  Poland — But  such  another  set  of  madcaps  ! — By 
the  Lord  Harry,  I  never  knew  what  it  was  they  were 
scuffling  about. 

IJud.  Well,  Major,  I  won't  add  another  action  to  the 
list ;  you  shall  keep  your  promise  with  Lady  Rusport: 
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she  require*  me  to  leave  London ;  1  shall  go  in  a  few 
days,  and  you  may  take  what  credit  you  please  from  my 
complianee. 

CrFia,  Gi?6  me  your  hand,  my  dear  boy !  this  will 
malce  her  my  own ;  when  that's  the  ease,  we  shall  be 
brothers,  you  know,  and  we'll  share  her  fortune  between 

US* 

Dud.  Not  so,  Major:  the  man,  who  marries  Lady 
Rnsport,  will  have  a  fair  title  to  her  fortune  without  di- 
vision. Bur  I  hbpe  your  expectations  of  prevailing  are 
founded  upon  good  reasons. 

O  Fla,  Upon  the  best  grounds  in  the  world:  first,  I 
think  she  will  comply,  because  she  is  a  woman ;  second- 
ly, I  am  persuaded  she  won't  hold  out  long,  because 
8he*8  a  widow ;  and«  thirdly,  I  make  sure  of  her,  Im*- 
cause  I  have  married  five  wives  {en  mUitaire^  Captain) 
and  never  failed  yet ;  and,  for  what  I  know,  they  are  all 
alive  and  merry  at  this  very  hour. 

Dud,  Well,  sir,  go  on,  and  prosper.  If  you  can  in- 
spire Lady  Rusport  with  half  your  charity,  I  sliall  think 
you  deserve  all  her  fortune ;  at  present,  I  most  beg  your 
excuse.    Good  morning  to  yom  [^nt,  l. 

0*Fla.  A  good  sensible  man,  and  very  much  of  a  sol- 
dier. I  did  not  care  if  I  was  better  acquainted  with  him : 
but  'tis  an  awkward  kind  of  country  for  that ;  the  En- 
glish, I  observe,  are  close  friends,  but  distant  acquaint- 
ance. I  suspect  the  old  lady  has  not  been  over  gene- 
rous to  poor  Dudley.  I  shall  give  her  a  little  touch 
•bout  that.  Upon  my  soul,  I  know  but  one  excuse  a  per- 
son can  have  for  giving  nothing,  and  that  is,  like  my- 
self, having  nothing  to  give.  [^^^t^*  b 


SCENE  Ih^Lady  RutpoH^M  Hou§g."^A  DreKHng- 

jRoom. 

Miss  RuspoRT  and  Luct,  r. 

MtMS  R.  (c.)  Well,  Lucy,  you've  dislodged  the  old 
lady  at  last;  but  methought  you  was  a  tedious  time 
about  it. 

Lueu.  (b.)  a  tedious  time,  indeed  ;  I  thought  I  should 
never  have  got  her  out  of  the  house. 

MUs  R,  But  Where's  Charles  Dudley  ?  Run  down, 
dear  girl,  and  be  ready  to  let  him  in ;  I  think  he's  as 
long  in  coming  as  she  was  in  going. 
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Lue^,  Why,  indeed,  madam,  you  seem  the  more  alert 
of  the  two,  I  must  say.  [  BxU,  i. 

Miu  R,  Now  the  deuce  take  the  girl,  for  putting  that 
notion  into  my  haad :  I  am  sadly  afraid  Dudley  does  not  " 
like  me :  so  much  encouragement  as  I  have  given  bilnto  [ 
declare  himself,  I  never  could  get  a  word  from  him  oi 
the  subject !  This  may  be  very  honourable,  but  upoi 
my  life  it*s  very  provoking.  By  the  way,  I  wonder  hov 
I  look  to-day:  [Running  to  the  dresEing^gian,  near 
•  M.  D.l  Oh  !  shockingly !  hideously  pate !  like  a  witch! 
— This  is  the  old  lady*s  glass,  and  she  has  left  some  of 
her  wrinkles  on  it.  How  frightfully  have  I  put  on  my 
-cap  I  all  awry !  and  my  hair  dressed  so  unbecomiog ! 
altogether,  I*m  a  most  complete  fright 

Enter  Charles,  l.,  and  goes  to  her  unobserved, 

Charles.  That  I  deny. 

Miss  A.  Ah ! 

Charles.  Qnarrelling  with  your  glass,  cousin  ?  Make 
it  up,  make  it  up,  and  be  friends ;  it  cannot  complimcit 
you  more  than  by  reflecting  you  as  you  are. 

Miss  R.  [Come  forward,]  Well,  I  vow,  my  dear 
-Charles,  that  is  delightfully  said,  aud  deserves  my  very 
best  courtesy  :  your  flattery,  like  a  rich  jewel,  has  a  n- 
lue,  not  only  from  its  superior  lustre,  but  from  its  ex* 
traordinary  scarceness:  I  verily  think,  this  istheooly 
civil  speech  you  ever  directed  to  my  person  in  yov 
life. 

Charles,  (l.  c.)  And  I  ought  to  ask  pardon  of  yov    k 
good  sense  for  having  done  it  now. 

Miss  R.  (r.  c.)  Nay,  now  you  relapse  again :  don*tyoo 
know,  if  you  keep  well  with  a  woman  on  the  great  score 
of  beauty,  she*H  never  quarrel  with  you  on  the  triiinj 
article  of  good  sense  ?~But  anjr  thing  serves  to  fill  ap 
a  dull,  yawning  hour  with  an  insipid  cousin  :  you  have 
brighter  moments,  and  warmer  spirits,  for  the  dear  girl 
of  your  heart. 

Charles.  Oh,  fie  upon  you  1  fle  upon  you  ! 

Miss  R.  You  blush,  and  the  reason  is  apparent;— 
you  are  a  novice  at  hypocrisy  ;  hut  ho  practice  can  make 
a  visit  of  ceremony  pass  for  a  visit  of  choice.  Love  is 
ever  before  its  time ;  friendship  is  apt  to  lag  a  little 
after  It. — Pray,  Charles,  did  you  make  any  extraordi- 
nary haste  hither? 

Charles.  B^  ^owt  Q;J^ft%l\ol\^  I  see,  you  acquit  roe  ef 
the  impeTlvaetvcfe  ^t  \i^V^%Nsw\«H^, 
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Mi88  ti.  But  why  impertinence?  Why  the  imper- 
tinence of  being  in  love? — You  have  one  language  for 
me,  Charles,  and  another  for  the  woman  of  your  affec- 
tion. 

Charles,  You  are  mistaken  : — the  woman  of  my  affec- 
tion shall  never  hear  any  other  language  from  me  than 
what  I  use  to  you. 

Miss  R.  I  am  afraid,  then,  you'll  never  make  yourself 
understood  by  her. 

Charles.  It  is  not  fit  I  should :  there  is  no  need  of 
love  to  make  me  miserable ;  His  wretchedness  enough  to 
be  a  beggar. 

Miss  R.  A  beggar  do  you  call  yourself !  O,  Charles, 
Charles,  rich  in  every  merit  and  accomplishment,  whom 
may  you  not  aspire  to  ?  And  why  think  you  so  unwor- 
thily  of  our  sex,  as  to  conclude  there  is  not  one  to  be 
found  with  sense  to  discern  your  virtue,  and  generosity 
to  reward  it. 

Charles.  You  distress  me :— I  must  beg  to  hear  no 
more. 

Miss  R.  Well,  I  can  be  silent. — Thus  does  he  always 
serve  me,  whenever  I  am  about  to  disclose  myself  to 
him.  [Aside. 

Charles.  Why  do  you  not  banish  me  and  my  misfor- 
tunes for  ever  from  your  thoughts  ? 

Miss  R.  Ay,  wherefore  do  I  not,  since  you  n«ver  al- 
lowed me  a  place  in  yours  ? — But  go,  sir ;  \^Retiringy  r.] 
1  have  no  right  to  stay  you ;  go  where  your  heart  di- 
rects you ;  go  to  the  happy,  the  distinguished  fair  one. 

Charles.  Now,  by  all  that^s  good,  you  do  me  wrong ; 
there  is  no  such  fair  one  for  me  to  go  to,  nor  have  I  au 
acquaintance  among  the  sex,  yourself  excepted,  which 
answers  to  that  description. 

Miss  R.  Indeed.  [^Returning.'] 

Charles.  In  very  truth  :— there,  then,  let  us  drop  the 
subject.— May  you  be  happy,  though  I  never  can ! 

Miss  R,  O,  Charles !  give  me  your  hand :  if  I  hav« 
offended  you,  I  ask  your  pardon :  you  have  been  long 
acquainted  with  my  temper,  and  know  how  to  bear  with 
its  infirmities. 

Charles.  Thus,  my  dear  Charlotte,  let  us  seal  our  re- 
conc\\\9X\on  l^^Kissing  her  /ianr/.]— Bear  with  thy  in- 
firmities !  By  Heaven,  I  know  not  any  one  failing  in  thy 
whole  composition,  except  that  of  too  great  a  partiality 
for  an  undeserving  man. 

Miss  R,  And  you  are  now  taking  l\ke  "^ef^  c«>a%^  ^^ 
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aofMMit  tKat  fttllkig.  A  fhouglit  strikes  roe  :~I  hsTe  a 
eommisBioD  that  yoa  mast  absolutely  execute  for  me : 
I  baTe  Immediate  occasion  for  the  sum  of  two  hnndred 
pounds ;  you  Ilbow  my  fortune  is  shut  up  till  I  am  of 
age ;  take  this  paltry  box,  (it  contains  my  ear-rinp, 
and  some  other  baubles  I  haye  no  use  for)— carry  it  to 
our  opposite  neighbour,  Mr.  Stockwell  (I  don*t  know 
where  else  to  apply),  leave  it  as  a  deposit  in  his  hands, 
and  beg  him  to  accommodate  me  with  the  sum. 

[Goeir  to  dretHng'tabU. 
CkarleM,  Dear  Charlotte,  what  are  you  about  to  do? 
How  can  you  possibly  want  two  hundred  pounds? 

Mi§§  R.  How  can  I  possibly  do  without  it,  you  mean? 
Doesn't  every  lady  want  two  hundred  pounds  ?  Perhaps 
I  have  lost  it  at  play — perhaps  I  mean  to  win  as  much 
to  it — perhaps  I  want  It  for  two  hundred  diflfereut  uses. 
Charlei.  Pooh  I  pooh  I  all  this  is  nothing ;  don't  I 
know  you  never  play  ? 

jifitf  R.  You  mistake ;  I  have  a  spirit  to  set,  not  only 
this  trifle,  but  my  whole  fortune,  upon  a  stake  ;  there- 
fore,  make  no  wry  faces,  but  do  as  I  bid  you.  You 
will  find  Mr.  Stockwell  a  very  honourable  gentleman. 

Enter  Lucy,  inka$te,  l. 

Lucy,  Dear  madam,  as  I  live,  here  comes  the  old 
lady  in  a  liackney-coach. 

iliu  R.  (c.)  The  old  chariot  has  given  her  a  second 
tumble  :*«4iway  with  you  I  you  know  your  way  out, 
without  meeting  her.  Take  the  box,  and  do  as  I  desire 
you. 

Charlet.  I  must  not  dispute  your  orders.  Farewell ! 
[Exeunt,  Charles,  l.,  afi<2.Miss  Rusport,  r. 

EiUer  Ladt  Rusport,  leaning  on  Major   O'Fla- 

HBRTY*8  Arm. 

0*Fla,  Rest  yourself  upon  my  arm ;  never  spare  it ! 
'tis  strong  enough  ;  it  has  stood  harder  service  than  yon 
can  put  it  to. 

iMcy.  (c.)  Mercy  upon  me,  what  is  the  matter?  I 
am  frightened  out  of  my  wits.  Has  your  ladyship  had 
an  accident? 

Lady  R.  [In  a  chair,  c.J  O  Lucy,  the  most  unto- 
ward one  in  nature :  I  know  not  how  I  shall  repair  it. 

0*Ha,  (l.  c.)  Never  go  about  to  repair  it,  my  lady  ; 
even  build  a  new  one  ;  'twas  but  a  crazy  piece  of  busi 
ness,  at  best. 
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Lucy.  (r.  c.)  Bless  me !  is  the  old  chariot  ordke 
>wa  with  you  again  ? 

Lady  R.  Broke,  child !    I  don*t    know  what  might 
iTe  been  broke,  if,  by  great  good  fortune,  this  oblig- 
ig  gentleman  had  not  been  at  hand  to  assist  me. 
jMcy,  Dear  madam,  let  me  run  and  fetch  you  a  cup 
r  the  cordial  drops. 

Lady  R.  Do,  Lucy.  [Exit  Lucy,  r.,  Lady  R.,  point" 
%g  to  a  coarsely  painted  portrait  in  the  back-ground.'i 
.las,  sir,  ever  since  i  lost  my  husband,  my  poor  nerves 
ave  been  shook  to  pieces : — • — There  hangs  his  beloved 
icture:  that  precious  relic,  and  a  plentiful  jointure,  is 
11  that  remains  to  console  me  for  the  best  of  men. 

0*Fla.  Let  me  see.  l*faith,  a  comely  personage  !  By 
is  fur  cloak,  I  suppose  he  was  in  the  Russian  service : 
nd  by  the  gold  chain  round  his  neck,  1  should  guess 
e  had  been  honoured  with  the  order  of  St.  Catharine. 

Lady  R.  No,  no ;  he  meddled  with  no  St.  Catharines : 
-that's  the  habit  he  wore  in  his  mayoralty ;  Sir  Ste- 
phen was  liord  Mayor  of  London — but  he  is  gone,  and 
as  left  me,  a  poor,  weak,  solitary  widow,  behind  him. 

[^At  first  affecting  to  cry,  then  by  degrees  playing  the 
coquette.  She  darts  her  eyes  at  the  Major's,  and 
throws  out  her  hand,  which  he  kisses.'] 

0*Fta,  By  all  means,  then,  take  a  strong,  able, 
learty  man  to  repair  his  loss  :  — If  such  a  plain  fallow 
s  one  Dennis  O' Flaherty  can  please  you;  I  think  I 
aay  venture  to  say,  without  any  disparagement  to  the 
rentleman  in  the  fur  gown  there 

Lady  R  What  are  you  going  to  say  ?  Don't  shock 
ny  ears  with  any  comparisons,  I  desire  • 

O'Fte.  Not  I,  by  hiy  soul ;  I  don't  believe  there's 
iny  comparison  in  the  case. 

Enter  Lucy,  r. 

Lady  ft.  Oh,  are  you  come?  Give  me  the  drops— I'm 
ill  in  a  flutter.  [Here  again  the  acting  of  Mrs.  Har- 
LOWE,  in  taking  the  '"  drops,^*  was  both  natural 
and  exceedingly  comic."] 

O^Fla»  [Lucy  going  away  r.  with  the  dram^bottle,^ 
Elark  ye,  sweetheart ;  what  are  those  same  drops  ?  Have 
^ou  any  more  left  in  the  bottle  ?  I  did'nt  care  if  I  took 
I  little  sip  of  them  myself. 

Lucy,  Oh,  sir,  they  are  called  the  cordial  restorative 
>1ixir,  or  the  nervous  golden  drops ;  they  are  only  for 
adies*  cases. 
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0*Fia.  Yes,  jres,  my  dear,  there  are  gentlemen  as 
well  as  ladies,  that  stand  in  need  of  those  same  golden 
drops ;  they'd  salt  my  ease  to  a  tittle. 
[Oveiiake&  Loot  ai  m,  s.  a.,  and  prevaiU  on  A^r  to 
give  kirn  a  gUui,  which  he  drinks^  and  then  ano- 
ther.   He  ehueke  her  under  the  chin — Bjfii  Luct— 
Major  retume  to  Ladt  R.] 
Lady  R.  iStiU  eeaJUd,  fanning  heree^f.'i  Well,  Ma- 
jor, did  you  gife  old  Dudley  my  letter,  and  will  the 
silly  man  do  as  I  bid  him,  and  begone  1 

0*Fla,  [r.  qf  €hair,'\  Yon  are  obeyed — he*s  on  his 

march. 
Ladg  R,  That's  well ;  you  have  managed  this  matter 
lo  perfection.    I  didn't  think  he  would  ha^e  been  so 
easily  prevailed  upon. 

O'Fla,  At  the  first  word ;  no  difficulty  in  life ;  'tvas 
the  Tory  thing  he  was  determined  to  do  before  I  came. 
I  ne?er  met  a  more  obliging  gentleman. 

Lady  R.  Well,  'tis  no  matter ;  so  I  am  but  rid  of 
him,  and  bis  distresses.    Would  jon  belieye  it.  Major 
O 'Flaherty,  it  was  but  this  morning  he  sent  a-beggisg 
to  me  for  money  to  fit  him  out  upon  some  wild-goose 
expedition  to  the  coast  of  Africa,  I  know  not  where  ? 
0*Fla,  Well,  you  sent  him  what  he  wanted  ? 
Ladjf  R,  I  sent  him  what  he  deserved, — a  flat  refuial. 
O'Fla.  You  refused  him? 
Lady  R,  Most  undoubtedly. 
0*Fla.  You  sent  him  nothing  ! 
Lady  R.  Not  a  shilling. 

0*Fla,  Good  morning  to  you — [Croff««  to  t.]  Your 
servant —  [^Ching, 

Lady  R.  Hey-day !  what  ails  the  man  ?  IRises  and 
goee  r.]  Where  are  you  going? 

O^Fla.  Out  of  your  house,  before  the  roof  falls  on 
my  head— to  poor  Dudley,  to  share  the  little  modicum, 
that  thirty  years'  hard  service  has  left  me  ;  I  wish  it  was 
more,  fqf  his  sake. 

Leuiy  R.  Very  well,  sir ;  take  your  course ;  I  sha'nt 
attempt  to  stop  you ;  I  shall  survive  it ;  it  will  not 
break  my  heart,  if  I  never  see  you  more. 

0*Fia.  Break  your  heart !  No,  o'  my  conscience,  will 
it  not.  You  preach,  and  you  pray,  and  you  turn  up 
your  ^es,  and  all  the  while  you  are  as  hard-hearted  as 
a  hyena — A  hyena,  truly !  by  my  soul,  there  isn't  in  the 
whole  creation  so  savage  an  animal  as  a  human  crea 
ture  without  pity !  [Exit,  u 

Lady  R,  A  hyena,  truly  I  iBxii,  r 
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ACT   HI. 

S€ENE  I.— A  Room  in  StockweU's  HouMe. 

Enler  Stockwell  and  Bblcour,  r. 

Stock,  (l.  c.)  Gratify  me  so  far,  however,  Mr.  Bel- 
cour,  as  to  see  Miss  Rusport ;  carry  her  the  sum  she 
wants^  and  return  the  poor  girl  her  box  of  diamonds, 
which  Dudley  left  in  my  hands.  You  know  what  to  say 
on  the  occasion  better  than  I  do :  that  part  of  your  com- 
mission I  leave  to  youf  own  discretion,  and  you  may 
season  it  with  what  gallantry  you  think  fit. 

Bel,  (r.  c.)  You  could  not  have  pitched  upon  a  greater 
bungler  at  gallantry  than  myself,  if  you  had  rummaged 
every  company  in  the  city,  and  the  whole  court  of  alder- 
men into  the  bargain.  Part  of  your  errand  however, 
I  will  do ;  but  whether  it  shall  be  with  an  ill  grace  or  a 

good  one  depends  upon  the  caprice  of  a  moment,  the 
umour  of  the  lady,  the  mode  of  our  meeting,  and  a 
thousand  undefinable  small  circumstances,  that,  never- 
theless, determine  us  upon  all  the  great  occasions  of 
life. 

Stock,  I  persuade  myself  you  will  find  Miss  Rasport 
an  ingenuous,  worthy,  animated  girl. 

Bet.  Why,  I  like  her  the  better  as  a  woman  ;  but 
name  her  not  to  me  as  a  wife !  No :  if  ever  I  marry,  it 
must  be  a  staid,  sober,  considerate  damsel,  with 
blood  in  her  veins  as  cold  as  a  turtle's :  with  such  a  com- 
panion at  my  elbow,  for  ever  whispering  in  my  ear. 
Have  a  care  of  this  man,  he's  a  cheat ;  don't  go  near 
that  woman,  she^s  a  jilt ;  overhead  there's  a  scafifold, 
underfoot  there's  a  well.  Oh,  sir !  such  a  woman  might 
lead  me  up  and  down  this  great  city  without  difllculty  or 
danger ;  but  with  a  girl  of  Miss  Rusport's  complexion, 
heaven  and  earth,  sir !  we  should  be  duped,  undone,  and 
distracted,  in  a  fortnight. 

Stock,  (r.  c.)  -Ha  I  ha !  ha !  Why,  you  are  become 
wondrous  circumspect  of  a  sudden,  pupil :  and  if  you 
can  find  such  a  prudent  damsel  as  you  describe,  you 
have  my  consent— only  beware  how  you  choose :  dis- 
cretion is  not  the  reigning  quality   amongst  the  fine 
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ladles  of  the  present  time;  and,  I  think,  in  Miss 
Rasport*s  particular,  I  have  given  you  no  bad  counsel. 

Bel,  (l.  c.)  Well,  well,  if  you*U  fetch  me  the  jewels, 
I  believe  I  can  undertake  to  carry  them  to  her :  but  as 
for  the  money.  Til  have  nothing  to  do  with  that:  Dud- 
ley would  be  your  6ttest  ambassador  on  that  occasion; 
and,  if  I  mistake  not,  the  most  agreeable  to  the  lady. 

Stock.  Why,  indeed,  from  whati  know  of  the  matter, 
it  may  not  improbably  be  destined  to  find  its  way  into 
his  pockets.  \_ExUy  R. 

Bel.  Then,  depend  upon  it,  these  are  not  the  only 
trinkets  she  means  to  dedicate  to  Captain  Dudley.  As 
for  me,  Stockwell,  indeed,  wants  me  to  marry  ;  but  till 
I  can  get  this  bewitching  girl,  this  incognita,  out  of  my 
head,  I  can  never  think  of  any  other  woman^ 

Enter  a  Servant,  l.,  and  delivers  a  letter,  ExU^  x.. 

Hey-day  !  Where  can  I  have  picked  up  a  correspondent 

already  ?  'Tis  a  most  execrable  manuscript l«et  me 

see Martha  Fu/m^r— Who  is   Martha    Falmer?— 

Pshaw !  I  won't  be  at  the  trouble  of  deciphering  tier 
damned  pothooks.  Hold,  hold,  hold !  what  have  we 
got  here  ? 

*^Dbar  Sir — I  have  discovered  the  lady  you  were  so 
much  smitten  with,  and  can  procure  you  an  interview 
with  her,  if  you  can  be  as  generous  to  a  pretty  girl  as 
you  were  to  a  paltry  old  Captain.— [How  did  she  find 
that  out'?] You  need  not  despair :  come  to  me  imme- 
diately ;  the  lady  is  now  in  my  house,  and  expects  you. 
"Yours,  Martha  Fulmer.*' 

O  thou  dear,  lovely,  and  enchanting  paper  !  which  I  was 
about  to  tear  into  a  thousand  scraps,  devoutly  I  entreat 
thy  pardon :  I  have  slighted  thy  contents,  which  are 
delicious ;  slandered  thy  characters,  which  are  divine ; 
and  all  the  atonement  I  can  make,  is  implicitly  to  obey 
thy  mandates.  {^Hastening,  l. 

Enter  Stockwell,  r. 

Stock,  (r.)  Mr.  Belcour,  here  are  the  jewels.  This 
letter  encloses  bills  for  the  money  ;  and,  if  you  will 
deliver  it  to  Miss  Rusport,  you'll  have  no  further  trouble 
on  that  score. 

BeU  (l.)  Ah,  sir !  the  letter  which  I  have  been  r^ad- 
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ing  disqaalifies  me  for  deliyering  the  letter  which  you 
have  been  writing.  I  have  other  game  on  foot.  The 
loveliest  girl  my  eyes  ever  feasted  upon  is  started  in 
view,  and  the  world  cannot  now  divert  me  from  pursuing 
her. 

Stock,  (e.  c.)  Hey-day !  What  has  turned  you  thus 
on  a  sudden  ? 

Bel.  (l.  c.)  a  woman  ;  one  that  can  turn  and  overturn 
me  and  mj  tottering  resolutions  every  way  she  will.  Oh, 
sir.  If  this  is  folly  in  me,  you  must  rail  at  nature  :  you 
must  chide  the  sun,  that  was  vertical  at  my  birth,  and 
would  not  wink  upon  my  naliedness,  but  swaddled  me  in 
the  broadest,  hottest  glare  of  his  meridian  beams. 

Stock,  Mere  rhapsody  :  mere  childish  rhapsody :  the 

libertine's  familiar  plea ^Nature  made  us,  *tis  true, 

but  we  are  the  responsible  creatures  of  our  own  faults 
and  follies.  ^ 

Bel.  Sir ! 

Stock,  Slave  of  every  face  you  meet,  some  hussey  has 
inveigled  you;  some  handsome  profligate  (the  town  is 
full  of  them)-^-and  when,  once  fairly  bankrupt  in  consti- 
tution as  well  as  fortune,  nature  no  longer  serves  as  your 
excuse  for  being  vicious,  necessity,  perhaps,  will  stand 
your  friend,  and  you'll  reform. 

Bel,  You  are  severe. 

Stock,  It  fits  me  to  be  so— it  well  becomes  a  father 
— I  would  say,  a  friend — How  strangely  I  forget  my- 
self ! — How  difficult  it  is  to  counterfeit  indiflference,  and 
put  a  mask  upon  the  heart  I — I've  struck  him  hard,-»he 
reddens. 

Bel,  How  could  you  tempt  me  so?  Had  you  not  in- 
advertently dropped  the  name  of  father,  I  fear,  our  friend- 
ship, short  as  it  has  been,  would  scarce  have  held  me — 
But  even  your  mistake  I  reverence — Give  me  your  hand 
— 'tis  over. 

Stock,  Generous  young  roan  i — Let  me  embrace  you 
— How  shall  I  hide  my  tears?  I  have  been  to  blame. 
Because  I  bore  you  the  affection  of  a  father,  I  rashly 
took  up  the  authority  of  one.  I  ask  your  pardon — pur- 
sue your  course ;  I  have  no  right  to  stop  it — ^What  would 
you  have  me  to  do  with  these  things  ? 

Bel,  This,  if  I  might  advise  :  carry  the  money  to  Miss 
Rusport  immediately ;  never  let  generosity  wait  forits 
materials ;  that  part  of  the  business  presses.  Give  me 
the  jewels :  I'll  find  an  opportunity  of  delivering  them 
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into  her  liands :  and  your  Tislt  may  pave  the  way  for 
my  receptioQ.  {Exii^  l. 

Stock.  Be  it  so:  good  morning  to  you.  Farewell, 
advice  !  Away  goes  he,  upon  the  wing  for  pleasure.— 
What  various  passions  he  awakens  in  me  !  He  pains, 
yet  pleases  me  ;  affrights,  offendK,  yet  grows  upon  my 
heart.  His  very  failings  set  him  off — for  ever  trespass- 
ing, for  ever  atoning,  I  almost  think  he  would  not  be  so 
perfect,  were  he  free  from  fault. — Just  such  a  thought- 
less, headlong  thing  was  I,  when  I  beguiled  his  mother 
into  love,  [^ExU,  a. 

SCENE  II.— Fiiim^*'  House, 

Enter  Fulmer  and  Mrs.  Fulm er,  l 

Ful,  (r.  c.)  I  tell  you,  Patty,  you  are  a  fool,  to  think 
of  bringing  him  and  Miss  Dudley  together :  'twill  rain 
every  thing,  and  blow  your  whole  scheme  up  to  the  moon 
at  once. 

Mrs,  Ful,  (c.)  Why,  sure,  Mr.  Fulmer,  I  may  be 
allowed  to  rear  a  chicken  of  my  own  hatching,  as  they 
say.  Who  first  sprung  the  thought,  but  I,  pray? 
Who  first  contrived  the  plot?  Who  proposed  the  letter, 
but  I,  I? 

FuL  And  who  dogged  the  gentleman  home  7  Who 
found  out  his  name,  fortune,  connexion :  that  he  was  a 
West  Indian,  fresh  landed,  and  full  of  cash  ;  a  gull  to 
our  heart's  content ;  a  hot-brained,  headlong  spark,  that 
would  run  into  our  trap,  like  a  wheatear  under  a  turf? 

Mrs,  Ful,  Harkl  he's  come;  disappear;  march;  and 
leave  the  field  open  to  my  machinations. 

{Exit  FULMBR,  L 

Enter  Belcour. 

Bel,  (r.  c.)  O,  thou  dear  minister  to  my  happiness, 
let  me  embrace  thee  1  Why,  thou  art  my  polar  star,  my 
propitious  constellation,  by  which  I  navigate  my  im- 
patient bark  into  the  port  of  pleasure  and  delight. 

Mrs,  Ful,  (l.  c.)  Oh,  you  men  are  sly  creatures  I — 
Do  you  remember  now,  you  cruel,  what  you  said  to  me 
this  morning  ? 

Bel.  All  a  jest,  a  frolic ;  never  think  on*t ;  bury  it 
for  ever  in  oblivion.  Thou  !  why,  thou  art  all  over  nec- 
iar  and  ambrosia,  po]ivder  of  pearl  and  odour  of  roses ; 
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thou  hast  the  youth  of  Hebe,  the  beauty  of  Venus,  and 
the  pen  of  Sappho  ;  but,  in  the  name  of  all  that^s  lovely, 
Where's  the  lady  ?  I  expected  to  find  her  with  you. 

Mrs,  FuL  No  doubt  you  did,  and  these  raptures  >vere 
designed  for  her ;  but  where  have  you  loitered?  The 
lady's  gone — you  are  too  late ;  girls,  of  her  sort,  are 
not  to  be  kept  waiting,  like  negro  slaves  in  yoar  sugar 
plantations. 

Bel.  Gone !  whither  is  she  gone  ?  Tell  me,  that  I  may 
follow  her. 

Mrs.  FtU.  Hold,  hold ;  not  so  fast,  young  gentleman : 
this  is  a  case  of  some  delicacy.  Should  Captain  Dudley 
know  that  I  introduce  you  to  his  daughter,  he  is  a  man 
of  such  scrupulous  honour 

Bel.  What  do  you  tell  me  I  Is  she  daughter  to  the  old 
gentleman  I  met  here  this  morning  % 

Mrs.  Ful.  The  same ;  him  you  were  so  generous  to. 

Bel,  There's  an  end  of  the  matter  then  at  once ;  it 
shall  never  be  said  of  me,  that  I  took  advantage  of  the 
father's  necessities  to  trepan  the  daughter. 

[Retires  up  the  stage. 

Mrs.  Ful.  So,  so,  I've  made  a  wrong  cast ;  but  I 
won't  lose  him  thus.  [^ecting  to  laugh. 

Bel.  What  is  it  you  laugh  at  ? .  IReturning. 

Mrs.  Ful.  Your  absolute  inexperience."  Have  you 
lived  so  very  little  tilne  in  this  country,  as  not  to  know 
that,  between  young  people  of  equal  ages,  the  term  of 
sister  often  is  a  cover  for  that  of  mistress  ?  This  young 
lady  is,  in  that  sense  of  the  word,  sister  to  young  Dud- 
ley, and  consequently  daughter  to  my  old  lodger. 

Bel.  Indeed !  are  you  serious  ? 

Mrs,  Ful.  Can  you  doubt  it?  I  must  have  been  pretty 
well  assured  of  that  before  I  invited  you  hither. 

Bel.  That's  true  ;  she  cannot  be  a  woman  of  honour, 
and  Dudley  is  an  unconscionable  young  rogue,  to  think 
of  keeping  one  fine  girl  in  pay,  by  raising  contributions 
on  another ;  he  shall  therefore  give  her  up :  she  is  a 
dear,  bewitching,  mischievous  little  devil,  and  he  shall 
positively  give  her  up. 

Mrs.  Ful.  Ay,  now  the  freak  has  taken  you  again  ;  I 
say  give  her  up<!  Out- bid  him  ;  never  dream  of  out- 
blustering  him.  All  things,  then,  will  be  made  easy 
enough.  Let  me  see,  some  little  genteel  present  to  be- 
gin with.  What  have  you  got  about  you  ?  Ay>  %*^x^Vi\ 
I  can  bestow  it  to  advantage;  there's  no  Vvsa^  \»  ^^^ 
lost. 
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Bel,  Hang  It!  confound  it!  a  plague  npooH!  say  I; 
I  liav*n*t  a  guinea  left  in  my  poeket ;  I  parted  from  my 
whole  stock  here  this  morning,  and  have  forgot  to  sop 
ply  myself  since. 

Jlfri .  Ful,  Mighty  well ;  let  it  pass,  then  :  there's  sd 
end  ;  think  no  more  of  the  lady,  that's  all. 

BH.  Distraction !  think  no  more  of  her  t  Let  me  step 
home,  and  proTide  myself;  1*11  be  back  with  you  in  an 
instant. 

Mrt,  Ful,  Pooh,  pooh!  that's  a  wretched  shift.  Have 
you  nothing  of  Talue  about  you  1  There  are  more  grace- 
ful ways  of  purchasing  a  lady's  fayours ;  rings,  trinkets, 
ieweis ! 

Bel,  Jewels  I  Gadso,  I  protest  I  had  forgot :  1  have 
a  case  of  jewels:  [Tai(re«  out  the  eoHtet^ — but  they 
won't  do  ;  1  must  not  part  from  them.  No,  no,  they  are 
appropriated ;  they  are  none  of  my  own. 

Mrs,  Ful,  Let  me  see,  let  me  seel  Ay,  now,  this 
were  something  like.  Pretty  creatures !  how  they  spar- 
kle !  These  would  ensure  success. 

B4I,  Indeed! 

Mrs,  Ful,  These  would  make  her  your  own  for  ever. 

Bel,  Then  the  deuce  take  them  for  beUffaging  to  ano- 
ther person  ;  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  give  them  the 
girl,  aod  swear  l*ve  lost  them. 

Mrs.  Ful,  Ay,  do ;  say  they  were  stolen  out  of  your 
pocket. 

Bel,  No,  hang  it,  that's  dishonourable.  Here,  give 
roe  the  paltry  things :  I'll  write  yon  an  order  on  my  mer« 
chant  for  double  their  value. 

Mrs,  Ful,  An  order !  No  order  for  m^  f  no  order 
upon  merchants  with  their  value  received,  and  three 
days'  grace;  their  noting,  protesting,  and  indorsing, 
and  all  their  counting-house  formalities;  IH  have 
nothing  to  do  with  them.  Leave  your  diamonds  with 
me,  and  give  your  order  for  the  value  of  them  to  the 
owner ;  the  money  would  be  as  good  as  the  trinkets,  I 
warrant  you. 

Bel,  Hey!  how!  I  never  thought  of  that;  but  a 
breach  of  trust ;  'tis  impossible :  I  never  can  consent, 
therefore  give  me  the  jewels  back  again; 

Mrs,  Ful,  Take  them ;  I  am  now  to  tell  you,  the 
lady  is  in  this  house. 

Bel,  In  this  house  ! 

Mrs.  Ful.  Yes,  sir,  in  this  very  house ;  but  what  of 
that?  you  have  got  what  you  like  better:  ycmr  toys, 
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nkets  :  go,  go.  Oh !  you  are  a  man  of  notable 
ire  you  not  ? 

Provoking  creature  1    Bring  roe  to  the  sight  of 
r  girl,  and  dispose  of  me  as  you  think  (It. 
Ful.  And  of  the  diamonds,  too  ? 
Damn  them,  I  would  there  was  not  sneb  a  ban- 
ature  !  But,  come,  come,  despatch ;  if  I  had  the 
>f  Delhi,  I  should  give  it  to  her. 
Ful,  Swear  to  me,  then,  that  you  will  keep  with- 
ids.  Remember,  she  passes  for  the  sister  of  young 
Oh !  if  you  come  to  your  flights  and  your 
lies,  she*ll  be  oflf  in  an  instant. 
Never  fear  me. 

FuL  You  must  expect  to  hear  her  talk  of  her 
as  she  calls  him,  and  her  brother,  and  your  bounty 
'amily. 
Ay,  ay,  never  mind  what  she  talks  of,  only  bring 

Ful.  You'll  be  prepared  upon  that  head  ? 

I  shall  be  prepared,  never  fear :  away  with  you. 

Ful.  But,  hold,  I   had  forgot:  ndt  a   word  of 
nonds  ;  leave  that  matter  to  my  management. 
Hell  and  Tezation !  Get  out  of  the  room«  or  I 
in  distracted.    [Exit.  Mrs.  Fulmer,  l.]    Of  a 

Belcour,  thou  art  born  to  be  the  fool  of  a  wo- 
Sure  no  man  sins  with  sd  much  repentance,  or 

with  so  little  amendment,  as  1  do.  1  cannot 
ray  another  person's  property, — honour  forbids 
id  I  positively  cannot  give  up  the  girl ;  love, 
,  constitution,  every  thing  protests  against  that, 
lall  I  decide  ?  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  break  a 
jid  I  am  not  at  present  in  the  humour  to  balk 
Unations.     Is  th^re  no  middle   way?    Let  me 

it, ^There  is,  there  is :  my  good  genius  has 

ed  me  with  one — apt,  obvious,  honourable.  The 
ill  not  go  without  her  baubles :  I'll  not  go  with- 
girl ;  Miss  Rusport  sha'n't  lose  her  diamonds  ; 
^e  Dudley  from  destruction,  and  every  party 
i  a  gainer  by  the  project. 

Mrs.  Folm er,  introducing  Miss  Dudley,  l. 

Ful.  Miss  Dudley,  this  is  the  worthy  gentleman 
ih  to  see ;  this  is  Mr.  Belcour. 

[Mrs.  Ful.  retires  up  the  stage,^  As  I  live, 
y  aian  that  beset  me  in  the  streets !  [Aside. 

(r.)  An  angel,  by  this  light!  Oh,  I  am  gone, 
I  retrieving !  (^AaJde. 
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Lo».  (a)  Mrs.  Fnlmer,  slr«  Informt  me,  yos  are  the 
gentleman  from  whom  my  father  hat  received  aimh  elTi- 
litiei. 

Bel.  (n.  0.)  Oh,  nerer  name  them* 

Lou.  Pardon  me,  Mr.  Beleonr ;  they  mutt  be  both 
named  and  remembered ;  and  if  my  father  was  here 

Bel.  I  am  maeh  better  pleased  wilb  bis  representa- 
tire. 

Lou.  That  title  is  my  brotber*s,  sir ;  I  hare  no  daim 
to  it. 

Bel.  I  beliere  It. 

Lou.  But  as  neither  be  nor  my  father  were  fortunate 
enough  to  be  at  home,  I  could  not  resist  tbe  opportu- 
nity— 

Bel.  Nor  I  neither,  by  my  soul,  madam :  let  us  im- 
prove it,  therefore.  I  am  in  lore  with  you  to  distrac- 
tion ;  I  was  charmed  at  the  first  glance ;  I  attempted  to 
accost  you ;  you  fled ;  I  followed ;  but  was  defeated  of 
an  interriew :  at  length  I  hare  obtained  one,  and  seize 
the  opportunity  of  casting  my  person  and  my  fortune  at 
your  feet. 

Lou.  You  astonish  me !  Are  you  in  your  senst^s,  or 
do  you  make  a  jest  of  my  misfortunes?  Do  you  ground 
pretences  on  your  generosity,  or  do  you  make  a  prac- 
tice of  this  folly  with  every  woman  you  meet? 

Bel.  Upon  my  life,  no :  as  you  are  the  handsomest 
woman  I  ever  met,  so  you  are  the  first  to  whom  I  ever 
made  the  like  professions.  As  for  my  generosity,  ma- 
dam, I  must  refer  you  on  that  score  to  this  good  lady, 
who,  I  believe,  has  something  to  offer  in  my  belialf. 

Lou.  Don*t  build  upon  that,  sir;  \^Retiring^  i..]  I 
must  have  better  proofs  of  your  generosity,  than  the 
mere  divestment  of  a  little  superfluous  dross,  before  I 
can  credit  the  sincerity  of  professions  so  abruptly  de- 
livered. [BxU  koitUy,  L. 

Bel.  O  I  ye  gods  and  goddesses,  how  her  anger  ani- 
mates her  beauty  ! 

[Going^  l. — Mrs.  Fulmbr  advances  aud  slope  him. 

Mrs.  Ful.  Stay,  sir ;  if  you  stir  a  step  after  her,  I 
renounce  your  interest  for  ever ;  why,  youMl  ruin  every 
thing.  [Belcour  crosses  to  r. 

Bel.  (r.)  Well,  I  must  have  her,  cost  what  it  will :  I 
see  she  understands  her  own  value,  though ;  a  little  su- 
perfluous dross,  truly  !  She  must  have  better  proofs  of 
my  generosity  ! 

Mrs.  Ful.  (l.)  *Tis  exactly  as  I  told  you ;  your 
money  she  calls  dross  ;  she*s  too  proud  to  stain  her  iln- 
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gers  with  yow  coin ;  bait  your  hook  well  with  jewels  i 
try  that  experiment,  and  she*!  your  own. 

Bel.  Take  them ;  let  them  go ;  lay  them  at  her  feet  • 
I  must  get  out  of  the  scrape  as  I  can :  my  propensity  is 
irresistible :  [GiveM  the  ca^et] — there,  you  have  them  ; 
they  are  yours;  they  are  hers;  but,  remember,  they 
are  a  trust ;  I  commit  them  to  her  keeping,  till  I  can 
buy  them  off,  with  something  she  shall  think  more  va- 
luable ;  now  tell  me,  when  shall  I  meet  her  ? 

Mrs.  Ful,  How  can  I  tell  that  7  Don*t  you  see  what 
an  alarm  you  have  put  her  into?  Oh!  you're  a  rare 
one !  But  go  your  ways  for  this  while ;  leave  her  to 
my  management,  and  come  to  me  at  seven  this  evening ; 
but  remember  liot  to  bring  empty  pockets  with  you.  Ha ! 
ha!  ha! 

{Exeunt  Belgour,  r.  s.  b.— Mrs.  Fulmer,  u 

SCENE  III.-— Zatfy  Ruspfn-Vs  Haute. 
Enter  Miss  Rusport,  n,,  followed  by  a  Servant. 

Miu  R.  Desirt  Mr.  Stockwell  to  walk  in. 

KExU  Servant. 

EnJter  Stockwell,  l. 

Stoe1c»  (l.)  Madam,  your  most  obedient  servant:  1 
am  honoured  with  your  commands,  by  Captain  Dudley, 
and  have  brought  the  money  with  me,  as  you  directed 
I  understand  the  sum  you  have  occasion  for  is  two  hun* 
dred  pounds. 

Miu  R.  (r.  0.)  It  is,  sir ;  I  am  quite  confounded  at 
your  taking  this  trouble  upon  yourself,  Mr.  Stockwell. 

Stock,  (c.)  There  is  a  bank  note,  madam,  to  the 
amount :  your  jewels  are  in  safe  hands,  and  will  be  deli* 
vered  to  you  directly.  If  I  had  been  happy  in  being 
better  known  to  you,  I  should  have  hoped  you  would 
not  have  thought  it  necessary  to  place  a  deposit  in  my 
hands  for  so  trifling  a  sum  as  you  nave  now  required  me 
to  supply  you  with.  I  have  only  to  request,  madam, 
that  you  will  allow  Mr.  Belcour,  a  young  gentleman  in 
whose  happiness  I  particularly  interest  myself,  to  have 
the  honour  of  delivering  you  the  box  of  jewels. 

MUs  R.  Most  gladly  ;  any  friend  of  yours  cannot  fail 
of  being  welcome  here. 

Stock.  I  flatter  myself  you  will  not  find  him  totally 
undeserving  your  good  opinion.   An  education  not  of  the 
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Strictest  kind,  and  strong  animal  spirits,  are  apt  some- 
times to  betray  him  into  youthful  irregularities  ;  but  a 
high  principle  of  honour,  and  an  uncommon  beneToleace 
in  the  eye  of  candour,  will,  I  hope,  atoue  for  any  faulti 
by  which  these  good  qualities  are  not  impaired. 

Miss  R,  I  dare  say  Mr.  Belcour*s  behaviour  wants  no 
apology.  We  have  no  right  to  be  oyer  strict  in  canvas- 
sing the  morals  of  a  comnfbn  acquaintance. 

Slock.  I  wish  it  may  be  my  happiness  to  see  Mr 
Belcour  in  the  list,  not  of  your  common,  but  particulat 
acquaintance — of  your   friends.  Miss  Rusport — I  dare 
not  be  more  explicit. 

MisM  R,  Nor  need  you,  Mr.  Stockwell :  I  shall  be 
studious  to  deserve  his  friendship ;  and,  though  I  have 
long  since  unalterably  placed  my  affections  on  another, 
I  trust,  I  have  not  left  myself  insensible  to  the  merits 
of  Mr.  Belcour ;  and  hope,  that  neither  you  nor  he  will, 
for  that  reason,  think  me  less  worthy  your  good  opinion 
and  regards. 

Stock.  Miss  Rusport,  I  sincerely  wish  you  happy: 
I  have  no  doubt  you  have  placed  your  affection,  on  a 
deserving  man  ;  and  I  have  no  right  to  combat  your 
choice.  [ExeuHty  r. 

Enter  Belcour,  l.,  preceded  by  a  Servant 

Serv,  I  ask  your  honour*s  pardon ;  I  thought  my 
young  lady  was  here:  who  shall  I  inform  her  wou'd 
speak  to  her? 

Bel,  ^L.  c.)  Belcour  is  my  name,  sir ;  and  pray  beg 
your  lady  to  put  herself  in  no  hurry  on  my  account ;  for 
l*d  sooner  see  the  devil  than  see  her  face.  [Exit  Ser- 
vant, R.]  In  the  name  of  all  that's  mischievous,  why 
did  Stockwell  drive  me  hither  in  such  haste?  A  pretty 
figure,  truly,  I  shall  make  I  an  ambassador  without 
credentials !  Blockhead  that  I  was,  to  charge  mj'self 
with  her  diamonds ;  officious,  meddling  puppy  !  Now 
they  are  irretrievably  gone  :  that  suspicious  jade,  Ful- 
mer,  wouldn't  part  even  with  a  sight  of  them,  though  I 
would  have  ransomed  them  at  twice  their  value.  Now 
must  I  trust  to  my  poor  wits,  to  bring  me  off:  a  lament- 
able dependence.  Fortune  be  my  helper :  Here  comes 
the  girl— If  she  is  noble-minded,  as  she  is  said  to  be, 
she  will  forgive  me ;  if  not,  *tts  a  lost  cause;  for  I  have 
not  thought  of  one  word  in  my  excuse. 
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V 

Enter  Miss  Rusport,  r. 

Mist  R.  (r.  c.)  Mr.  Belcour,  I*ra  proud  to  see  you : 
your  friend,  Mr.  Stockwell.  prepared  me  to  expect  this 
honour ;  and  I  am  happy  in  the  opportunity  of  being 
known  to  you. 

Bel,  A  fine  girl,  by  my  soul  I  Now  what  a  cursed 
hang  dog  do  I  look  like  1  [Aside, 

Miss  R,  You  are  newly  arrived  in  this  country,  sir  ? 

Bel,  Just  landed,  madam!  just  set  ashore,  with  a 
large  cargo  of  Muscovado  sugars,  rum  puncheons,  ma- 
hogany slabs,  wet  sweetmeats,  and  green  paroquets. 

Aliss  R.  May  I  ask  you  how  you  like  London,  sir  ? 

Be/.  To  admiration :  I  think  the  town  and  the  towns- 
folk are  exactly  suited :  *tis  a  great,  rich,  overgrown, 
noisy,  tumultuous  place  :  the  whole  morning  is  a  bustle 
to  get  money,  and  the  whole  afternoon  is  a  hurry  to 
spend  it. 

Mist  R.  Are  these  all  the  observations  you  have  made  1 

Bel.  No,  madam;  I  have  observed  the  women  are 
very  captivating,  and  the  men  very  soon  caught 

Miss  R.  Ay,  indeed  J  Whence  do  you  draw  that  con- 
clusion ? 

Bel.  From  infallible  guides ;  the  first  remark  I  col- 
lect from  what  I  now  see,  the  second  from  what  I  now 
feel. 

Miss  R.  Oh,  the  deuce  take  you  !  But  to  waive  thi.^ 
subject ;  I  believe,  sir,  this  was  a  visit  of  business,  not 
compliment ;  was  it  not  ? 

Bel.  Ay,  now  comes  on  my  execution. 

Miss  R.  You  have  some  foolish  trinkets  of  mine,  Mr. 
Belcour,  hav*n*t  you? 

Bel.  No,  in  truth ;  they  are  gone  in  search  of  a  trin- 
ket still  more  foolish  than  themselves.  \ Aside. 

Miss  R.  Some  diamonds  I  mean,  sir ;  Mr.  Stockwell 
informed  me  you  were  charged  with  them. 

Bel.  Oh,  yes,  madam ;  but  I  have  the  most  treacher- 
ous memory  in  life— Here  they  are  !  Pray  put  them  up ; 
they're  all  right;  you  need  not  examine  them. 

[Gives  a  box. 

Miss  R.  Hey-day !  right,  sir !  Why  these  are  not 
my  diamonds;  these  are  quite  different;  and,  as  it 
should  seem,  of  much  greater  value. 

Bel.  Upon  my  life,  Vm  glad  on't ;  for  then  I  hope  you 
value  them  more  than  your  own. 

B 
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Vifff  R,  As  a  porehuer  I  should,  bat  not  as  an  owner : 
you  misUke ;  these  belong  to  somebody  else. 
Bel,  'Tis  yonrSf  I*ni  afraid,  that  belo!::;;^  to  somebody 


MUt  A.  What  Is  it  you  mean  f  I  must  insist  upoi 
your  Uking  them  back  again. 

Bel.  Pray,  madam,  don't  do  that ;  I  shall  infallibly 
lose  them ;  I  ha?e  the  worst  luck  with  diamonds  of  ssy 
man  liTing. 

Miee  R,  That  you  might  well  say,  was  you  to  gi?e 
me  these  in  the  place  of  mine ;  but,  pray,  sir,  what  b  the 
reason  of  all  this  ?  Why  haTe  you  changed  the  jewels  f 
And  where  have  you  disposed  of  mine  ? 

BeL  Miss  Rusport,  I  cannot  inTent  a  lie  for  my  life; 
and,  if  it  was  to  save  it,  I  cou*dn*t  tell  one :  I  am  tn 
idle,  dissipated,  unthinking  fellow,  not  worth  your  no- 
tice :  in  short,  I  am  a  West  Indian ;  and  yon  must  try 
me  according  to  the  charter  of  my  colony,  not  byajsry 
of  English  spinsters.  The  truth  is,  I  have  giTen  away 
your  jewels ;  caught  with  a  pair  of  sparkling  eyes, 
whose  lustre  blinded  theirs,  I  served  yoltr  property  ss  I 
should  my  own,  and  lavished  it  away.  Let  me  not  totally 
despair  of  your  forgiveness:  I  freauently  do  wrong,  bit 
never  with  impunity :  if  your  displeasnre  is  added  to  my 
own,  my  punishment  will  be  too  severe.  When  I  parted 
from  the  jewels,  I  had  not  the  honour  of  knowing  their 
owner. 

MiMM  R,  Mr.  Belcour,  your  sincerity  charms  me;  1 
enter  at  once  into  your  character,  and  I  make  all  the 
allowances  for  it  you  can  desire.  I  take  your  jewels  for 
the  present,  because  I  know  there  is  no  other  way  of 
reconciling  you  to  yourself;  but,  if  I  gire  way  toyoir 
spirit  in  one  point,  you  must  yield  to  mine  in  another. 
Remember,  I  will  not  keep  more  than  the  value  of  my 
own  jewels:  there  is  no  need  to  be  pillaged  by  more 
than  one  woman  at  a  time,  sir. 

EfUer  Sbbvant,  r.,  and  deli^en  a  Utter. 

Does  your  letter  require  such  haste  ? 

Serv.  I  was  bade  to  give  it  into  your  own  hands, 
madam.  [_E!xU  Sbktant,  >• 

MisM  JR.  From  Charles  Dudley,  I  see — have  I  voir 
permission  ?  Good  Heaven,  what  do  I  read  !  Mr.  Bel- 
eour,  you  are  concerned  in  this.  [EUadt* 

♦*  De AH  Cu Aa.\.OTTv»— \\^.  >2oA  \siv^^\.  ^\  ^>^v  ^MJaess, 
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ProYidence  has  cast  a  benefaictor  in  our  way,  after  the 
roost  unexpected  manner.  A  young  West  Indian,  rich, 
and  with  a  warmth  of  heart  peculiar  to  his  climate,  has 
rescued  my  father  from  his  trouble,  satisfied  his  wants, 
and  enabled  him  to  accomplish  his  exchange ;  when  1 
relate  to  you  the  manner  in  which  this  was  done,  you 
will  be  charmed.  1  can  only  now  add,  that  it  was  by 
chance  we  found  out  that  his  name  is  Belcour,  and  that  he 
is  a  friend  of  Mr.  Stocltweirs.  I  lose  saot  a  moment's 
time  in  making  you  acquainted  with  tills  fortunate  eTent, 
for  reasons  which  delicacy  obliges  me  to  suppress ;  but, 
perhaps,  if  you  have  not  received  the  money  on  your 
jewels,  you  will  not  think  it  necessary  now  to  do  it.  I 
have  the  honour  to  be^  dear  madam,  most  faithfully 
yours,  ''  Charlbs  Dudlbt." 

Is  this  your  doing,  sir  t  Never  was  generosity  so  wor- 
thily exerted. 

Bel,  Or  so  greatly  overpaid. 

MiMi  R,  After  what  you  have  now  done  for  this  no- 
ble, but  indigent  family,  let  me  not  scruple  to  unfold  the 
whole  situation  of  my  heart  to  you.  Know  then,  sir, 
(and  don*t  think  the  worse  of  me  for  the  frankness  of 
ray  declaration),  that  such  is  my  attachment  to  the  son 
of  that  worthy  officer,  whom  you  relieved,  that  the  mo- 
ment I  am  of  age,  and  in  possession  of  my  fortune,  I 
should  hold  myself  the  happiest  of  women  to  share  it 
with  young  Dudley. 

Bel.  Say  you  so,  madam !  then  let  me  perish  if  I 
don*t  love  and  reverence  you  above  all  womankind ;  and, 
if  such  is  your  generous  resolution,  never  wait  till  you 
are  of  age;  life  is  too  short,  pleasure  too  fugitive.  TU 
equip  you  for  your  escape — I'll  convey  you  to  the  man 
of  your  heart,  and  away  with  you  then  to  the  first  hos* 
pi  table  parson  that  will  take  you  in. 

MisM  R.  But,  had  I  spirit  to  accept  your  offer,  which 
is  not  improbai)le,  wouldn't  it  be  a  mortifying  thing  for 
a  fond  girl  to  find  herself  mistaken,  and  sent  back  to  her 
home,  like  a  vagrant? — and  such,  for  what  I  know, 
might  be  my  case. 

Bel.  Then  he  ought  to  be  proscribed  the  society  of 
mankind  for  ever. — Ay,  ay,  'tis  the  sham  sister  tha 
makes  him  thus  indifferent ;   'twill  be  a  meritorious 
office  to  take  that  girl  out  of  the  way. 

B  8 


I 


A. 
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Jfifff  R,  My  choice,  ray  dear !  Why,  w©  are  playing 
at  cross- pur po8e8.  How  eutered  it  into  yoar  head  that 
Mr.  Belcour  was  the  man  of  my  choice? 

Lou,  Why,  didn*t  he  present  you  with  those  diamonds  ? 

Mi$s  jR.  Well ;  perhaps  he  did — and  pray,  Louisa, 
have  you  no  diamonds  ? 

Lou.  I  diamonds,  truly !  Who  should  giye  me  dia- 
monds? 

AltM*  R.  Who,  but  this  very  gentleman  ?  Apropos ! 
here  comes  your  brother 

Enter  Charles,  l. 

I  insist  upon  referring  our  dispute  to  him.  Tour  sister 
and  I,  Charles,  have  a  quarrel :  Belcour,  the  hero  of 
your  letter,  has  just  left  us : — somehow  or  other,  Louisa*s  \ 

bright  eyes  have  caught  him ;  and  the  poor  fellow's 
fallen  desperately  in  love  with  her — (don*t  interrupt  me, 
hussy) — Well,  that's  excusable  enough,  you*ll  say  ;  but 
the  jest  of  the  story  is,  that  this  hare-brained  spark,  who 
does  nothing  like  other  people,  has  given  her  the  very 
Identical  jewels  which  you  pledged  for  me  to  Mr.  Stock- 
well  ;  and  will  you  believe,  that  this  little  demure  slut 
made  up  a  face,  and  squeezed  out  three  or  four  hypo*  | 

critical  tears,  because  I  rallied  her  about  it? 

Charles.  [Cro««tn^  to  Louisa.]  Tm  all  astonishment ! 
Louisa,  (ell  me,  without  reserve,  has  Mr.  Belcour  given  j 

you  any  diamonds  ? 

Lou,  (l.)  None,  upon  my  honour*  i 

Charles,  (l.  c.)  Has  he  made  any  professions  to  you  ? 

Lou,  He  has  ;  but  altogether. in  a  style  so  whimsical  \ 

and  capricious,  that  the  best  which  can  be  said  of  them  *. 

18  to  tell  you,  that  they  seemed  more  the  result  of  good 
spirits  than  good  manners. 

Miss  R.  (c.)  Ay,  ay,  now  the  murder's  out ;  he's  in  ' 

lore  with  her,  and  she  has  no  very  great  dislike  to  him ; 
trust  to  my  observations,  Charles,  for  that.  As  to  the 
diamonds,  there's  sume  mistake  about  them,  and  yoa 
must  clear  it  up :  three  minutes*  conversation  with  him 
will  put  every  thing  in  a  right  train.  Go,  go,  Charles, 
'tis  a  brother's  business  ;  about  it  instantly  ;  ten  to  one 
you'll  find  him  over  the  way,  at  Mr.  Stockwell's.  ' 

Charles,  I  confess,  I'm  impatient   to   have  the  case  | 

cleared  up;  I'll  take  your  advice,  and  find  him  out: 
good  bye  to  you.  [Exit^  l.  , 

Miss R,  Your  servant:  my  life  upon  it,  you'll  find 
Belcour  a  man  of  honour.    Come,  Louisa,  let  us  adjourn 
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my  dressing-room  y  Vve  a  little  private  business  to 
transact  with  you,  before  the  old  lady  comes  up  to  tea, 
and  interrupts  us.  \  Exeunt,  n. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  i,—A  Room  in  Fulmer^t  House. 

Enter  Charles  Dudley  and  Louisa,  l. 

Charles,  (a.)  Well,  Louisa,  1  confess  the  force  of 
what  you  say ;  I  accept  Miss  Rusport*s  bounty ;  and, 

when  you  see  my  generous  Charlotte,  tell  her but 

have  a  care  ;  there  is  a  selfishness  even  in  gratitude,  when 
it  is  too  profuse :  to  be  overthankful  for  any  one  favour, 
is  in  effect  to  lay  out  for  another.  The  best  return  I 
could  make  my  benefactress,  would  be,  never  to  see  her 
more. 

Lou.  (l.)  I  understand  you. 

'Charles,  (a.  c.)  We  that  are  poor,  Louisa,  should  be 
cautious:  for  this  reason,  I  would  guard  you  against 
Belcour ;  at  least,  till  I  can  unravel  the  mystery  of  Miss 
Rusport*s  diamonds.  I  was  disappointed  of  finding  him 
at  Mr.  Stockwell's,  and  am  now  going  in  search  of  him 
again :  he  may  intend  honourably ;  but  I  confess  to  you, 
i  am  staggered.  Think  no  more  of  him,  therefore,  for  the 

E resent.  Of  this  be  sure,  while  I  have  life,  and  you  have 
onour,  I  will  protect  yon,  or  perish  in  your  defence. 

[Exit,  R. 

Lou.  (l.  c.)  Think  of  him  no  more !  Well,  rll  obey ; 

but  if  a  wandering  'uninvited  thought  should  creep  by 

chance  fnto  my  bosom,  must  I  not  give  the  harmless 

wretch  a  shelter  ? 

Enter  Belcour,  r.  s.  b. 

Bel.  Alone,  by  all  that's  happy  ! 

Lou.  Ah! 

Bel.  (a.)  Oh !  shriek  not,  start  not,  stir  not,  loveliest 
creature !  but  let  me  kneel,  [Kneels]  and  gaze  upon 
your  beauties. 

Lou   Sir!  Mr.  Belcour,  rise !  What  is  it  you  do? 

Bel,  [Rising.^  See,  I  obey   you ;  mould  me  as  you. 
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will,  behold  your  ready  senrant  I  New  to  your  conntry, 
ifDorant  of  your  manners,  habits,  and  deal  res,  I  put  my- 
self into  your  hands  for  instruction ;  make  me  only  such 
as  you  can  like  yourself,  and  I  shall  be  happy. 

Lo/H,  I  must  not  hear  this,  Mr.  Belcour  :  go— -should 
he,  that  parted  from  me  but  this  minute,  now  return,  I 
tremble  for  the  consequence. 

Be/.  Fear  nothing ;  let  him  come :  I  love  you,  madam ; 
heMl  find  it  hard  to  make  me  unsay  that. 

Lou.  Yon  terrify  me ;  your  Impetuous  temper  fright- 
ens me :  you  know  my  situation  ;  It  is  not  generous  to 
pursue  me  thus. 

BeL  True  ;  I  do  know  your  situation,  your  real  one. 
Miss  Dudley,  and  am  resolved  to  snatch  you  from  it ; 
*twUl  be  a  meritorious  act :  the  old  Captain  shall  rc!}oiee ; 
Miss  Rusport  shall  be  made  happy ;  and  eyen  he,  oTen 
your  beloved  brother,  with  whose  resentment  yoa 
threaten  me,  shall  in  the  end  applaud  and  thank  me. 
Come,  thou  art  a  dear  enchanting  girl,  and  l*m  deter- 
mined not  to  lire  a  minute  longer  without  thee. 

Link,  Hold !  are  you  mad  ?  f  see  you  are  a  bold  as- 
suming man,  and  Icnow  not  where  to  stop. 

BeL  Who  that  beholds  such  beauty  can  1  By  heayen, 
you  put  my  blood  into  a  flame.  Provoking  girl !  is  it 
witliio  the  stretch  of  my  fortune  to  content  you  t  What 
Is  it  you  can  ftirther  ask,  that  I  am  not  ready  to  grant  f 

Ltm.  Yes,  with  the  same  facility,  that  you  bestowed 
upon  me  Miss  Rusport's  diamonds.  For  shame!  for 
shame !  was  that  a  manly  story  t   . 

BH,  So  I  so  I  these  devilish  diamonds  meet  me  etery 
where.  Oh  t  I  could  tear  my  tongue  out  for  saying  a 
word  about  the  matter  I 

Lou,  Go  to  her,  then,  and  contradict  it :  till  that  Is 
done,  my  reputation  is  at  stake. 

Bel.  Her  reputation !  Now  she  has  got  upon  that, 
she'll  go  on  for  ever. — ^What  is  there  I  vdll  not  do  for 
your  sake  ?    I  will  go  to  Miss  Rusport. 

Lou»  Do  so ;  restore  her  own  jewels  to  her,  which, 
I  suppose,  you  kept  back  for  the  purpose  of  presenting 
others  to  her  of  a  greater  value ;  but  for  the  future,  Mr. 
Belcour,  when  you  would  do  a  gallant  action  to  that  lady, 
don't  let  it  be  at  my  expense. 

BeL  I  see  where  she  points :  she  is  willing  enough  to 
give  up  Miss  Rusport's  diamonds,  now  she  finds  she 
shall  be  a  gainer  by  the  exchange.  Be  it  so !  *tis  what 
I  wished. — Well,  madam,  I  will  return  to  Miss  Rusport 
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her  own  jewels,  and  you  shall  have  others  of  ten/old  their 
▼alue. 

Lou.  No,  sir ;  you  err  most  widely ;  it  is  my  goorl 
opinion,  not  my  vanity,  which  you  must  bribe. 

Bel.  Why,  what  the  devil  would  she  have  now  t — 
Miss  Dudley,  it  is  my  wish  to  obey  and  please  you ;  but 
I  have  some  apprehension  that  we  mistake  each  other. 

Lou.  I  think  we  do :  tell  me,  then,  in  few  words,  what 
it  is  you  aim  at. 

Bel.  In  few  words,  then,  and  in  plain  honesty,  I  must 
tell  you,  so  entirely  am  I  captivated  with  you,  that  had 
you  but  been  such  as  it  would  have  become  me  to  have 
called  my  wife,  I  had  been  happy  in  knowing  you  by 
that  name :  as  it  is,  you  are  welcome  to  partake  my  f.-^r- 
tuue  ;  give  me  In  return  your  person,  give  me  pleasure, 
give  me  love;  free,  disencumbered,  antimatrimonial 
love. 

Lou.  Stand  ofiF,  and  let  me  never  see  you  more  ! 

Bel.  Hold,  hold,  thou  dear,  tormenting,  tantalizing 
girl !  Upon  my  knees,  I  swear  you  shall  not  stir  till  you 
have  consented  to  my  bliss. 

Lou.  Unhand  me,  sir.  O,  Charles !  protect  me,  re* 
scue  me,  redress  me  !  [fijrttj  R. 

Enter  Charles  Dudlry,  r. 

Charles,  (r.)  Draw,  villain,  and  defend  yourself. 

Bel.  (c.)  Villain ! 

Charles,  (r.  c.)  The  man,  who  wrongs  that  lady,  is  a 
villain — Draw  1 

Bel.  (l.  c.)  Never  fear  me,  young  gentleman :  brand 
me  for  a  coward,  if  I  balk  you. 

Charles,  (c.)  Yet  holdl  let  me  not  be  too  hasty: 
your  name,  I  think,  is  Belcour  7 

Bel.  (L.)  Well,  sir. 

Charles,  (l.  c.)  How  is  it,  Mr.  Belcour,  you  have  done 
this  mean,  unmanly  wrong ;  beneath  the  mask  of  gene- 
rosity, to  give  this  fatal  stab  to  our  domestic  peace  f 
You  might  have  had  my  thanks,  my  blessing  ;  take  my 
defiance  now.  *Tis  Dudley  speaks  to  you ;  the  brother, 
the  protector  of  that  inj  ured  lady. 

Bel.  The  brother!  Give  yourself  a  truer  title. 

Charles.  What  is't  you  mean  ? 

Bel.  You  question  me  too  late  ;  the  name  of  Belcour 
and  of  villain  never  met  before.  Had  you  inquired  of  me 
before  you  uttered  that  rash  word,  you  might  have  saved 
yourself  or  me  a  mortal  error :  now,  sir,  I  neither  give 
nor  take  an  explanation  ^  so  come  on  I         \TKe>)  5qVX< 
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Enter  Louisa,  and  afterwardt  O'FLAitBaTT,  i. 

LoM.  (l.)  Hold,  hold,  for  Heaven's  sake,  hold ! 

0*Fla.  (l.)  Hell  and  conftisloa !  Wbat*s  all  this  op* 
roar  for !  Can*t  you  leave  off  catting  one  another's 
throats,  and  mind  what  the  poor  girl  says  to  yon  t  You*ve 
done  a  notable  thing,  hav*n*t  yoa  both,  to  put  her  into 
such  a  flurry  1  I  think,  o'  my  conscience,  she'a  the  most 
frif^hted  of  the  three. 

Charles,  (l.c.)  Dear  Louisa,  recollect  yourself;  why 
did  you  interfere?  *tis  in  your  cause. 

BeL  (c.)  Now  could  I  kill  him  for  caressing  her. 

O'FUt,  O,  sir,  your  most  obedient  I  Ton  are  the 
gentleman  I  had  the  honour  of  meeting  here  before ;  yon 
was  then  running  off  at  full  speed,  like  a  Calmnck ;  now 
you  are  tilting  and  driving  like  a  bedlamite,  with  this 
lad  here  that  seems  as  mad  as  yourself :  His  pity  but 
your  country  had  a  little  more  employment  for  you  both. 

BeL  Mr.  Dudley,  when  you  have  recovered  the  lady, 
you  know  where  I  am  to  be  found.  [ExUj  a. 

O'Fla.  Well,  then  can't  you  stay  where  yon  are,  and 
that  will  save  the  trouble  of  looking  after  you  f  Ton 
volatile  fellow  thinks  to  give  a  man  a  meeting  by 
getting  out  of  his  way  t  by  my  soul.  His  a  roundabout 
method,  that  of  his.  But  I  think  he  called  you  Dudley. 
Hark  ye,  young  man,  are  you  son  of  my  Mend,  tht  old 
captain  ? 

Ouirlee,  (a.)  I  am.  Help  me  to  convey  this  lady  to 
her  chamber,  and  1  shall  be  more  at  leisure  lo  answer 
your  questions  [Louisa  standi  of 

O'Fto.  Ay,  will  I :  come  along,  pretty  one  ;  if  you've 
had  wrong  done  you,  young  man,  you  need  look  no  fieir* 
ther  fur  a  second ;  Dennis  O'Flaherty's  your  man  fot 
that :  but  never  draw  your  sword  before  a  woman,  Dud* 
ley ;  damn  it,  never  while  you  live  draw  your  sword  be- 
fore a  woman.  [Exeunt^  leading  eff  Louisa,  l. 

SCENE  ll,^Lady  Rvspores  Hauee 

''  Enter  Lady  Rusport,  r.,  and  ServatUy  l. 

Serv.  An  elderly  gentleman,  who  says  his  name  is 
Varland,  desires  leave  to  wait  on  your  ladyship. 

Lady  R,  Show  him  In  ;  the  very  man  I  wish  to  see. 
Varland,  he  was  Sir  Oliver's  solicitor,  and  privy  to  all 
his  affairs  :  ha  brings  some  good  tidings ;  some  fresh 
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mortgage,  or  another  bond  come  to  light ;  they  start  up 
every  day* 

BiUer  Varland,  i.. 

Mr.  VarlaDdf  I'm  glad  to  see  you ;  you  are  heartily 
welcome,  honest  Mr.  Varland  ;  [Ladt  Rusport  sit» 
R.  c,  Varland  on  her  L.]  you  and  I  haTn*t  met  since 
our  late  irreparable  loss :  how  haye  you  passed  your 
time  this  age  t 

Var,  Truly,  my  lady,  ill  enough :  I  thought  I  must 
hare  followed  good  Sir  Oliver. 

Ladjf  R,  Alack«a-day,  poor  man !  Well,  Mr.  Var- 
land, you  find  me  here  oyerwhelmed  with  trouble  and 
fatigue ;  torn  to  pieces  with  a  multiplicity  of  affairs ;  a 
great  fortune  poured  upon  me,  vnsought-for  and  unex- 
pected :  Hwas  my  good  ftither*s  will  and  pleasure  it 
should  be  so,  and  I  must  submit. 

Var,  Your  ladyship  inherits  under  a  will  made  in  the 
year  forty-five,  immediately  after  captain  Dudley's 
marriage  with  your  sister. 

Xtody  ft.  I  do  so,  Mr.  Varland ;  I  do  so. 

Var,  I  wdl  remember  it;  I  engrossed  every  syllable ; 
but  I  am  surprised  to  find  your  ladyship  set  so  little 
store  by  this  vast  accessioc. 

Lady  ft.  Why,  you  know,  Mr.  Varland,  I  am  a  mo- 
derate woman ;  I  had  enough  before ;  a  small  matter 
satisfies  me ;  aod  Sir  Stephen  Rusport  (Heaven  be  his 
portion  I)  took  care  I  shouldn't  want  that. 

Var,  Very  true,  very  true ;  he  did  so ;  and  I  am 
oveijoyed  to  find  your  ladyship  in  this  disposition  ;  for, 
truth  to  say,  I  was  not  without  apprehension  the  news 
I  have  to  communicate  would  have  been  of  some  preju- 
dice to  your  ladyship's  tranquillity. 

Xody  ft.  News,  sir  I  what  news  havoyou  for  me  ? 

Var»  Nay,  nothing  to  alarm  you ;  a  trifle,  in  your 
present  way  of  thinking  t  I  have  a  will  of  Sir  Oliver's 
you  have  never  seen. 

Lady  ft.  A  will !  impossible  1  How  came  you  by  it, 
pray? 

Var,  I  drew  it  up,  at  his  command,  in  his  last  ill- 
ness ;  it  will  save  you  a  world  of  trouble  :  it  gn^^  his 
whole  estate  from  you  to  his  grandson,  Charles  Dud- 
ley, 

Lady  ft.  To  Dudley  !  his  estate  to  Charles  Dudley  ? 
I  can't  support  it  1  I  shall  faint !  You  ha?e  killed  me, 
you  vile  laan  I  I  never  shall  survife  it ! 
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Var,  Look  ye  there  now  :  I  protest,  I  thought  yon 
would  have  rejoiced  at  being  clear  of  the  incambrance. 

Ladjf  R.  'Tis  false  ;  *tis  all  a  forgery,  concerted  be- 
tween you  and  Dudley  ;  why  else  did  I  never  hear  of  it 
before  ? 

Var,  Have  patience,  my  lady,  and  I'll  tell  you  :  By 
Sir  Oliver's  direction,  I  was  t4  deliver  this  will  into  no 
hands  but  his  grandson  Dudley's :  the  young  gentleman 
happened  to  be  then  in  Scotland  ;  1  was  despatched 
thither  in  search  of  him  :  the  hurry  and  fatigue  of  my 
journey  brought  on  a  fever  by  the  way,  which  confined 
me  in  extreme  danger  for  several  days ;  upon  my  reco- 
very, I  pursued  my  journey,  found  young  Dudley  had 
left  Scotland  in  the  interim,  and  am  now  directed 
hither  ;  where,  as  soon  as  I  can  find  him,  doubtless,  I 
shall  discharge  my  conscience,  and  fulfil  my  commis- 
sion. 

Lady  R.  Dudley,  then,  as  yet,  knows  nothing  of  this 
will  t 

Far,  Nothing :  that  secret  rests  with  me. 

Lady  R.  A  thought  occurs  :  by  this  fellow's  talking 

must 
forgot 

myself.  [Both  rise,]  I  ask  your  pardon:  this  is  no 
place  to  talk  of  business ;  step  with  me  into  my  room  ; 
we  will  there  compare  the  will,  and  resolve  accordingly 
— Oh!  would  your  fever  had  you,  and  I  had  your 
pap«r  I  lExeunt,  b 

Enter  Miss  Rusport,  Charles,  and  O'Flahbrtt,  l. 

Miss  R.  (c.)  So,  so  !  My  lady  and  her  lawyer  have 
retired  to  close  confabulation:  now.  Major,  if  you  are 
the  generous  man  I  take  you  for,  grant  me  one  favour. 

O'F/fl.  (r.)  'Faith,  will  I,  and  not  think  much  of  my 
generosity  neither ;  for,  though  it  may  not  be  ii.  my 
power  to  do  the  favour  you  ask,  look  you,  it  can  never 
be  in  my  heart  to  refuse  it. 

Charles,  (l.)  Could  this  man's  tongue  do  justice  to 
his  thoughts,  how  eloquent  would  he  be  I  [Aside, 

Miss  R,  Plant  yourself,  then,  in  that  room :  keep 
guard  for  a  few  moments  upon  the  enemy's  motions,  in 
the  chamber  beyond;  and,  if  they  should  attempt  a 
sally,  stop  their  march  a  moment,  till  your  friend  here 
can  make  good  his  retreat  down  the  back-stairs. 

O'Fla,  A  word  to  the  wise !  I'm  an  old  campaigner ; 
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make  the  best  use  of  your  time ;  and  trust  me  for  tying^ 
the  old  cat  up  to  the  picket. 

Miss  R.  Hush  !  hush  !  not  so  loud. 

Charles.  'Tis  the  office  of  a  sentinel.  Major,  you  have 
undertaken,  rather  than  that  of  a  field-officer. 

0*Fla.  Tis  the  office  of  a  friend,  my  dear  boy  ;  and, 
therefore,  no  disgrace  to  a  general.  \_Exit^  r. 

Miss  R.  (r.)  Well,  Charles,  will  you  commit  your- 
self to  me  for  a  few  minutes  ? 

Charles,  (l.  c.)  Most  readily ;  and  let  me,  before 
one  goes  by,  tender  you  the  only  payment  I  can  ever 
make  for  your  abundant  generosity. 

Miss  R,  Hold  I  hold !  so  vile  a  thing  as  money  must 
not  come  between  us.  What  shall  I  say  !  O,  Charles  ! 
O,  Dudley  I  What  difficulties  have  you  thrown  upon 
me !  Familiarly  as  we  have  lived,  I  shrink  at  what 
I  am  doing :  and,  anxiously  as  1  have  sought  this  op- 
portunity, my  fears  almost  persuade  me  to  abandon  it. 

Charges.  You  alarm  me  ! 

Miss  R.  Your  looks  and  actions  have  been  so  distant, 
and  at  this  moment  are  so  deterring,  that,  was  it  not 
for  the  hope  that  delicacy,  and  not  disgust,  inspires 
this  conduct  in  you,  1  should  sink  with  shame  and  ap- 
prehension ;  but  time  presses ;  and  I  must  speak,  and 
plainly  too.  Were  you  now  in  possession  of  your 
grandfather's  estate,  as  justly  you  ought  to  be  ;  and, 
were  you  inclined  to  seek  a  companion  for  life,  should 
you,  or  should  you  not,  in  that  case,  honour  your  un- 
worthy Charlotte  with  your  choice  ? 

Charles,  My  unworthy  Charlotte !  So  judge  me. 
Heaven,  there  is  not  a  circumstance  on  earth  so  valu- 
able as  your  happiness,  so  dear  to  me  as  your  person  ; 
but  to  bring  poverty,  disgrace,  reproach  from  frienis, 
ridicule  from  all  the  world,  upon  a  generous  benefac- 
tress ;  thievishly  to  steal  into  an  open,  and  unreserved, 
ingenuous  heart,  O  Charlotte  !  dear,  unhappy  girl,  it  is 
not  to  be  done  ! 

Miss  i2.  Nay,  now  you  rate  too  highly  the  poor  ad- 
vantages fortune  alone  has  given  me  over  you :  how 
otherwise  could  we  bring  our  merits  to  any  balance? 
Come,  my  dear  Charles,  I  have  enough;  make  that 
enough  still  more,  by  sharing  it  with  me :  sole  heiress 
of  my  father*s  fortune,  a  short  time  will  put  it  in  my 
disposal ;  in  the  meanwhile  you  will  be  sent  to  join 
your  regiment ;   let  us  prevent  a  separation,  by  setting 
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0«t  this  Tery  night  for  that  happy  country,  where  mar- 
riage still  is  free  :  carry  me,  this  moment,  to  Beleour*s 
lodgings. 

CkarUf,  Belcoar*s  ?— The  name  is  ominous  ;  there's 
murder  in  it :  bloody,  inexorable  honour  !  [AHde, 

Min  R.  D*Ve  pause  T  Put  me  into  his  hands,  while 
you  provide  the  means  for  our  escape ;  be  is  the  most 
generous,  the  most  honourable  of  men. 

Charles,  Honourable !  most  honourable ! 

Mis8  R,  Can  you  doubt  itt  Do  you  demur?   Have 
you  forgot  your  letter?      Why,  Belcour   'twas  that 
prompted  me  to  this  proposal,  that  promised  to  supply 
the  means,  that  nobly  offered  his  unasked  assistance- 
filter  O'Flahbrtt,  haatilif,  R. 

O^Fla.  Run,  run ;  for  holy  St.  Anthony's  sake,  to 
horse,  and  away  !  The  conference  is  broke  up,  and 
the  old  lady  advances  upon  a  full  Pledmontese  trot, 
within  pistol-shot  of  your  encampment. 

Miti  A.  Here,  here,  down  the  back-stairs  !  O  Charles, 
remember  me  1 

Charles,  Farewell  I  Now,  now  I  feel  myself  a  cow- 
ard. [ExtU  L. 

Miss  R,  (l.)  What  does  he  mean?  [fei7,  l. 

0*Fla,  (r.)  Ask  no  questions,  but  begone :  she  has 
cooled  the  lad*s  courage,  and  wonders  he  feels  like  a 
coward. .  There's  a  damned  deal  of  mischief  brewing 
between  this  hyena  and  her  lawyer :  egad,  I'll  step  be- 
hind this  screen,  and  listen  :  a  good  soldier  mnst  some- 
times fight  in  ambush,  as  well  as  open  field. 

IRetires  behind  a  screen  in  the  haek'ffraund, 

SntfT  Varland,  r. 

Var,  Let  me  consider: — Five  thousand  pounds, 
prompt  payment,  for  destroying  this  scrap  of  paper, 
l-ot  worth  five  farthings  ;  *tis  a  fortune  easily  earned : 
yes;  and  'tis  another  man*s  fortune  easily  thrown 
away  ;  'tis  a  good  round  sum  to  be  paid  down  at  once 
for  a  bribe  ;  but  'tis  a  damned  rogue's  trick  in  me,  to 
take  it. 

0*Fla,  So,  so !  this  fellow  speaks  truth  to  himself, 
though  he  lies  to  other  people — but,  hush  .'  [^Aside. 

Var.  *Ti8  breaking  the  trust  of  my  benefactor ;' 
that's  a  foul  crime;  but  he's  dead,  and  can  never  re- 
proach me  with  it :   and  'tis  robbing  young  Dudley  of 
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his  lawful  ptltrimony :    that's  a  hard  case ;  bat  he*8 
alive,  and  knows  nothing  of  the  matter. 

O  Fla.  These  lawyers  are  so  used  to  bring  oflT  the 
rogueries  of  others,  that  they  are  never  without  an  ez<' 
cuse  for  their  own.  {Aside, 

Var.  Were  I  assured,  now,  that  Dudley  would  giye 
me  half  the  money  for  producing  this  will,  that  Lady 
Rusport  does  for  concealing  it — [OTlahbrtt  advanc- 
ing cautiou8ltf.'\ — I  would  deal  with  him,  and  be  an 
honest  man  at  half  price  ;  I  wish  every  gentleman  of  tny 
profession  could  put  his  hand  on  his  heart,  and  say  the 
same  thing. 

0*Fla.  A  bargain,  old  gentleman  !  Nay.  never  start, 
nor  stare ;  you  wasn't  afraid  of  your  conscience  ;  never 
be  afraid  of  me. 

Var,  Of  you,  sir !  who  are  you,  pray  ? 

0*Fla.  rU  tell  you  who  1  am  :  you  seem  to  wish  to 
be  honest,  but  want  the  heart  to  set  about  it ;  now  I  am 
the  very  man  in  the  world  to  make  you  so  ;  for,  if  you 
do  not  give  me  up  that  paper  this  very  instant,  by  the 
soul  of  me,  fellow,  I  will  not  leave  one  whole  bone  in 
your  skin  that  sha*n*t  be  broken. 

Var,  What  right  have  you,  pray,  to  take  this  paper 
from  me  ? 

0*Fla.  What  right  have  you,  pray,  to  keep  it  from 
young  Dudley  ?  I  don*t  know  what  it  contains,  but  1  am 
apt  to  think  it  will  be  safer  in  my  hands  than  in  yours ; 
therefore  give  it  me  without  more  words,  and  save 
yourself  a  beating :  do  now  ;  you  had  best. 

Var,  Well,  sir,  I  may  as  well  make  a  grace  of  neces- 
sity. There— [GirM  the  paper,] — I  have  acquitted  my 
conscience,  at  tne  expense  of  five  thousand  pounds. 

0*Fla.  Five  thousand  pounds  i  Mercy  upon  me ! 
When  there  are  such  temptations  in  the  law,  can  we 
wonder  if  some  of  the  corps  are  a  disgrace  to  it  ? 

Var,  Well,  you  have  got  the  paper :  if  you  are  an 
honest  man,  give  it  to  Charles  Dudley. 

0*Fla,  An  honest  man  !  Look  at  me,  friend — I  am  a 
soldier — ^this  is  not  the  livery  of  a  knave  ;  I  am  an  Irish- 
roan,  honey ;  mine  is  not  the  country  of  dishonour. 
Now,  sirrah,  begone ;  if  you  enter  these  doors,  or  give 
Lady  Rusport  the  least  item  of  what  has  passed,  I  will 
cut  off  both  your  ears,  and  rob  the  pillory  of  its  due. 

Var,  I  wish  I  was  onoe  fairly  out  of  his  sight ! 

[Driveg  Yarland  off,  l.-— £7«tiNi,  L. 

F   S 
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SCENE  III.— i4  Room  in  StockwelVg  House, 

Enter  Stockwbll,  r. 

St9ck,  I  must  disclose  myself  to  Belconr ;  this  noble 
instance  of  his  generosity,  which  old  Dadley  has  been 
relating,  allies  me  to  him  at  once :  concealment  becomes 

too  pairful ;  I  shall  be  proud  to  own  him  for  my  son 

But,  see,  he*s  here. 

Enter  Belcour,  l.,  andthrotrs  kimse{fin  a  chair. 

Bel.  O  my  cursed  tropical  constitution !  .  Would  to 
Heayen  I  had  been  dropped  upon  the  snows  of  Lapland, 
and  never  felt  the  blessed  influence  of  the  sun,  so  1  had 
never  burnt  with  these  inflammatory  passions  ! 

Stock,  (r.)  So,  so  ;  you  seem  disordered,  Mr.  Bel- 
cour. 

Bel.  (l.  c.)  Disordered,  sir!  Why  did  I  ever  quit 
the  soil  in  which  1  grew?  What  evil  planet  drew  me 
from  that  warm,  sunny  region,  where  naked  nature 
walks  without  disguise,  into  this  cold,  contriving,  arti- 
ficial country  ? 

Stock.  Gome,  sir,  you*ve  met  a  rascal ;  what  o*  that  ? 
general  conclusions  are  illiberal. 

Bel.  No,  sir,  I  have  met  reflection  by  the  way  ;  I 
have  come  from  folly,  noise,  and  fury,  and  met  a  silent 
monitor. — Well,  well,  a  villain  I  'twas  not  to  be  par- 
doned : — pray  never  mind  me,  sir. 

Stock.  Alas  !  my  heart  bleeds  for  him. 

Bel,  And  yet,  I  might  have  heard  him  :  now,  plague 
upon  that  blundering  Irishman,  for  coming  as  he  did ! 
The  hurry  of  the  deed  might  palliate  the  event :  deli- 
berate execution  has  less  to  plead.  Mr.  Stockwell,  I 
am  bad  company  to  you. 

Stock.  Oh,  sir,  make  no  excuse  ;  if  you  think  I  can 
render  any  service,  it  may  be  worth  your  trial  to  con- 
fide in  me ;  if  not,  your  secret  is  safer  in  your  own 
bosom.         [Bblcour  rUet,  and  reaches  another  chair 

Bel.  That*  sentiment  demands  my  confidence :  pray, 
sit  down  by  me.  \^Both  sit.'\  You  must  know,  I  have  an 
affair  of  honour  on  my  hands  with  young  Dudley  ;  tfnd, 
though  I  put  up  with  no  man*s  insult,  yet  I  wish  to  take 
away  no  man's  life. 

Stock,  I  know  the  young  man,  and  am  apprised  of 
your  generosity  to  his  father;  what  can  have  bred  a 
quarrel  between  you  ? 
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BH.  A  foolitfh  passion  on  my  side,  and  a  haughty 
provocation  on  his.  There  is  a  girl,  Mr.  StQckwelf, 
whom  I  have  unfortunately  seen,  of  most  uncommon 
t>eauty ;  she  has  withal  an  air  of  so  much  natural  mo- 
desty, that,  had  I  not  bad  good  assurance  of  her  being 
an  attainable  wanton,  I'  declare  I  should  ^s  soon  have 
thought  of  attempting  the  chastity  of  Diana. 

Enter  Servant,  l. 

Sioek*  Hey*day,  do  you  interrupt  us  ? 

Serv,  Sir,  there's  an  Irish  gentleman  will  take  no  de- 
nial :  he  says,  he  must  see  Mr.  Belcour  directly,  upon 
business  of  the  last  consequence. 

Bel.  Admit  him.  [Both  rise,}  'Tis  the  Irish  ->ftcer 
that  parted  as,  and  brings  me  young  Dudley's  challenge. 
I  should  have  made  a  long  story  of  it,  and  he*ll  tell  you 
In  three  words. 

Enter  O'Flahbrty,  l. 

0*Fla,  (l.)  'Save  you,  my  dear;  and  you,  sir,  I 
have  a  little  bit  of  a  word  in  private  for  you. 

BeL  (c.)  Pray  deliver  your  commands:  this  gen- 
tleman is  my  intimate  friend. 

O'Fla,  Why,  then,  Ensign  Dudley  will  be  glad  to 
measure  swords  with  yon,  yonder,  at  the  London  Tavern 
in  Bishopsgate-street,  at  nine  o'clock  :— you  know  the 
place  7 

Bel,  I  do  ;  and  shall  observe  the  appointment. 

O^Fla,  [To  Stockwbll.1  Will  you  be  of  the  party, 
sir?  we  shall  want  a  fourth  nand. 

Stock,  Savage  as  the  custom  is,  I  close  with  your  pro- 
posal ;  and,  though  I  am  not  fully  informed  of  the  occa- 
sion of  your  quanrel,  I  shall  rely  on  Mr.  Belcour's  ho- 
nour for  the  justice  of  it,  and  willingly  stake  my  life  in  his 
defence.' 

0*Fto.  Sir,  you  are  a  gentleman  of  honour,  and  I 
shall  be  glad  of  being  better  known  to  you—But,  hark 
ve,  Belcour,  I  had  like  to  have  forgot  part  of  my  er- 
rand ;  there  is  the  money  you  gave  old  Dudley :  you 
nuty  tell  it  over,  'faith  'tis  a  receipt  in  full ;  now  the 
lad  can  put  you  to  death  with  a  safe  conscience,  and 
when  he  has  done  that  job  for  you,  let  it  be  a  warning 
how  you  attempt  the  sister  of  a  man  of  honour. 

Dgi    TKa  sister ' 

O'Fla,  Ay,  the*  sister ;  'tis  English,  is  it  not  ?  Or 

v8 
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Irish  :  *tis  all  one ;  you  understand  me,  his  sister,  or 
Louisa  Dudley,  that*s  her  name,  I  think,  call  her  which 

Sou  will.  By  St.  Patricia,  'tis  a  foolish  piece  of  business, 
telcour,  to  go  about  to  talce  away  a  poor  girl's  yirtoe 
from  her,  when  there  are  so  many  to  be  met  with  in  this 
town,  who  would  have  disposed  of  theirs  to  your  bands. 

[ExU^  L. 

Slock.  Why,  I  am  thunderstruck !  what  is  it  you  have 
done,  and  what  is  the  shocking  business  in  which  I  have 
engaged  ?  if  1  understand  him  right,  *tis  the  sister  of 
young  Dudley  you've  been  attempting :  you  talked  to  me 
of  a  professed  wanton  ;  the  girl  he  speaks  of  has  beauty 
enough  indeed  to  inflame  your  desires  ;  but  she  has  ho- 
nour,  innocence,  and  simplicity,  to  awe  the  niost  licen- 
tious passion :  if  you  have  done  that,  Mr.  Belcour  I 
renounce  you,  I  abandon  you,  1  forswear  all  fellowship 
or  friendship  with  you  for  ever. 

Bel,  (s.)  Have  patience  for  a  moment :  we  do  indeed 
speak  of  the  same  person ;  but  she  is  not  innocent,  she 
Is  not  young  Dudley's  sister. 

Slodc,  Astonishing !  who  told  you  this  ? 

BeL  The  woman  where  she  lodges,  the  pei  son  who 
put  me  on  the  pursuit,  and  contrived  our  meetings.  . 

Slock.  What  woman  1  What  person  ? 

BeL  Fulmer  her  name  is.  1  warrant  you  I  did  not 
proceed  without  good  grounds. 

Slock.  Fulmer,  Fulmer  ?    Who  waits  1 

Enter  a  Servant,  l. 

Send  Mr.  Stukely  hither  directly  ;  I  begin  to  see  my 
way  into  this  dark  transaction.  Mr.  Belcour,  Mr.  Bel- 
cour,  you  are  no  match  for  the  cunning  and  contrivances 
of  this  intriguing  town. 

Enter  Stukbly,  l. 

Pr'ythee,  Stukely,  what  is  the  name  of  the  woman  and 
her  husband,  who  were  stopped  upon  suspicion  of  sell- 
ing stolen  diamonds  at  our  next-door  neighbour's,  the 
jeweller  ? 

Stuke,  (l.)  Fulmer. 

Stock,  (c.)  So! 

Bel,  Can  you  procure  me  a  sight  of  those  diamonds  ? 

Stuke,  (r.)  They  are  now  in  my  hand  ;  1  was  desired 
to  show  them  to  Mr.  Stockwell. 

Stock,  Give  them  to  me.  What  do  I  see  ?  As  I  livey  the 
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▼ery  diamonds  Miss  Rusport  sent  hither,  and  which  I 
entrusted  to  you  to  return. 

BeL  Yes,  but  I  betrayed  that  trust,  and  gave  them 
Mrs.  Fulmer,  to  present  to  Miss  Dudley. 

Stock.  With  a  view,  no  doubt,  to  bribe  her  to  com- 
pliance ? 

BeL  I  own  it. 

Stock,  For  shame,  for  shame ;  and  *twas  this  woman's 
intelligence  you  relied  upon  for  Miss  Dudley's  character  ? 

Bel.  I  thought  she  knew  her;  by  Heaven,  I  would 
have  died  sooner  than  have  insulted  a  woman  of  virtue, 
or  a  man  of  honour. 

Stock,  l.thinlc  you  would:  but  mark  the  danger  of 
licentious  courses  ;  you  are  betrayed,  robbed,  abused, 
and,  but  for  this  providential  discovery,  iu  a  fair  way 
of  bding  sent  out  of  the  world,  with  all  your  follies  on 
your  head.  D^ar  Stukely,  go  to  my  neighbour,  tell 
him,  I  have  an  owner  for  the  jewels;  and  beg  him  to 
carry  the  people  under  custody,  to  the  London  Tavern, 
and  wait  for  me  there.  \^Exit  Stukelt,  l.]  I  see  it 
was  a  trap  laid  for  you,  which  you  have  narrowly 
escaped :  you  addressed  a  woman  of  honour  with  all 
the  loose  incense  of  a  profane  admirer,  and  you  have 
drawn  upon  you  the  resentment  of  a  man  of  honour, 
who  thinks  himself  bound  to  protect  httr.  Well,  sir, 
you  must  atone  for  this  mistake. 

BeL  To  the  lady,  the  most  penitent  submission  I  can 
make,  is  justly  due ;  but,  in  the  execution  of  an  act  of 
justice,  it  never  shall  be  said,  my  soul  was  swayed  by 
the  least  particle  of  fear.  1  have  received  a  challenge 
from  her  brother :  now  though  I  would  give  my  fortune, 
almost  my  life  itself,  to  purchase  her  happiness,  yet  I 
cannot  abate  her  one  scruple  of  my  honour;  I  have 
been  branded  with  the  name  of  villain. 

Stock.  Ay,  sir,  you  mistook  her  character,  and  he 
mistook  yours ;  error  begets  error. 

BeL  Villain,  Mr.  Stock  well,  is  a  harsfi  word. 

Stock,  It  is  a  harsh  word,  and  should  be  unsaid. 

BeL  Come,  come,  it  shall  be  unsaid. 

Stock.  Or  else,  what  folU\»s7  Why,  the  sword  is 
drawn ;  and  to  heal  the  wrongs  you  have  done  to  the  re- 
putation of  the  sister,  you  make  an  honourable  amends, 
by  murdering  the  brother. 

BeL  Murdering ! 

Stock,  'Tis  thus  religion  writes  and  speaks  tha  word ; 
in  the  vocabulary  of  modem  honour,  there  is  no  such 


98  TUB  WBST   INDUN.  ACT  T. 

term.  Bot,  come,  I  doii*t  despair  of  satisfying  the  one, 
without  alarming  the  other  \  that  done,  I  have  a  discovery 
to  unfold,  that  you  will  then,  I  hope,  be  fitted  to  receive. 

lExewUi  L. 


ACT  V. 

SCENB  l.^'^tockweirs  Howe. 

Captain  Dudlbt,  Louisa,  and  Stukbly,  r. 

Dud,  And  are  those  wretches,  Fulmer  and  his  wife, 
in  safe  custody  ? 

Stuke»  They  are  in  good  hands  I  I  accompanied  them 
to  the  tavern,  where  your  son  was  to  be,  and  then  weut 
in  search  of  you.  You  may  be  sure,  Mr.  Stockwell  wiH 
enforce  the  law  against  them  as  far  as  it  will  go. 

Dud,  What  mischief  might  their  cursed  machinations 
have  produced,  but  for  this  timely  discovery  ! 

Lou.  Still  1  am  terrified  ;  I  tremble  with  apppehension, 
lest  Mr.  Belcour*s  impetuosity,  and  Charles'9  spirit, 
should  not  wait  for  an  explanation,  but  drive  them  both 
to  extremes,  before  the  mistake  can  be  unravelled. 

Stuke.  Mr.  Stockwell  is  with  them,  madam,  and  you 
have  nothing  to  fear ;  you  cannot  suppose  he  would  ask 
you  hither,  for  any  other  purpose,  but  to  eelebrate  their 
reconciliation,  and  to  receive  Mr.  Belcour's  atonement. 

Dud,  No,  no,  Louisa ;  Mr.  Stockweirs  honour  and 
discretion  guard  you  against  all  danger  or  ojQfence.  He 
well  knows  we  will  endure  no  imputation  on  %he  hopour 
of  our  family ;  and  he  certainly  has  invited  as  to  receive 
satisfaction  on  that  score  in  an  amicable  way. 

Lou.  *  Would  to  Heaven  they  were  returned ! 

Stuke.  You  may  expect  them  every  minute  ;  and  see, 
madam,  agreeably  to  your  wish,  they  are  here. 

lExU,  R. 

Enter  Charles,  qftermards  Stockwell  and  0*Pla- 

HBRTY,  L. 

Lou,  O  Charles,  O  brother !  how  could  yen  serve  me 
so  ?  how  could  you  tell  me,  you  were  going  tp  Lady 
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Riisport*s,  and  then  set  out  with  a  design  of  fighting 
Mr.  Belcour?  But  where  is  he  ?  Where  is  your  anta- 
gonist ? 

Stock.  Captain,  I  ara  proud  to  see  you ;  and  you, 
Miss  Dudley,  do  me  particular  honour.  [3Iceti^g  at  c] 
We  have  been  adjusting,  sir,  a  tery  extraoidinary  and 
dangerous  mistake,  which,  I  take  for  granted,  my  friend 
Stukely  has  explained  to  you.  ' 

Dud.  He  has.  1  have  too  good  an  opinion  of  Mr. 
Belcour,  to  believe  he  could  be  guilty  of  a  designed  af- 
front to  an  innocent  girl ;  and  1  am  much  too  well  ac- 
quainted with  your  character,  to  suppose  you  could 
abet  him  in  such  a  design  ;  I  have  no  doubt,  therefore, 
all  things  will  be  set  to  rights  in  a  very  few  woi-ds, 
when  we  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  Mr.  Belcour. 

Stocks  He  has  only  stepped  into  the  comptingi-house, 
and  will  wait  upon  you  directly.  You  will  not  be  over 
strict,  madam,  in  weighing  Mr.  Belcour*s  conduct  to 
the  roinutest  scruple;  his  manners,  passions,  and 
opinions  are  not  as  yet  assimilated  to  this  climate;  he 
conies  amongst  you  in  a  new  character,  an  inhabitant  of 
a  new  world,  and  both  hospitality,  as  well  as  pity,  re- 
commend him  to  our  indulgence. 

Enter  Belcour,  h,—bows  to  Miss  Dudley. 

Bel,  I  am  happy,  and  ashamed,  to  see  you ;  [OTla. 
and  Charles  gtand  back] — no  man  in  his  senses  would 
ofifend  you  ;  I  forfeited  mine,  and  erred  against  the  light 
of  the  sun,  when  I  overlooked  your  virtues  ;  but  your 
beauty  was  predominant,  and  hid  them  from  my  sight ; 
I  now  perceive  I  was  the  dupe  of  a  most  improbable  re- 
port, and  humbly  entreat  your  pardon. 

Lou.  Think  no  more  of  it;  Hwas  a  mistake. 

Bel.  My  life  has  been  composed  of  little  else  ;  'twas 
founded  in  mystery,  and  has  continued  in  error :  I  was 
once  given  to  hope,  Mr.  Stockwell,  that  yon  was  to 
^ave  delivered  me  from  these  difiiculties  ;  but  eitlier  1  do 
not  deserve  your  confidence,  or  1  was  deceived  in  my 
expectations. 

Stock.  When  this  lady  has  confirmed  your  pardon,  I 
shall  hold  you  deserving  of  my  confidence. 

Lou,  That  was  granted  the  moment  it  was  asked. 

Bel,  To  prove  my  title  to  his  confidence,  honour  me 
so  far  with  yours,  as  to  allow  me  a  few  minutes'  conver- 
sation in  private  with  you.     [She  turns  to  her  Fatiier. 

Dud,  By  all  means,  Louisa.    Come,  Mr.  Stocks «,\V^ 
let  us  go  Mto  another  room.  \^£xitl>v}ii.  and^Toc^.^v.. 
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Charieg.  And  now,  Major  0*Flaherty,  I  claim  your 
promise  of  a  sight  of  the  paper,  that  Is  to  unravel  this 
conspiracy  of  my  aunt  Rusport's.  [Charlbs  and  Ma- 
job  advance^  R.j  I  think  I  have  waited  with  great  pa- 
tience. 

O'Fia,  I  have  been  endeavouring  to  call  to  mind 
what  it  was  I  overheard ;  1  have  got  the  paper,  and  will 
give  you  the  best  account  I  can  of  the  whole  transae- 
tion.  [Exeunt  Chablbs  and  Major,  r. 

Bel.  (l.)  Miss  Dudley,  I  have  solicited  this  audience, 
to  repeat  to  you  my  penitence  and  confusion :  how  sliall 
1  atone  ?  What  reparation  can  I  make  to  you  and  Tir- 
tue? 

Lou.  (l.  c.)  To  me  there's  nothing  due,  nor  any  thing 
demanded  of  you  but  your  more  favourable  opinion  for 
the  future,  if  you  should  chance  to  think  of  me.  Upon 
the  part  of  virtue,  I  am  not  empowered  to  speak :  but 
If  hereafter,  as  you  range  through  life,  you  should  sur- 
prise her  in  the  person  of  some  wretched  female,  poor 
as  myself,  and  not  so  well  protected,  enforce  not  your 
advantage,  complete  not  your  licentious  triorapb ;  but 
raise  her,  rescue  her  from  shame  and  sorrow,  and  re- 
concile her  to  herself  again. 

Bel,  (l.  c.)  I  will,  I  will.  As  I  now  cease  to  view 
you  in  that  false  light  I  lately  did,  can  you  cease  also 
to  reflect  upon  the  libertine  addresses  I  have  paid  you, 
and  look  upon  me  as  your  reformed,  your  rational  ad- 
mirer ? 

Lou,  (c.)  Are  sudden  reformations  apt  to  last  ?  and 
how  can  I  be  sure  the  first  fair  face  you  meet  will  not 
ensnare  affecti<ms  so  unsteady,  and  that  I  shall  not  lose 
you  lightly  as  I  gained  you  1 

Bel,  I  know  I  am  not  worthy  your  regard ;  I  know  I 
am  tainted  with  a  thousand  faults,  sick  of  a  thousand 
follies  ;  but  there's  a  healing  virtue  in  your  eyes,  that 
makes  recovery  certain :  I  cannot  be  a  villain  in  your 
arms. 

Lou,  That  you  can  never  be :  whoever  you  shall  ho- 
nour with  your  choice,  my  life  upon*t,  that  woman  will 
be  happy. 

Bel  Oh,  seal  it  with  your  hand,  then,  loveliest  of 
women ;  confirm  it  with  your  heart :  make  me  ho- 
nourably happy,  and  croWn  your  penitent,  not  with  your 
pardon  only,  but  your  love. 

Lot*.  My  love  I 
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Enter  O'Flaherty,  Dudley,  Charles,  ana 
Stock  WELL,  r. 

G*Fla,  (r.)  Joy,  joy,  joy  \  sing,  dance,  leap,  laugh 
for  joy  !  Ha*  done  making  love,  and  fall  down  on  your 
knees  to  eirery  saint  in  the  calendar,  for  they  are  all 
on  your  side,  and  honest  St.  Patrick  at  the  head  of 
them. 

Charles,  O  Louisa,  such  an  event !  By  the  luckiest 
chance  in  life,  we  have  discoTered  a  will  of  my  grand- 
father's, made  in  his  last  illness,  by  which  he  cuts  off 
my  auRt  Rusport  with  a  small  annuity,  and  leaves  me 
heir  to  his  whole  estate,  with  a  fortune  of  fifteen  thou- 
sand pounds  to  yourself. 

Low.  What  is  it  you  tell  me  ?  O,  sir,  instruct  me  to 
support  this  unexpected  turn  of  fortune  I 

[To  her  Father. 

Dud.  Name  not  fortune,  *tis  the  work  of  Providence  ; 
His  the  justice  of  Heaven,  that  would  not  suffer  inno- 
cence to  be  oppressed,  nor  your  base  aunt  to  prosper  in 
her  cruelty  and  cunning. 

[A  Servant  whispers  Belcour,  and  he  goes  otd,  l. 

&Fla.  (c.)  Yon  shall  pardon  me,  Captain  Dudley, 
bat  you  must  not  overlook  St.  Patrick  neither ;  for,  by 
my  soul,  if  he  had  not  put  it  into  my  head  to  slip  behind 
the  screen,  when  your  righteous  aunt  and  the  lawyer 
were  plotting  together,  I  don't  see  how  j'ou  would  ever 
have  come  at  the  paper  there,  that  Master  Stockwell  is 
reading. 

Dud.  (l.  c.)  True,  my  good  friend,  you  are  the  fa- 
ther of  this  discovery ;  but  how  did  you  contrive  to  get 
this  will  from  the  lawyer? 

0*Fla.  By  force,  my  dear,  the  only  way  of  getting 
any  thing  from  a  lawyer's  clutches. 

Stock,  (r.  c.)  Well,  Major,  when  he  brings  his  action 
of  assault  and  battery  against  you,  the  least  Dudley  can 
do  is  to  defend  you  with  the  weapons  you  have  put  into 
his  hands. 

Charles,  (l.)  That  I  am  bound  to  do,  and,  after  the 
happiness  I  shall  have  in  sheltering  a  father^s  age  from 
the  vicissitudes  of  life,  my  next  delight  will  be  in  offer- 
ing you  an  asylum  in  the  bosom  of  your  country. 

O  Fla,  And  upon  my  soul,  my  dear,  'tis  high  time  I 
was  there,  for  'tis  now  thirty  long  yeais  since  I  set  foot 
in  my  native  counlry  ;  and,  by  the  oower  of  St.  Patrick, 
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1  swear  I  think  it's  wor(h  all  the  rest  of  the  world  put 
toother. 

Dud.  (r.)  Ay,  Major,  much  about  that  time  have  I 
been  beating  the  round  of  service,  and  *twere  well  for 
US  both  to  give   over ;   we  have  stood  many  a  tough 

f^ale,  and  abundance  of  hard  blows ;  but  Charles  shall 
ay  us  up  in  a  little  private,  but  safe  harbour,  where 
we*ll  rest  from  our  labours,  and  peacefully  wind  up  the 
remainder  of  our  days. 

O'Fla,  Agreed,  and  you  may  take  it  as  a  proof  of  my 
esteem,  young  man,  that  Major  0*Flaherty  accepts  a 
favour  at  your  hands ;  for,  by  Heaven.  Td  sooner 
starve,  than  say  I  thank  you  to  the  man  I  despise :  but 
I  believe  you  are  an  honest  lad,  and  I*m  glad  you*ve 
trounced  the  old  cat ;  for,  on  my  conscience,  I  believe  I 
must  otherwise  have  married  her  myself,  to  have  let 
you  in  for  a  share  of  her  fortune. 

Stock,  Hey-day !  what's  become  of  Belcour  ? 

Lou.  (r.  c.)  One  of  your  servants  called  him  out  just 
now,  ana  seemingly  on  some  earnest  occasion. 

Stock,  I  hope.  Miss  Dudley,  he  has  atoned  to  you  as 
a  gentleman  ought? 

Lou,  Mr.  Belcour,  sir,  will  always  do  what  a  gentle- 
man ought,  and  in  my  case  I  fear  only  you  will  think  he 
has  done  too  much. 

Stock.  What  has  he  done?  and  what  can  be  too 
much  ?  Pray  heaven,  it  may  be  as  I  wish !  \^Aside. 

Dud.  Let  us  hear  it,  child. 

Lou,  With  confusion  for  my  own  unworthiness,  I 
confess  to  you  he  has  oflfered  me 

Stock.  Himself? 

Lou.  'Tis  true. 

Stock.  Then  I  am  happy ;  all  my  doubts,  my  cares, 
are  over,  and  I  may  own  him  for  my  son. — Why,  these 
are  joyful  tidings;  come,  my  good  friend,  assist  me  in 
disposing  yuur  lovely  daughter  to  accept  this  returning 

Srodigal ;  he  is  no  unprincipled,  no  hardened  libertine : 
is  love  for  you  and  virtue  is  the  same. 
Dud.  *Twere  vile  ingratitude  in  me  to  doubt  his  merit 
— What  says  ray  child  ? 

O'Fla,  Begging  your  pardon  now,  'tis  a  frivolous  sort 
of  a  question  that  of  yours,  for  you  may  see  plainly 
enough,  by  the  young  lady's  looks,  that  she  says  a  great 
deal,  though  she  speaks  never  a  word. 

Charles.  Well,  sister,  I  believe  the  Major  has  fairly 
interpreted  the  state  of  your  heart  ? 
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■    Lou.  I  own  it;  and  what  must  that  heart  be.  which 
love,  honour,  and  beneficence,  like  Mr.  Belcour*s,  can 
make  no  impression  on? 
Stock,  i  thank  you.    What  happiness  has  this  hour 
:  brought  to  pass  ! 

O^Fla,  Why  don*t  we  all  sit  down  to  supper,  then, 
.  I  and  make  a  ni^ht  onH  ? 
s       Slock.  Hold,  here  comes  Belcour. 

■i         Enter  Bklcour,  intvoducing  Miss  Rusport,  l. 

Bel.  (l.)  Mr.    Dudley,  here   is  a  fair  refugee,  who 

'\  properly  comes  under  your  protection  :  she  is  equipped 

'    for  Scotland;  but  your  good  fortune,  which  1  have  re- 

lated  to  her,  seems  inclined  to  save  you  both  the  jour- 

•  ..  ney.     Nay,  madam,  never  go  back  I  you  are  amongst 

friends. 

V      Charles.  Charlotte! 

MUs  R.  The  same :    that   fond,  officious  girl,  that 

•'  haunts  you  every  where :  that  persecuting  spirit 

Charles.  Say  rather,  that  protecting  angel ;  such  you 
•  have  been  to  me. 

Miss  R.  O,  Charles,  you  have  an  honest,  but  prou&. 
heart. 

Charles,  Nay,  chide  me  not,  dear  Charlotte. 
Bel.  Seal  up  her  lips,  then  ;  t^he  is  an  adorable  girl 
her  arms  are  open  to  you  ;  and  love  and  happiness  are 
r«iady  to  receive  you. 

Charles,  Thus,  then,  I  claim  my  dear,  my  destined 
wife.  [Embracing  her. 

Enter  Lady  Rusport,  l. 

Lady  R.  Hey-day  !  mighty  fine !  wife,  truly  I  mighty 
well !  kissing,  embracing !  Did  ever  any  thing  equal 
this  ?  Why,  you  shameless  hussy  ! — But  I  won't  conde- 
scend to  waste  a  word  upon  you. You,  sir,  you,  Mr. 

Stockwell ;  you  fine,  sanctified,  fair-dealinjg  man  of  con- 
science, is  this  the  principle  you  trade  upon  ?  is  this  your 
neighbourly  system,  to  keep  a  house  of  reception  for 
runaway  daughters,  and  young  beggarly  fortune-hunters? 
[Belcour  and  Louisa  in  the  back- ground, 
O^Fla.  (c.)  Be  advised  now,  and  don't  put  yourself  in 
such  a  passion  ;  we  were  alt  very  happy  till  you  came. 
Lady  R.  (l.  c.)  Stand  away,  sir ;  hav'n*t  I  reason  to 
be  m  a  passion  ? 

,     0*Fla.  Indeed,  honey,  and  you  hav^*,  if  you  knew  all. 

« 
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Lady  R»  Gome,  madam,  I  have  found  out  your  haunts ; 
dispose  yourself  to  retnra  home  with  me.  Young  man, 
let  me  never  see  you  within  my  doors  again :  Mr.  Stock- 
well,  I  shall  report  your  behaviour,  depend  on  it. 

Stock.  Hold,  madam :  I  cannot  consent  to  lose  Miss 
Rusport*s  company  this  evening,  and  I  am  persuaded  you 
won  t  insist  upon  it ;  *tis  an  unmotherly  action  to  interrupt 
your  daughter*s  happiness  in  this  manner,  believe  me  it  is. 

£ady  R.  Her  happiness,  truly!  Upon  my  word  !  and 
I  suppose  it*s  an  unmotherly  action  to  interrupt  her  ruin ; 
for  what  but  ruin  must  it  be  to  marry  a  beggar  ?  I  think 
ray  sister  had  a  proof  of  that,  sir,  when  she  made  choice 
of  you.  [To  Captain  Dudley, 

Dud,  Don*t  be  too  lavish  of  your  spirits,  Lady  Rusport 

O^Fla.  By  my  soul,  you'll  have  occasion  for  a  sip  of 
the  cordial  elixir  by  and  by. 

Stock,  It  don*t  appear  to  me,  madam,  that  Dudley  can 
be  called  a  beggar. 

Lady  R,  But  it  appears  to  roe,  Mr.  Stockwell.  I  am 
apt  to  think  a  pair  of  colours  cannot  furnish  settlement 
quite  sufficient  for  the  heir  of  Sir  Stephen  Rusport. 

J^igg  R,  But  a  good  estate,  in  aid  of  a  commission, 
may  do  something. 

Lady  R,  A  good  estate,  truly  !  Where  should  he  get  a 
good  estate,  pray  ? 

Stock,  Why  suppose  now  a  worthy  old  gentleman,  on 
his  death-bed,  should  have  taken  it  in  mind  to  leave  him 
one 

Lady  R,  Hah  !  what's  that  you  say?  ♦ 

0*Fla,  O  ho  !  you  begin  to  smell  a  plot,  do  you  ? 

Stock,  Suppose  there  should  be  a  paper  in  the  world, 
that  runs  thus — "  I  do  hereby  give  and  bequeath  all  my 
estates,  real  and  personal,  to  Charles  Dudley,  son  of  my 
late  daughter  Louisa,  Ac.  &c.  &c.** 

Lady  R,  Why,  I  am  thunderstruck !  By  what  c-on- 
trivance,  what  villany,  did  you  get  possession  of  that 
paper  7 

Stock,  There  was  no  villany,  madam,  in  getting 
possession  of  it :  the  crime  was  in  concealing  it, — none 
in  bringing  it  to  light. 

Lady  R,  Oh,  that  cursed  lawyer,  Tarland  ! 

0*Fla,  You  may  say  that,  'faith ;  he  is  a  cursed 
lawyer ;  and  a  cursed  piece  of  work  I  had  to  get  the  pa- 
per from  him.  Your  ladyship  now  was  to  have  paid  him 
nve  thousand  pounds  for  it ;  I  forced  him  to  give  it  mo 
of  his  own  accord,  for  nothing  at  all,  at  all 
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Lady  R.  Is  it  you  that  have  dune  this  ?  Am  I  foiled 
by  your  blundering  contrivances,  after  all  7 

0*Fla.  *Twas  a  blunder,  'ifaith,  but  as  natural  a  one 
as  if  I  had  made  it  o*  purpose. 

Charles,  Come,  let  us  not  oppress  the  fallen;  do 
right  even  now,  and  you  shall  have  no  cause  to  com- 
plain. 

Lady  K.  Am  I  become  an  object  of  your  pity,  then  ? 
Insufferable !  confusion  light  amongst  you?  marry,  and 
be  wretched  :  let  me  never  see  you  more !         [Exit,  l. 

MUs  R,  l^he  is  outrageous ;  I  suffer  for  her,  and  blush 
to  see  her  thus  exposed. 

Charleg.  Come,  Charlotte,  don*t  let  this  angry  woman 
disturb  our  happiness :  we  will  sjetve  her,  in  spite  of  her- 
self;  your  fatner*s  memory  shall  not  be  sti^ined  by  the 
discredit  of  his  second  choice. 

MUit  R,  I  trust  implicitly  to  your  discretion,  and  am 
in  all  things  yours. 

Bel.  Now,  lovely,  but  obdurate,  does  not  this  exam- 
ple soften? 

Lou,  What  can  you  ask  for  more?  Accept  my  hand, 
accept  my  willing  heart. 

[Chablbs  and  Miss  Ruspobt  retire  to  baek-growndm 

Bel.  O,  bliss  unutterable  !  brother,  father,  friend,  and 
you,  the  author  of  this  general  joy 

0*Fla.  Blessing  of  St.  Patrick  upon  us  all  I  'tis  a  night 
of  wonderful  and  surprising  ups  and  downs  :  I  wish  we 
were  all  fairly  set  down  to  supper,  and  there  was  an  end 
on*t. 

Stock,  Hold  for  a  moment !  I  have  yet  one  word  to 
interpose.  Entitled  by  ray  friendship  to  a  voice  in  your 
disposal,  I  have  approved  your  match ;  there  yet  re- 
mains a  father*s  consent  to  be  obtained. 

Bel.  Have  I  a  father  ? 

Stock,  You  have  a  father.— Compose  yourself — ^you 
have  a  fath^,  who  observes,  who  knows,  who  loves  you. 

Bel,  Keep  me  no  longer  in  suspense;  my  heart  is 
softened  for  the  affecting  discovery,  and  nature  fits  me  to 
receive  his  blessing. 

Stock,  (c.)  I  am  your  father ! 

Bel,  (c.)  My  father !— Do  I  live  ?  lEmttracing. 

Stock,  I  am  your  father ! 

Bel,  It  is  too  much my  happiness  overpowers  me 

— to  gain  a  friend,  and  find  a  father,  is  too  much— I 
blush  to  think  how  little  I  deserve  you. 

[Belc«iir  and  Stockwbll  retire  back, 
g3 
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Dnd.  See,  children,  how  many  new  relations  spring 
from  this  night*s  unforeseen  events,  to  endear  us  to  each 
other. 

O'Fla,  (l  )  O'  my  conscience,  1  thinlt  we  shall  be  all 
related  by  and  by. 

[Belcour  and  Stock  well  advante. 

Slock,  (r.  c.)  How  happily  has  this  evening  conclud- 
ed, and  yet  how  threatening  was  its  approach  ! — Let  us 
repair  to  the  supper^room,  where  I  will  unfold  to  you 
every  circumstance  of  my  mysterious  story. — Yes,  Bel- 
cour, I  have  watched  you  with  a  patient,  but  inquiring, 
eye,  and  I  have  discovered,  through  the  veil  of  sone* 
irregularities,  a  heart  beaming  with  benevolence  and 
animated  nature  ;  fallible  indeed,  but  not  incorrigible; 
and  your  election  of  this  excellent  young  lady  niaiies 
me  glory  in  acknowledging  you  to  be  my  son. 

Bel.  I  thank  you,  and  in  my  turn  glory  in  tbe  father 
I  have  gained.  Sensibly  impressed  with  gratitude 'for 
such  extraordinary  dispensations,  I  beseech  you,  amia- 
ble Louisa,  for  the  time  to  come,  whenever  you  per- 
ceive me  deviating  into  error  or  offence,  bring  only  to 
my  mind  the  providence  of  this  night,  and  I  will  turn  to 
reason,  and  obey. 


EPILOGUE., 

WRITTEN    BY    D.    G.    ESQ. 

SPOKEN  BY  MRS.  ABINGTON, 
The  original  Charlotte  Rusport* 

Confess,  good  folks,  has  not  Miss  Rusport  sliown 
Strange  whims  for  seventeen   hundred   seventy- 

ONE? 

What,  pawn  her  jewels ! — there's  precious  plan, 

To  extricate  from  want  a  brave  old  man  : 

And  fall  in  love  with  poverty  and  honour ; 

A  girl  of  fortune,  fashion ! — Fie  upon  her  ! 

But  do  not  think  we  females  of  the  stage,  ^ 

So  dead  to  the  refinements  of  the  age,  ^^ 

That  we  agree  with  our  old  fashion *d  poet ; 

I  am  point  blank  against  him,  and  1*11  show  it : 

And  that  my  tongue  may  more  politely  run. 

Make  me  a  liady — Lady  Blabington.  « 

Now,  with  a  rank  and  title  to  be  free,  , 

I*li  make  a  catechism — and  ydu  shall  see, 

What  is  the  veritable  Beaume  de  Vie: 

As  I  change  place,  I  stand  for  that,  or  this, 

My  lady  questions  first—then  answers  Miss. 

(She  speaks  as  my  Lady. 
^*  Come  tell  me,  child,  what  were  our  modes  and  dress. 
In  those  strange  times  of  that  old  fright,  Queen  Bess  V 
And  now  for  Miss — 

(She  changes  place^  and  speaks  for  Miss.j 
"When  Bess  was  England's  queen, 
Ladies  were  dismal  beings,  seldom  seen  ; 
These  rose  betimes,  and  breakfasted  as  soon. 
On  beef  and  beer,  and  studied  Greek  till  noon  : 
Unpainted  cheeks  with  blush  of  health  did  glow, 
BeruflTd  and  fardingaled  from  top  to  toe. 
Nor  necks,  nor  ancles  would  they  ever  show/ 
Learnt  Greek  ! — (ZaM^A*.^— Our  outside  head  takes  half 

a  day; 
Have  we  much  time  to  dress  the  inside,  pi-ay  ? 
No  heads  dressM  d,  la  Greeque  ;  the  ancients  quote. 
There  may  be  learning  In  a  papillotc : 
Cards  are  our  classics  ;  and  I,  Lady  B., 
In  leaming  will  not  yield  to  any  she. 
Of  the  late-founded jf'fftia/e  university. 
But  now  for  Lady  Blab — 

{She  speaks  as  my  Ltuly.) 
"  Tell  me.  Miss  Nancy, 
What  sports  and  what  employraenta  did  VVvc^  t^k.xv^.^T'' 


78  EPlXiOOUB. 

(Speaks  as  Miss.) 
**The  Yulgar  creatures  seldom  left  their  houses, 
But  taught  their  children,   work*d,  and    loTed  tbelr 

spouses ;  i 

The  use  of  cards  at  Christmas  only  knew,-^ 
They  playM  for  little,  and  their  games  were  few,  1 

One-and-thirty  Put,  All-fours,  and  Lantera-Loo ;  .| 

They  bore  a  race  of  mortals  stout  and  honey,  I 

And  never  heard  the  name  of  Macaroni. 

(Speaks  as  my  Lady.) 
"  Oh  brava,  brava !  that*8  my  pretty  dear — 
Now  let  a  modern  modish  fair  appear ; 
No  more  of  these  old  dowdy  maids  and  wives, — 
Tell  bow  superior  beings  pass  their  lives." 

(^peaks  as  Miss.) 
'  *  Till  noon  they  sleep,  from  noon  till  night  they  dress, 
From  night  till  morn  they  g^me  it  more  or  less. 
Next  night  the  same  sweet  coarse  of  joy  run  o*er, 
Then  the  night  after  as  the  night  before. 
And  the  night  after  that  encore,  encore  !" — 

CShe  comes  forward.) 
Thus  with  our  cards  we  sAif^  off  all  sorrow. 
To-morrow,  and  to-morrow«  and  to-morrow  ! 
We  deal  apace,  from  youth  unto  our  primei^ 
To  the  last  moment  of  our  iabbyAime ; 
And  all  our  ye^sterdays,  from  rout  and  drum. 
Have  lighted  fools  with  empty  pockets  home. 
Thus  do  our  lives  with  rapture  roll  away, 
Not  with  the  nonsense  of  our  author's  play  ; 
This  is  true  lif^— true  spirit — give  it  praise ; 
Don*t  snarl  and  sigh  for  good  Queen  Bess's  days 
For  all  you  look  so  sour,  and  bend  the  brow, 
You  all  rejoice  with  me  you're  living  now. 


THE  END, 
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